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| Sargent Camps <i. 
|= 





Peterboro, N. H. Dr. D. A. Sargent, Pres. 


Twocamps, Seniors, 14 to 24; Juniors, 8-13 









The place for your summer's outing, Where you will 
find the things you like best All Field and Water 
sports, Horsebacs Riding aod Driving, Arts and 
Crafts, Nature Study, Dramatics, Singing and 
Dancing, Canoeing and camping on picturesque 
ces Monadno-k id other mountain trips 
ater pageant Twilight singing on the f 
ition In spite 


of greater expense our rates are not increased 


For illustrated booklet 


| Safety and health our first conside 


address 





The Secretary, 14 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass 
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SEBAGO-WOHELO 


On Sebago Lake, South Casco, Maine 
3 distinct camps—Girls (12-1 
ent for ever 
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plays Uni , tion of r 
Each girl ir > personal care 
Halsey Gulick k, Founders of the C a 
Send for Illustrated Booklet 
Mrs, CHARLOTTE V. GULICK, Director 





South Casco, Maine 
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ment of charac 
Cu ation of good 1 
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Vigilance for safety 
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7 miles of lake shore 












CAMP IDLEWILD “= Winpspsragkes, NH 


d body 


Your boy deserves the best. 
32-page Illustrated Descriptive Booklet on request. 


Address JOHN M. DICK, B. D., 345 Exchange Building, Boston, Mass. 


CAMP WINNESHEWAUKA 


LUNENBURG, VT. FOR GIRLS 
In White Mountain region. Mile of lake shore. Free 
horseback riding, water and field sports, handi- 
crafts, music and dancing under expert instructors 





Sponson and war canoes. Sereened bunzalows. 
spring water. Perfect sanitation. Best of every- 
thing for the best girls. Booklet. 


KARL O. BALCH, Resident Manager 
Lunenburg, Vt. 


7 ° ~ 
Wyonegonic Camps 
For Girls Moose Pond 
separate Camps (ages 8 to 21 

address 


Sixteenth Season Three 
For illustrated Booklet 
MR 


and Mrs. C. E. Cops. 


M AINE, De nmark 


For Girls. On our own island, 
China Lake, Me. Dining hall, 


Conia Tcmmanek 














assembly house, tents. Swimming, canoeing, motor-boat- 
ing, land and water sports. Crafts and dramatic projects. 
Persona directed by Mr. CHARLES F, TOWNE, Asst 
Supt. of Schools, and Mrs. TOWNE. 

RHODE ISLAND, Providence, 16 Eames Street. 

cS Sebago Lake Region, Maine. A camp 
Wildmere that cures. We welcome boys inte 
parents believe in the old-fashioned virtues. Remarkable 


equipment Good, 
who “know how.’ 


wholesome food, prepared by 
Send for unique booklet. 
IRVING H. 

NEW YorK, Brooklyn, Box 79, Station L 


Lake Kezar, Maine. Unique com- 
Camp Kinapik bination of Maine woods, lakes and 


WOODMAN. 








White Mountains. Woodcraft, fishing, canoeing, moun- 
tain climbin Boys—S to 15. Personal care Direc@r 
endorsed by Ernest Thompson Seton. Address 


H.C. WENT, Director 
CONNECTICUT, Bridgeport 





Winona Camps 


For Boys. Moose Pond. Tenth Season wo camps 
graded (ages 8 to 16 For illustrated Booklet address 


C. E. Coss 
MAINE, Denmark, Denmark Inn. 
- For Boys Ages 8-15 Every 
Kineo Camps feature boys desire Especially 


safe water sports 
under West Point 


Riding, Scouting trips and war games, 
Army Officers. Mature supervision 






Boys live in dry, airy bungalows. Mt. Washington trips, 
campcraft, shop. Booklet. Harrison, Me 
NEW YORK,N.Y.C.,Hotel McAlpin, IRVING L.McCOoLL 





Lake Annabessacook, 

Cony Annabessacook Winthrop, Me. Ideal 
summer camp for boys. Land and water sports, military 
drill and first aid taught. Carefully selected Councilors 
Particular attention paid to diet. Spring water. Perfect 
sanitation. Camp Mother. Booklet. Address M. J. RYAN, 
Mane, Lewiston Bate: 3s College Athle tic Direc tor. 


Camp Katahdin 


camp life. Athletic fields 
of a West Pointer 








For boys. In the Maine Woods. 
17th Season. Fishing and real 
Horseback riding under direction 
Mountain trips. Water sports. Games. 














Log cabins and tents. Safety, health and a good time. 
GEORGE E. PIKE, B. S., RALPH K. BEARCE, A. M 
MASSACHUSETTS, Duxbury, Powder Point School. 














w Boys Beautifully situated 
Camp Dexter on Round Pond in the Oxford 
hills. Tutoring by best instructors Water and field 
sports I lient fishing Splendid table Perfect 
sanitation, Just the place for your boy. Booklet 
F. D. MILLs, Headmaster. 
MIDaInr, Lockes Mills 
Conway, N. H., means the 
Pine Knoll Camp P happiest summer in a girl's 
life Heart of White Mountains Most beautiful spot 
in New England. On picturesque, secluded Iona Lake. 
Full camp programme. Wonderful equipment Illus- 
trated booklet Mrs. FRANCES H. WHITE 
MASSACHUSETTS, Lynn, 115 C. Ocean Street 
For Boys Lake Asquam 
Camp Wac husett Holderness, N.H.. Fifteenth 
7 buildings. Boating, canoeing, swimming, fishing, 








d land sports. Music, g 

night. Tutoring if desired. No tents. Fisher huts 

Booklet REV. LORIN WessTER, L.H.D. 
NEW H AMPSHIRE, Plymouth, Holderness school. 


Thorn Mt. Tutoring School and Camp 


ames and a good time 


For Boys, Jackson,.N. H. Altitude 1600 ft. Big loz 
eabin 4ll outdoor sports. Mountain climbing, wood- 
craft and tutoring 4 unique combination of play and 
study G. A. BUSHEE, A. B., B. D., Director 

MASSACHUSETTS, South B 





EXPERIENCE COUNTS 
of camp life 


camp. 


Twenty-five 


Over fifteen |! 


year 
undred boys in 
Not a single serious accident 

Mr. Dick's persona pervision for twenty- five 





lsu 


yeas 





of canoes Bi ig new speed boat. 


Idlewild provides it. 


and motor boats 


olitan Fducational Guide * 


Summer Schools and Vacation Camps 





cooks | 








‘of an expert 

















e Arranged 


The Tela-Wauket Camps 
i, oo oe 





FOR GIRLS ROXBURY, VERMONT 


Seniors, 14-20; Juniors, 10-14. 250 acres of wooded 
mountain-side and meadows in the very heart of the 
Green Mountains. Private pond for water sports, 
Athletic fields. Clay tennis courts. Camping trips. 
Daily horseback riding over mountain roads and 





trails. No charge for horses or instruction. Rustie 
sleeping bungalows. Assembly hall for dancing 
music and games round the big fireplac« Screened 
dining porches. Enthusiastic counselors. All coun- 


selor positions filled. Hlustrated booklet 


MR. & MAS. C. A. ROYS, 10 BOWDOIN ST., CAMBRIDGE, Mass. 





Camp Cobbossee 


15th season. On beautiful Lake Cobbossee-Contee, 
under fragrant Maine pines. Give your boy a chance to 
enjoy wholesome outdoor sports under ideal conditions, 
where his natural manly instincts will develop into firm 
character under the supervision of leading college men as 
councillors. Best equipped, healthiest and most popular 
Camp in America; refined surroundings and influences, 
Write today for interesting booklet and full information, 
H.R.Mooney,Director. R.L.MARSANS, Resident Director, 

NEW YoOrK, Shandaken, Shandaken Institute 













The Cape Cod Camp for Girls. Established 
Quanset 1905. Swimming, canoeing, sailing—safest 
conditions, expert instruction; land sports, pageantry, 


musical comedy, horseback riding Exceptional equip- 

ment and location. Separate camp for little girls. Unusual 

results in health and vigor. Mrs. E. A. W. HAMMATT, 
Mass., Newton Centre, 707 Commonweulth Ave. 





North F. etnctith Mass 
zards Bay, Cape Cod 


, on Buz- 


Camp Cowasset The Sea- 














shore Camp for Girls. Safe canoeing, swimming and wa- 
ter sports. Horseback riding, tennis, basketball, field 
contests. Seniors and Juniors. Good food, good fun and 
good care. Address Miss BEATRICE A. HUNT. 
MASSACHUSETTS, Marlboro, 15 Church St 

llth season. Cape Cod, 
Wangunut Camps Buzzards Bay. Camp for 
Boys from 8 to 14. Club for boys over 14 nd and 





water sports, prizes. Athletics unde experienced college 
nis. Camp mother. Booklet. 

Mrs. BERTRAND E. TAYLOR, MR. ALDRICH TAYLOR, Dir's 
MASSACHUSETTS, Newton Centre, 236 Grant Avenue. 
Tip of Cape Cod. Aqua- 
planing, sailing, fishing, 
field sports, scouting, arts and 
Each girl always in the care 
Tilustrated bookiet. Address 
Mrs. LILLIAN HALE VINAL. 

52 Brownell Street. 


Come Chaunssnet 
swimming, motorboating, 
crafts. Bungalows and tents 
Season, $150. 
WILLIAM GOULD VINAL, A. M., 
RHODE ISLAND, Prov idence 


Maplewood Camp 


Maplewood. Outdoor life, with a little study. Boating, 
fishing, hikes, auto trips, athletic fields, tennis courts 
Special oversight,ev en toclothing. Reasonable fee. Fall term 
begins Sept.19. J.C. SHORTLIDGE, A.B., Harvard, Prin 














Where Boys Get Real Care. 
Ideal summer season at 





PENNSYLVANIA, € oneordville, Box 29. 
Te Cue 

Fern Ridge, Pocono Mts., Pa. A camp for girls 
Tents, if preferred, board floors. Tennis and all outdoor 
sports. Instruction, if desired. Address 

THE MISSES METCALF SCHOOL. 
NEW YORK, Tarrytown-on- -the-Hudeon 
For Girls. On beatiful Naomi 


Pine Tree Come Lake, 
pine-laden air of Pocono Mountains. 4 brs. from New York 
and Philadelphia. Experienced councilors. Tennis, basket- 
ball,canoeing, “hikes,” horseback riding. Handicrafts, gar- 
dening. Tutoring. 6th season MIss BLANCHE D. PRICE. 

PENNSYLVANIA, Philadelphia, 305 W. School Lane 


2000 feet above sea in 


Camp Ancona 


for twenty girls meet our standard. 


who 
Enroll now! 

MISS JOSEPHINE MAHONEY. 
WISCONSIN, La Crosse, Box 437 











































On Silver Lake 


Summer Camp Mid June to September 


*s love of na adventure, anir 

sports are Gevaks »ped into charact er building experie 
Hikes, in-iustrial excursions, camping amid + 
Dunes, boating, fishing. swimming, ponies. W 
metal shops. Men and women counsellors fr: 
laken School, Estate of 740 acres. Add 
Headmaster, Oe 100, Rolling Prairie, Indiana 
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Camp Dewey 


75 acres on Thames River 
Kitemaug, Conn A fine 
place to send your boy this 
summer. Develops physi- 


1 fitness, mental alert- 
ness, obedience, manliness 


and industrial efficiency 
Combination of nautical 
ind)=s military drills and 
methods Sw ning, 
hiundling of boats, athleti 
games,ete. Tuition forJuly 
ind August $110.00, 
Booklet. 


U. S. Junior Naval Reserve 
25 W. 45th St., New York, N.Y. 


(Beyond the Multitude 
Camp Ke njockette For Girls. In the wooded 
hills of Vermont. Tennis, basket-ball, swimming, canoe- 
icg, horseback riding. Bungalows. Junior and Senior 
jepts. Address Mk. and MRs. JAMES W. Tyson, JR, 
Malvern,Pa.,until June 15 and then South St afford, Vt., or 
MASSACHI seTTs, Hingham Miss E. F. STRINGER 
nam Hague- -on-Lake George 9th 
Camp mp Mohican Season. For bovs 8 to 16. Un- 
rivalled camp site. C ‘omple te equipment All land and 
water sports Horseback riding. Jamping and Cano 
trips thru Adiron dacks Rate, $12 50 for season. Booklet 
CHARLES B. BATCHELOR, A. B., Physical Director 
New York, Brooklyn, Erasmus Hall 








V 7 Only summer camp for girls on Lake 
\ anakena (jeor se, Pilot Knob, N.Y. A recreational 
ump where everyone happily occupied and safe" is the 








jeal. Canoeing, motorboating, swimming, aquaplanin 
tennis, basketball, mountain climbing, handicrafts ’ 
pert counc iflors, trained nurse Booklet 

New York. Ithaca. DR. AND Mrs. R.B Bo TECOr 











Cooperstown, N. Y., on Otsezo 

Camp Chenango Lake For boys Boat 
Swimming, Mountain Climbing, Tennis, Baseball. M: 
val Training. Best of food. Hi.h Class k:quipment 
mosquitoes. Moderate Rates. Tutoring. Write A.E.LOVE- 
LAND, B. 8., Commercial High School, Brooklyn, N. Y., or 
N.J., Newark, South Side High School. FISHER, A.B. 
K | C For Boys. Catskill Mts., near r Rip ) Van 
yle Vamp wWinkle’s Rock. Model Bungalows—no 
tents. All land and water sports mo s’ health, di- 
version and amusement well looked after. Instruction in 

any lessons, free of charge 

Dr. PAUL KYLE, Kyle School for Boys 

N.Y. Irvington-on-Hudson(22 miles from N.Y.), Box 504 


Summer Art Camps 


xi, Booth Bay, Me. 
Sawyer s Island Art Schoo Landscape, Life, 
painting, drawing, modeling. Design Poster Work. 
Marble Cutting. Casting. Composition. All 

















Illustrat lor 

sports of camp life in Maine For illustrated booklet 

address JOSEPH BAILEY ELLIs, Director. 
MASSACHUSETTS, Boston, 292 Boylston St 









Do you Wish our assistance in the 
Summer Camp choice of a camp”? If you do not 
find one suited to your requirements advertised in the 
magazine write tous. Give location, approximate amount 
you are willing to spend, and age of prospective pupil 
COSMOPOLITAN EDUCATIONAL CLUB 
New York, Times Square Station, Box 155 


Siecle of Kindergarten ‘ en Training 


Montessori Training ‘School — 
For Teachers at the Montessori Children’s House and 
Elementary School 
Mrs. A. RENO MARGULIEs, Director 
New York, N. Y.C., 673 West End Av Near W. 93 5t 


Pestalozzi Froebel Training School 


A Kindergarten Normal School. Class Rooms overlook 
Lake Michigar Summer School, June 25-August 3. 
3 Dypts Kindergarten- Primary-Playground Strong 
Faculty—Fine Location—Accredited. Address REGISTRAR. 

ILLINOIS, Chicago, 616-22 So. Michigan Blvd., Box 5 
























National Kindergarten College — 
indergarten and Elementary Methods. Two year 
eum ann Advanced courses, degrees. Accredited 
Dormitories on College grounds. Thirty-second annual 
session begins Sept. 12. Illustrated catalog. Addre 
ILLINOIS, Chicago, 2944 Mich Bl yx 52 


Kindergarten-PrimaryT rainingSchool 
Accredited. I wo-year course in theory and practice 
for Kindergarten and Primary teaching. Special 
achers from Oberlin College and Conservatory of Music. 
Address Miss Rose C. DEAN. 
OHIO, Oberlin, 125 Elm Street 


Kindergarten’ Training School 
AMliated with New York University. Two years’ 
ourse accredited by New York State and City Boards of 
Ed ication. Summer courses 
MIss HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS, Principal. 
New York, N. Y. City, Washington Sa.. N. Y. Univ. 


Th . $ FROEBEL KINDERGARTEN 
We Fannie A. Smit AND TRAINING SCHOOL 
e have found the demand for our graduates greater 


t 
han we can s ipply One and two year courses. For 
catalogue address 















FANNIE A. SMITH, Principal 
3ridgeport, 869 Lafavette St 
lal Kindergarten Primary 
Conn. Froebel Norma Training School. Aca- 
Board kindergarten, primary and playground courses 
work aon d day school. Extensive facilities for thorough 
ite certificate. $400 covers board and tuition 


hy 
me me ir. Bo s. Address Mary C. MILLs, 
INNECTI Bridg seport, _ 183 West Ave. Prine ipal. 


CONNECTICUT 











a Schools of Domestic Science 
The Lesle >y School of Household. Arts 












he by Harvard educators Prepares for 
A Dormitor and house mother 
MRs LESLEY WOLFAR 

a M Iss Loct MAcINNES 
N. BACH rs, Cambridge, 29 Everett Street 

a 1 DOMESTIC ART AND SCIENC* 

ation: — Se -hool ! Two and three-year courses 

= ae a and cultural development lalized 
Exceptic ” ; en Interior Decorat S 
ntes 1917 '¢ tories Eleven-acre camp lu- 

D.C, ete Catalogue D upon request 


’ ot 2650 Wiseonsir AVE 








| 


| 


| 
} 
| 


| 
| 
| 


| 


Schools for Boys 


‘SUFFIELD SCHOOL FOR _ 


Ex-President Wituiam H. Tart says: 

“T congratulate you on the honored tradition which surrounds this school. 
More and more we are making our preparatory schools into communities 
like those English schools, Manchester, Rugby, Eton, where the boys are 
given the ideas of manliness, straightforwardness, decency of life. | 


is what you have cultivated here at Suffield.” 
Extract from Speech to Sufield Alumni, June oth 


Dts our 3H training of brain, body and morals. Attractive New England town, 
2 hours from New York City. Eighty-fourth year. Complete equipment, mod- 
Strong athletic Military training once a 

Active Y.M.C.A. A thoroug! 


for young boy 





ldings, gymnasium and ath letic fields. 
officer. 
Separate department 


f 


under supervision of army —— m 





clentine 


Endowment permits rate of $509 $600 


Etonian 
Ideals t 
HOBART G. TRUESDELL 


A. M., Principal 
11 Main St., Suffield, Conn. 


Honored 


Tradition 


Bos in Cadet Uniform 





One hour from New 

The Saat School ‘ne ho For boys 

whose preparation for college has cons interrupted or 

delaved. Quick and efficient work Wonderful college 

entrance record. Summer session begins August. Winter 

te-m opens October. CARL AXEL HAksTROM, A.M., Ph.D 
CON SECTICU?, Norwalk. | 


Cheunes Via Gilad 


Established 1828. Prepares boys exclusively for 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology and other scien- 
tific schools. Every teacher a specialist 

FRANKLIN T. Kurt, Principal 
MASSACHUSETTS, Boston, 549 Boylston st. (Copley Sq.) 





ROLLER’S SCHOOL 


Fort Defiance Virginia 
In famous valley of Virginia. New fireproof build- 
ings, costing nearly $70,000, now completed. Best 
equipped academic building in the State. Steam 


. For Boys Extensive 
| Powder Point School grounds 4 modern 
buildings. Concrete residence and gymnasium. Athletic 
fields Cinder track Colleze or business preparation 

ner or sc S ress 
Upper and mowers ae aoe 4. M.. Headmaster heat, electric light,gymnasium, extensive grounds, 
‘ a. 7 an Ried fs 250 acres. Endorsed by Virginia Military Insti 
MassaACHUSETTs, Duxbury, 71 King Cwsar Road > . . 
tute and other Universities. $400. Catalog 


Thos. J. Roller and Chas. S. Roller, Jr., Principals 


The Abbott School = po ay 
Every vacancy filled the past 4years. College Certificate - _ ae 
Blake Tutoring School 





Privilege Fusiness Course Summer Tutoring School. 
lith year cpens Sept. 26 rerms $800 
FORGE D. Cat.cH, M.A., Headmaster. 
N N arming t« 

MAINE, I sastennes a of school work or who bave failed to make progress ir 

ae = other schools. We have no forms or grades—and every 
For Boys. Five buildings aaa a a aan » elenae > never 

Holderness Schoo Twenty acres, Prepares for boy is prepared directly for college. Our ¢ lasse are neve 

Coll and Technical Schools. Ranks with the highest larger than five pupils and therefore progress is very rapid 

ger nde vehool of New England yet by rea on of endow Many boys have been saved from one to two years in thelr 

“ S y 5 - + “« 2 ie - 7 oe > rut » » g p 

ment the tuition is moderate. Modern gymnasium. | .:,)'p, SS Epes ee ag Leia 

Skating. All winter sports. 38th year i pel an mae a a ane * a. 

Dae Ae 4 ake. Saddle horse provided for every boy Summe 

{., Plymouth. REV. Lorin Wester, L.H D., Rector School—July 5th, Sept. Lith. send for circular 

NEW JERSEY, | akewood 


For 55 ~~ select 
| Freehold Mi litary School Pohng boys “iust ci 
enough of the Military training to inculcate habits of 
obedience, promptness, orderliness and self-reliance Study 
and play carefully supervised One teacher to 8 boys 
The school with the personal touch.” 
N. J., Freehold. Box 54. MaJon CHARLES M DUNCAN 























“ae é FT orough 

Bordentown Military Institute “peeve” 
tion for college or business Efficient faculty, small 
classes, individual attention. Boys taught how to study 
Military training. Supervised athletics. 33d year. For cata- 
log, address Rev. T. H. Lanpon, A. M., D D, Prin 
N.J., Bordentown. Cou. T. D. Lanbon, Commandant 
Sollege 

Dinan ston Pre eparatory School prepara- 
tory school fo boys over 14. Rapid progress. Limited 
number of pupils (60) and freedom from rigid class or- 
ganization. Excellent equipment and facilities. Special at- 
tention given to Athletics and moral welfare. 44rd year EXPERIENCED MES, .A WELL-SIGH COMPLETE 
New JeRseY, Princeton. J. B. Fine, Headmaster MATERIAL EQUIPMENT OF BUILDINGS AND 
ee PLAYING FIELDS, AND & DEMOCRATIC SPIRII 

CULTIVATED THROUGH NEARLY THREE GEN- 
ERATIONS, WORCESTER ACADEMY REALLY 
EDUCATES BOYS. SEND FOR THE CATALOG. 


W. ABERCROMBIF, LL.D., Prin. 
96 PROVIDENCE ST., WORCESTER, MASS. 





Worcester Academy 


FOUNDED 1834 
BY MEANS OF AN EFFICIENT FACULTY OF 20 


Wenonah Military Academy 


12 miles from Philadelphia Prepares for college or 
business. U.S. Army Officer detailed. Special School for 
Juniors Catalog 
Dr CC Hf. LORENCE Pres CLAYTON A. SNYDER, Ph. B, 

NEW JERSEY, Wenonah. Box 403 Sup't 





NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY 


Cornwall-on-Hudson, N. Y. 
CADET BAND 
Special Rates to Good Musicians 














MODERATE EXPENSES 
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS 





INFANTRY 
CAVALRY 





For catalogue write to the Registrar 


The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States 






























34th year. For Boys who have lost one or more years 


> campus, near three-mile 
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Randolph-Macon Academy 


For Boys and Young Men. Front Royal, Va. 


A branch of the Randolph-Macon System Liberal 
gifts make unusual advantages possible. Equipment 
cost $100,000. Prepares for College or Scientific 
Schools. Gymnasium, physical culture and outdoor 
sports. 26th session opens Sept. 18th, 1917. For 
catalog and illustrated pamphlet, address 
CHARLES L. MELTON, A. M., Principal 
Box 404, Front Royal, Va. 


: a: Prepares for 
Fishburne Military School P7232 68 101 
business life. Personal attention. 38th year. 

sproof equipment. Diploma admits to all colleges. Rates 


Spring encampment near famous caverns at Grot- | 


MaJ. MORGAN H. HUDGINs, 


Catalogue 
Principal. 


VIRGINIA, Waynesboro, Box 401. 





“ge 4 ia 

Blackstone Military Academy . 

Piedmont section of Virginia. New modern building. All 

students under teachers’ personal supervision. Average 12 

students to class. College Preparatory. On West Point ac- 

credited list. Full commercial courses. For catalog address 
VIRGINIA, Blackstone. COLONEL E. S. LIGON, Pres 


Fork Union Military hcsdenen 


boys in the heart of Virginia. C.&O.R.R 
New building completely equipped. High standards but 
no extravagances. Rates $335-$385. Illustrated cata- 
logue on request. Col. C. E. CROSLAND, B.A. (Oxon.), 
VIRGINIA, Fork Union, Box 11. 





A country 
school for 


New $60,000 | 


Schools for Boys 


EDDIE Hightstown, N. J. 


Th achievements of Peddie Graduates in 
scholarship and athletics at college are sig- 
nificant of the value of its training. Thorough 
preparation for leadership in college and busi- 
ness life 

Physical culture, athletic training, public speak- 
ing and music. 60-acre campus, lake, swimming 
pool, diamond, gridiron and gymnasium. Lower 
School for boys from 11 to 14 years. 


ROGER W. SWETLAND, LL D., Headmaster 


Box 5-K 


| Shattuck 


Noted for its College Entrances. Small classes. 
| tary system. Gymnasium. Swimming pool. 16 buildings. 
200 acres. 51st year. 
CoOL, VASA E. STOLBRAND, C.E., Headmaster. 
MINNESOTA, Faribault. Drawer C. 
: ae The Amer- 
St. John's Military Academy {2¢ Amer 
Thorough 





19th year. | 


President. | 


Eminently fitted for training American boys. 
scholastic and military instruction 
well-drained ground, in the Lake region. Extensive equip- 


ment. Gov't rating, ‘Honor School."’ Catalogue, Box 2-R. 


WISCONSIN, Waukesha County, Delafield. 

E . “1: Mexico, Mo. 
Missouri Military Academy Our “ Big 
Brother” Plan brought an increase this year of 33 1-3% 
over number of students last year. Our success is builded 
on satisfied patrons. Dry town, main R. R. Lines. For 
catalogue, address COL. E. Y. BURTON, President. 

MISSOURI, Mexico, 100 Bellevue Place. 





-— Largest private 

Staunton Military Academy academy in the 

East. Boys from 10 to 20 years old prepared for the Uni- 

versities, Government Academies or Business. Gymna- 

sium, swimming pool and athletic park. New $200,000 
barracks. Charges $400. For catalogue address 

VIRGINIA, Staunton. CoL. WM. G. KABLE, Ph.D., Prin 


For ovs = 

The Massanutten Academy a a 

traditions of the Old Dominion. Healthful location. 100 
miles from Washingt Prepares for college and business 
Music, athletics. New $25,000 Dining Hall and Dormitor; 

Limited to 100 boys. 00 HOWARD J. BENCHOFF, A.M., 
VIRGINIA, Woodstoc Box 1. Headmaster 


The Aes @ Dlary Pessnretecs Shack 


Prepares for any college Suburban location Six 
modern buildings. Athletic field, gymnasium. Fine record 
in preparing for U. S. Academies. Special class for those 
expecting to enter West Point on certificate. Catalog 

Dist. oF COL., Washington, 4104 Connecticut Avenue. 


Se Bh eae Muto Cathediel Gchocl 


For Boys. 3 miles from the White Hous . College pre- 

ory. Outdoor and indoor sports One resident master 

y four boarding pupils. Bishop of Washington, 
President of the Board of Trustees. Wa. H. CHURCH, 

D. C., Washington, Box K. Headmaster. 


Old Dominion etl NE rl celina 


At renowned summer and health resort. Ideal for 75 
manly boysofsSto20. Preparesfor University and business 
Boys from 22 states and 9 countries. Home life. 1700 ft 
elevation. Rate Upper and Lower School. Catalog 

W.V«.. Berkeley Springs. E.E. Nerr, Ph.D., Prin 


= A Presbyterial Military School. An 
Greenbrier up-to-date military boarding school for 
100 boys. Instructors—all college graduates. Bracing 
mountain climate, 2300 ft. altitude. On Main Line, C.& 
O. R. R._ Brick buildings, athletic field. Terms $285. 
Catalog address Cou. H. B. Moorg, A. M., Prin 


_WEsT VIRGINIA, Lewisburg, Box 15 
The military college of S. C. Founded 


The Citade 1842. Governnient rating, ‘ Distin- 


guished Military College.”’ Ideal climate and location. Full 
courses leading to B.S. and C_E. degrees. Minimum age 
for admission, 16. Required educational restrictions. All 
expenses, $332. For catalog apply to CoL. O. J. Bonn, 

SOUTH CAROLINA, Charleston. Supt 


KemperMilitarySchoo 


A man-making school 
for boys. High stand- 
Modern buildings. 30 acres. Ali 
athletics. Manual Training. Designated as Honor School 
by the War Dept.—the highest rating given. 73rd year. 
Cou. T. A. JOHNSTON, Supt. 
Missorri, Boonville, 712-3rd Street. 


ard of academic work. 


—° Designated 
Wentworth Military Academy by War 
“Honor School."" Reaches boys whom the ordi- 
, school does not interest. Courses prepare for 
Colleges, Universities, National Academies or 

All athletics. For catalog address 

MIssouri, Lexington, 1817 Washington Avenue 

For Boys. 1000 feet above the 


Todd Seminary i27 ’Avsontely healthtal. ‘69 

vears of successful training of boys 7 to 16 years old. 

Highly commended by mothers. Our ideal—*' For Every 

Todd Boy a Good Citizen." Northern Summer Camp. 
NOBLE HILL, Prin 

(1 hr. from Chicago). 


} 


business 


ILLINOIS, Woodstock 


Western Military Academy 
Prepares boys for college or business Ten modern 
buildings in beautiful park. New fireproof barracks and 
swimming pool. Unsurpassed equipment. 3th year. 
CoL. A. M. JACKSON, A. M., Supt. 
ILLINOIS, Alton, Box 22. 


For Boys. Non-Mil- 

Lake Forest Academy itary. Honor Ideals 
Distinctively educational. Sharp attention to preparation 
for Yale, Harvard, Princeton, etc. Diploma admits to cer- 
tificate universities. Modern buildings. Gymnasium, swim- 
ming pool. Golf. JOHN WAYNE RICHARDS, Headmaster. 
ILLINOIS, Lake Forest. Box 118. (1 hr. from Chicago.) 


Ohio Military Institute 


High, beautiful location. 
academic work. Lower school for younger boys 
cate admits to colleges. Athletics 

A. M. HENSHAW, Superintendent. 

Ox10, Colleze Hill, Box 44 (near Cincinnati) 


- = a Susiness and col- 
Miami Military Institute [2e"Sreparatory 
courses. Also courses leading to degrees. Individual in- 
struction and parental care. U.S. Army officer. Smallest 
school rated first class by U. 8. Gov't. Modern buildings 
Gymnasium. Athletics. Catalog. ORVON GRAFF BROWN, 

Oxn10, Germantown (near Dayton), Box 66. President. 


Certifi- 





A SCHOOL FOR BOYS 


year opens September, 1917. New $100,000 residence 
boys under an efficient master Your boy’s personz 

ad vantages of a high-priced school for moderate terms 
ein work and play. Scientific and preparatory 


OWER SCHOOL FOR BOYS from !) to 14. 


Illustrated booklet. 


“Wholesome food. H 
ents. 
-parate building. 
JOSEPH H. SAWYER, L. H. D., Principal, Easthampton, Mass. 


ll, perfect in construction and appointments. Each unit 

udied and directed byalargec rps of able eachers. All 
y outdoor life. In elligent guid- 
Six buildings Six-acre athletic fields. 
Distinctive management and house mother. 


Verbeck Hall. 


. Summer Military Camp 


General William Verbeck, Pres., Box K, Manlius, New York. 


| specialists. Terms $675 to $775. Writ: 


Mili- | 


Situated on high, | 


Military drill subordinate to 


| and swimming pool 


=y ASCADILLA 


sreraaa Cascadilla offers a 
over 1200 scholastic training, congenial iy. 
ee _ ing and unsurpassed opporty. 
prepares nities for physica] development 
for all Beautiful situation near Cornel}, 

collegen. Small classes. Attendance limit 

125. Prepares for all colleges and 

business life. Certificate Privilege 

Athletic field, Recreation building 

Gymnasium. Navy outfit of rowing machines, 
shells, etc. Nearly half a century old Faculty of 
lor catalog, 
W. D. FUNKHOUSER, Ph. D., Prin., Box 102, Ithaca, NY 
For over one hun- 


Mount Pleasant Schools dred years a refi 
School home for boys of all ages. Practical military train. 
ing with field work. Coflege and business prepara 
Physical training and athletic sports. Summer camp in the 
Berkshires. CHARLES FREDERICK BRUSIE 
NEW Yor«K, Ossining-on-Hudson, P. 0. Box 513. 


* 
St. Paul s School Buildings completely equip y. 
Gymnasium, Swimming pool, fine athletic fields e- 
pares for college or scientific school. Master at head ot 
each department. Lower School for Younger boys 
Catalog. WALTER R. MARSH, Headmaster. 
NEw York, L. I., Garden City, 154 Stewart Ave. 


Peekskill Military Academy 


85th year. Prepares for College and Business 
buildings. Lower school, 
8-13. Address 


thorough 


Located 18 miles from N 


New 
separate building, for boys 


. THE REGISTRAR, 
NEW YOrK, Peekskill-on-the-Hudson 
For Boys. 25 miles from New York, 


Irving School in beautiful, historic’ Irving’ country. 

80th year. 25 years under present Headmaster. New site 

and buildings 1904. Prepares for all colleges and technical 

schools. Individual instruction. Athletic field. Swimming 

Pool, Gymnasium. J. M. FURMAN, A. M., Headmaster 
NEW YORK, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, Box 415 


Carson Long Institute 
Normal and Junior courses. 
building for boys under 13 years. Healthfu ntry lo- 
cation. Terms: $310 and up; Juniors 45. Boys 
taught how to learn and to live. Carson Long Institute, 
PENNSYLVANIA, New Bloomfield, Box A 





79th = year College 
Prepar: y, Business, 


Separate modern Junior 


boarding school 
Beautifully le 
Prepares for 
all athletics. 


Country 
Keystone Academy £2" 
cated among hills of northern Penn 
all colleges and business. 20-acre campus 
Rates $340 a4 year. Catalogue on request 
B. F. Tomas, A 
YLVANIA, Factoryville, Box I 


M., Prin 
PE 


Fonciin :asth Wiese dealin 


Founded 1787. Every graduate admitted to college last 
year. Elevated location. Fine schoo! hom Modern 
equipment. Laboratories, gymnasium, athletic field. Not 
conducted for profit—-moderate rates 

T.G. HELM, A.M., E. M. HARTMAN, A.M., Prins 

PENNSYLVANIA, Lancaster, Box 420 


Bethlehem Preparatory School 
1600 boys prepared for leading universities in 39 years 
Extensive grounds. Gymnasium, swimming pool, athletic 
fields. Summer session. Separate Junior School, pew 
building. Terms 425 and $500. JOHN C. TV’GGEY, M.A, 
PENNSYLVANIA, Bethlehem Headmaster. 
. > Senior ¢z 
Harrisburg Academy Joner.e 
individual instruction in college preparatory 
courses. New fireproof! buildings with large sur 
Cottage dormitory system. Athletic field. Moder 
ARTHUR E. BROWN, Headmaster. 
PENNSYLVANIA, Harrisburg, Box C. 
Ideal home preparatory 
Bellefonte Academy theo for boys in tootnills 
of Alleghanies. Subjects selected to suit chosen career. 11 
teachers. Spring water. 8-acre athletic field. Gymnasium 
4 buildings. Rates moderate. Lim- 
ited to 100 boys, 15 years and upwards. Catalog. 
Pa., Bellefonte. JAMES S. HUGHES, Headmaster, A.M 


Co-educational with Se i 
George Schoo mitory Buildings. College Pre 
aratory, also Manual Training and Sanitation courses {or 
boys 227 acres on Neshaminy Creek. Athletics. Friends 
management. 
GEORGE A. WALTON, A.M., Principal. 
PENNSYLVANIA, Bucks Co., Box 251 <a 


Snaneti Milt Miles Kenia 


Est. 1743. Situated between Blue and South Mté— 


Junior de 
Modern, 
nd general 
rooms. 


| readily accessible from New York and Phila. Junior, Senior 


and Academic Departments. Number limited Personal at- 
tention.Five completely equipped buildings: athletic felds 
PENNSYLVANIA, Nazareth THE REGISTRAR. 
For Boys 


. S h 1 College Preparar . 
Perkiomen CNOO! tory. Music, Oratory, Busi- 
Agriculture All athletics. 20-acre campus. 
Development of Character and Training 
Junior School for younger boys iB 
OscaR 8. KkreBeL, D.D., 
Box 106 


ness 
Scholarships. 
for Service our aim 
separate cottage. Catalog. 

PENNSYLVANIA, Pennsburg. 


Columbia Military Academy 


Offers thorough military training under highest educa 
tional standards. Vigorous out-door life in idea) Winter 
climate. Half million dollar plant and equipr Enter 
time. Cou. O. C. HULVEY, 


any ‘ 
ENNESSEF. Columbia, Box 203. 


Tennessee Military Institute er 
time. Individual instruction. Prepares for Ut 
Government Academies or Business. Summer 
gins July 1. Experienced faculty. Reasonatit 
Major Cuas. N. HULVEY, Com 
TENNESSEE, Sweetwater, Box 80 : sae 
ee ee neers 


‘ ' e ip the 
“ Do you wish our a3si= ib 
Boarding School choice of a school? I 


ij any 
ereiuies, 

Camp be 
charges 

sapdant 


suited to your requirements ad 
rite tous. Give location, app! 

14g to spend, age of prospec 
any inform on you see fit. COSMOPOLITAN 
New York, Times Square Station, Box 1 


i one 
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Kine Class 


Lasell | Se m inary 


Asix years’ course of study, the last two years 
consisting of advanced work for hizh school grad- 
uates, 18 offered 

Individual! ueeds are met by the election of home 
economics, music, art, secretarfal or colleze prepar 
atory courses 

Exceptions! training is given in all phases of 
home economics, including food values, marketing, 
cooking, the art of entertaining, house furnishing 
and mana ment,sewing, dressmaking and millinery. 

The location of the school, surrounded by places 
of historic interest and near Boston with its many 
advantages, its music and art, gives unusual oppor- 
tunity for zeneral culture 

Twenty acres, twelve buildinys, gymnasium, 
swimming pool, tennis, boating, basketball, horse- 
back ridinz, Held hockey and skating. 

For catalog address 
GUY M. WINSLOW, Ph. D., Principal, 
109 Woodland Road, Auburndale, Mass. 


Ten miles from Boston 





The 
Birmingham School 


FOR GIRLS Founded 1853 
“THE MOUNTAIN SCHOOL"”’ 
thi sorating location amid pi 


Ol 100 acre 


lor 990 gu 
preparation 


colleg 
Aiege. 


nee and a 
r wimming pool ¢ 
if i Illustrated Catalog. 
A.R. GRIER, President, Box 101, Birmingham, Pa. 
P.S. MOULTON, A.B., Headmaster 


183 Maryland College 197 
for Women 













COURSES ADVANTAGES 
College Preparatory 63 Years’ History 
Ccllege Strong Faculty 











B.A Girls from 42 “tates 

BL 10 miles from Baltimore 
Domestic Science 500-foor elevation 

B. = Near Washington 

Peacher'’s Certificate Fireproof Buildings 
Music Swimming Poo! 

BM Private Baths 

Ve rs Certificate Set Bowls 
Expression Nou-Sectariar 

B.O Idea! size 

Teache ertiicate Personal care 






Address Box W, Lutherville, Md 






lanor, Box 





Schools for Girls and Colleges for Women 
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girls of Ward- 


Belmont are stimulated to 


their finest interest, enjoyment and 
achievement in all that leads to their 
physical, social, intellectual and moral de- 
velopment. Inspired by delightful sur- 
roundings and associations and encouraged 
by the kindly influence and close, personal 
instruction of master-minds, our young 
women enter with hearty enthusiasm into 
every activity of college life. 

In the class room or in the saddle, in the 
swimming pool or in the laboratory, at 
tennis and basket-ball, or in the studio and 
domestic science, the noblest ideals of efh- 
cient, wholesome, practical and cultured 
womanhood are the common goal of Warp- 
Betmont Students. 


The fifty or more instructors comprising 
the faculty, are selected for their culture, 
ability, experience and moral fijness from 
the leading American and European Uni- 
versities, Conservatories and Studios. The 
beautiful campus and buildings, represent- 
ing an investment of $750,000.00, afford 
every comfort, convenience and facility for 
the protection and training of body and 
mind. 

In Nashville,““The Athens of the South,” 
the center of Southern education and cul- 
ture, favored by the peerless winter cli- 
mate of the beautiful Sicaienes region of 
Tennessee, young women from the best 
homes of the South, East and West meet 
in delightful and profitable association to 
enjoy the distinctive advantages of a thor- 
oughly appointed institution of national 
prestige and patronage. 

in Literary Work, in Music, Art, Ex- 

ression, Home Economics, and Physical 
Training, the facilities and instruction at 
Warp-BeLmont meet the exacting de- 
mands of a most discriminating patronage. 
The Academic Course includes Prepara- 
tory, High School and College Work. 
Session opens September 19th. 

Early application is desirable, as the 
number of students is limited. Write for 
complete catalogues and Book of Views. 


Address: 


WARD -BELMONT 


Box A -—— 
Belmont Heights, Nashville, Tenn. 
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Schools for Girls and Colleges for Women 


THE LADY JANE GREY 


SCHOOL for GIRLS 


35th year—Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith, 
Wellesley, Mount Holyoke. General Course. Special 
courses for High School graduates. Music and Do- 
mestic Science. Exceptional home . 


The Misses HYDE 
ELLA VIRGINIA JONES, A.B- Principals 


BINGHAMTON, N. Y. 


| Skidmore School of Arts 


MIMER SESSION 
aoe to August eleventh 
Household Arts, Music, Art, 
Physical Education (preparing 
teachers to fulfill the requirements 
of the New York State Law), 
Secretarial Studies, Languages 


| 


1.1) MAAN Urea 


second to 


ruses 


Ir 


ir Rec ISTRAR 
SARATOGA SPRINGS, NEW YORK 


Shorter College 


For the Higher Education of 
Art, Expression and Domestic science. Faculty chosen 
from finest Universities. Confers B. 3 and A. B. degrees 
Chemical, biological, physical and psychological labora- 
tories Fireproof buildings Private bath with every 
bedroom. Healthful location—1 acres; near Georgia 
mountains Golf, Tennis, Gymnasium, Athletics 
Beautiful lake for boating. Catalog on application 

4. W. VAN HOOSE 


Young Women. Music, 


GEORGIA, Rome 


Summer 

Brenau Collede Conservatory Sum rm, 
June 2ist. Standard College courses. Special courses in 
music, oratory, art, domestic science. Near Atlanta. 7 
National sororities. Attractive social life. Non-sectarian 
27 States represented. Descriptive book and catalogue 
Georata, Gainesville, Box B. BRENAU 


or Girls anc "oung 
Riccaath Shimer hal: For Girl —_—S 
College, 4 years Academy Music, Art, Elocution. Home 
Economics, Secretarial and Teachers’ Course. Certificate 
privileges. 35 S buildings. 64th year 
building for Ist and 2nd year academic students 
ILL.,Mt.Carroll, Box 606. REV. WM. P. McCKE 
os . 1 y fi e 
Monticello Seminary Fo) > aime Women and 
College, College Preparatory courses. Certificate courses 
in Music, Art, Expression, Domestic Science. Roof Gar- 
den for outdoor exercise. Sun Parlor, Swimming Pool 
Gymnasium. All outdoor sports 
ILLINOIS, Godfrey. Miss MARTINA C. E 
Ferry Hall 


cepted by Smith, 


RICKSON, Prin 





preparatory for girls. Junior col- 
lege for young women. Certificate 
Vassar, Wellesley, Mount Holy 
Art, music, expression, domes science. Swimmir 
Christian school with home care and country environ- 
ment. For further information write MARION COATS 

ILLINOIS, Lake Forest, Box 301 M.A.. Principal 


Hall 


Stanley College at y._A 


schools in a bea i 
tion of the Nort t conferring acc 
High School, Junior College, Vocational and Conservator) 
fourses. Address OLIVE ADELE EVERs, Pres 
MINNESOTA, Minneapolis, 2115 Pleasant Avenue 


College 
ac- 
oke, ete 


zZ pool 


Northwestern Con- 
group of Affiliated 
The Only Institu- 


redited certificates for 





1! Schoo 
women. Tue 


OLLEGE Preparatory and € 
ments. Conservatory of Music. . 
Crafts, Art, Oratory Elective « 
Domestic Arts and Sciences, Secretary ship ), 
mal Gymnastics, Normal Kindergarten. Sw 
ming, Athletic Field, new Gymnasium. Catalog 


M. H. Reaser, Pb.D., President, Box 400, Jenkintown: Pa. 


| pression 


| The Colonial Schoo 


Junior 


The Campbell School 


Beautiful suburban location 
new schoo! 
courses 
in domestic science 
studied and her work and play planned to develop her 
mentally, 
back 


Dr. A. H. Campbell, Ph.D., Mrs. A. H. Campbell, Principals 


School for girls. Conve- 
nient to New York and 
College preparatory and finishing courses. 
course for high school graduates. 
Junior Department. 
CLAUDE N. WYANT, Prin. 
PENNSYLVANIA, South Bethlehem, Box 237 
For Girls. In beautiful, 
Walnut Lane Schoo historic Germantown. 
City and country advantages. General,College preparatory 
and special courses for High Scnool Graduates. Music, 
Art, Elocution, Domestic Science, Sewing, Gymnasium. 
All outdoor sports. Miss EDNA JOHNSON, A. B., Prin. 
PENNSYLVANIA, Philadelphia, Germantown, Box E 
School for Girls. 


College Preparatory, 

Penn Hall Modern Language and Special Courses 
Certificate privileges. Rooms with private bath. May each 
year spent at Atlantic City. Work continues without 
interruption. New gymnasi'im and swimming pool. Rates 
$600. Catalogue and views. Address FRANK 5. MAGILL, 
PENNSYLVANIA, Chambersburg. Box N. A. M.., Prin. 


A girls’ se ‘hol “with an 
Linden Hall Seminary unbroken history since 
1746 Beautiful, healthful location Academic and 
College Preparatory courses. Music, Art, Domestic 
COnenOe, Business. Post-graduate work. Separate Junior 
Dept. Gymnasium. Terms $400. Send for catalog 


Pa., Lititz, Box 113. REV. F. W. STENGEL, Prin 


The College for Women “CEDAR CREST’ 


Established 1867. New buildings on a 53-acre campus 
Courses leading to A. B. and B.S. and special courses in 
the Fine Arts. 

M. 


| Bishopthorpe Manor 


Philadelphia. 
Two years’ cultural 
Individual attention. 


JULIA B. HENSEL, A., Dean. 


PENNSYLVANIA, Allentown 


Miss Mi ills School at Mount in 


The Original Out-of-Door School for Well Children 
A home boarding and day school for little girls. Special- 
ized individual care and training during the most forma- 
tive period of a child’s life. Address MIss MILLs. 
PE NNSYLVANIA, Philadelphia, Mt Airy, Box K 


Miss Sayward’ s School For Sul 


Girls. Suburb 

of Philadelphia. 

College preparatory and special courses. Certificate to 

leading colleges. Music, Domestic Science. Physical train- 

ing, outdoor sports, horseback riding, swimming. Devel- 
ops character, mind and body. MIss 5. JANET SAYWARD, 

PENNSYLVANIA, Overbrook. Principal. 


A developing School for 
Darlington Seminary Girls @b acre estate in 
Pennsylvania's finest country) Language, Art, Music, 
Expression, Arts and C.afts, and Home-making Cou ses. 
College Preparation. Catalogue and Views. 

CHRISTINE Faas BvE, 
PENNSYLVANIA, West Chest’ r, Box 600 


President 


For Girls. Affiliated with Hood 
Hood Commie! College. Preparatory courses 
with certificate privilege to Hood, Mt. Holyoke, Wellesley 
and other colleges. Wiploma courses. Music, Art, Ex- 
Domestic Science. Gymnasium. $30 For 
log address JOSEPH H. APPLE, LL.D., Pres. 
ND, Frederick. 


cata 
MARY 
For Girls. Finishing, High 
School, and Collegiate 
courses for Seminary and High School graduates. Art, Ex- 
pression, Music, Domestic Science. Out-of-door Study 
Hall and Gymnasium. Swimming and all outdoor sports. 
Miss JESSIE TRUMAN, Assoc. Prin 
OF COLUMBIA, Washington, 1531 Eighteenth St 
DOMESTIC ART AND SCIENCE 
National Schoo Comprehensive 2 and 3-year 
courses in cultural aud practical subjects, including Lan- 
guage, Literature, Music and Art. Model-bome Dormitories, 
auves ed prac tice in household management. Campus 
Faculty of 32 specialists. Catalogue D on request 
DtstRicT OF COLUMBIA, Washington. 


School for Girls. College 
Beloourt Seminary > Preparatory and General 
Course: Two-years’ college work Home Economics 
Handsome fireproof building. Attractive grounds. Rid- 
Cross-country Walks and Outdoor Sports 
MRS. MARY BURKE SOMERVELL, A.M., Principal, 
DIstRI¢ T OF COLUMBI‘. W zton 


ing, 


(Formerly Chevy Chase 
Chevy Chase School Seminary A scnool for 
girls, a preparation for womanhood. Washington's finest 
itgyb. social and civic advantages of national! capital 
Thorough modern education. Catalog on request 
FREDERIC ERNEST FARRINGTON, Ph.D., Headmaster. 
DISTRICT OF CoLtumBIA, W ashington 


W ashington Cullese 


a daughter should have the 
and learn of its merits. Every 
the home life beautiful. 


cautious parent 

sing a school for 
literature of this school 
influence is refining and 
F. MENEFEE, President 


OF COLUMBIA, Washington 


DISTRICT 


you g 
Martha W ashington Seminary (2,,200%" 
finest residential section of National Capitsl. Two year 
for High School aduates, general and 
*s. Domestic science. Outdoor sports 
E2WARD W. THOMPSON, Principal 
OLUMBIA Ww ast ° 1601 Cc onn. Ave 


special 


DISTRICT OF ¢ 


4 Home School for Girls. Our location in 
st residential section permits a rare com- 
life with the unique educational ad- 
National Capital Regular and special 
Advanced Courses for High School graduates 
edathletics. Individual care. ARTHUR RAMSAY, 
oF CoL., Washington, 1340 Fairmont st.. N. W 


Fairmont }. b 


| bination 


DIST 


Y A boarding school for girls Regu- 

Paul Institute lar High School and College Pre- 

paratory C ourses Special Courses: The Arts Journalism 

Short Domestic Science; Business and 
arliamentary Law 

MRS. NANETTE B. Patt, LL.B., 

COLUMBIA, W ashington, 2107 


Pres 
ms A 


Sst 


FOR 
GIRLS 
261 Broad Street, Windsor, Conn. 
Remodeled residence and 
General and spectul 
One-year ourse 
Each giri 


building. Gymnasium 
Music, art, domestic.science 
for high school graduates. 
morally and physically. Outdoor sports. Horse- 


riding. end for illustrated booklet. 


For Girls Dormitory and 


The Scudder School fo,Gi"s. Rivanitee 


overlooking the Hudson. Regents’ College Preparatory, 4 
one year Home Economics Finishing Course with Dip 


| Secretarial Training Course for Private, Publicity and Ex. 


ecutive Secretaries. MYRON T. SCUDDER, President. 
NEW YORK, 347 West 72nd St. at Riverside Drive, 
i aaa LS 


The Knox School 


Formerly at Briarcliff Manor. Country 
Girls. 40 minutes from New York City. 
Mrs. RUSSELL HOUGHTON, Principal 
NEW YORK, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, Box 5. 


For Girls. 25 


School for 


——_—___ 


5 Thiles fr 
Howard Seminary ton. Coilege prep a 


oral courses. Household economics. Art, Music, Freneh, 
German. Interior Decorating. School and residence. Gyn. 
Horseback riding, tennis, golf, hockey, basketball. Cg: 
noeing. $600-$700. MR. and Mrs. C. P KENDALL, 

MASSACHUSETTS, West Bridgewater. Principals, 


Rosen Hall School 


For Girls. 38 minutes from Boston 
New gymnasium and swimming pool 
and views, address 

MIss OLIVE SEWALL PARSONS, B. A., 

MASSACHUSETTS, Lowell. 


Country sports, 
For catalogue 


Prineipal. 


Seandiah Shans i 


The special school for girls who are unable to keep pace 
with others of their own age. Each girl advanced as 
rapidly as health and ability permit Intimate home 
care. 20 acres. Modern Manor House. Address 

MASSACHUSETTS, Halifax. MRS. ELLEN C. DRESSER,Prin 


Miss Bradford's and Miss Kennedy's 


SCHOOL. A country school for girls, facing the Mount 

Holyoke College campus. College preparatory course, art, 

arts and crafts, music. Tennis, hockey, basket ball, swim- 

ming, skating, folk-dancing. Address 

Miss MARY A. BRADFORD, MISS VIRGINIA W. KENNEDY, 
MASSACHUSETTS, South Hadley, Box 153. 


Saint Margaret’ s School 
College entrance certificate. General Courses. House- 
hold arts and crafts. 43rd year. Gymnasium. Happy 
spirit of good fellowship between teacher and pupil. 50 
acre school farm. MIss EMILY GARDNER MUNRO, A. M,, 
CONNECTICUT, Waterbury. 


Wykeham Rise 


A country school for girls, in the Berkshire Hills. Bryn 
Mawr preparatory course and certificates to other colleges. 
Outdoor and indoor sports of every description 

FANNY E. Davies, LL.A., P 

CONNECTICUT, Washington. Box 5 


The Ely School 


For Girls. - 
CONNECTICUT, Greenwich, 





rincipal. 


Ely Court. 


Historic Junior College. Giris 
Southern College and Young Women. 53th year 
$250 to $350. Social Training. Two-year College Courses. 
Preparatory and Finishing Courses. Music, Art, Expres- 
sion, Domestic Science, Tennis, Basketball, Gymnasium. 
Students from many states. Ideal climate. Non-sectarian 
Va.,.Petersburg,206 College Pl. ARTHUR KYLE DAVIs,A.M. 


The Chatham Episcopal Institute Girts. 


Colle e Preparatory. Music, Art, Domestic Science, Ex- 
pressi n. Certificate admits to leading colleges. New build- 
ings. Campus. Athletics. Gymnasium. Terms moderate 
Catalogue Mrs. ELIZABETH MAY WILLIS, B. P.., Prin 
VirGcinia, Chatham, Box 9. REv. C.O. PRUDEN, Rector 
For Young Ladies 
Est. 1842. Term be 
Shenandoah Valley. Unsurpassed 
climate, modern equipment Students from 30) states. 
Courses: Collegiate (3 yrs.); Preparatory (4 yrs.), with cer- 
tificate privileges. Music,Artand Domestic Science.Catalog. 
VIRGINIA, Staunton 


Mary Baldwin Seminary 


gins Sept. 12th. In 


. or higher culture 
Fort Loudoun Seminary Fo young Women. 
Delightful location in the beautiful Shenandoah Valley. 
Literary and Business Courses. Special advantages in 
Music, Art, Languages. Gymnasium. Outdoor exercises. 
Opens Sept. 20th. Terms $350. For catalogue, address 
‘a., Winchester. Miss KATHERINE R. GLass, Pres. 


Virginia Intermont College Young Women 
33rd year. Students fom 20 states. Preparatory and 
Junior College. Music, Art, Expression, Domestic Science 
Music a specialty Loree ames Bracing climate. Alt 
If 0 ft. New gymnasium. Terms $225 to $300. Catalog 

. Bristol, Box 124. H. G. NoFrsinGERr, A. M_, Pres 


Formerly Virginia Female Institute 
Stuart Hall Founded1843.DiocesahSchool for Girls, 


in Virginia Mts. General and College Preparatory Course;, 
Piano, Violiu, Vocal, Art and Expression Dept. New equip- 
ment including pianos. Gymnastics and field sports under 
trained Director. Catalog. JANE CoLsTON Howakb, A.B 
VIRGINIA, Staunton (Bryn Mawr), Principal 


Buford College 


For Young Women. Preparatory, College, ¢ 
Courses. Splendid new firep:oof building I velve- 
acre campus. Small Classes. Personal attention Address 
SECRETARY. 
Buford College at am 
Girls One 
teacher to every 
College preparatory 
Home- Making 
unsurpa 
STREIB ERT. 


For Girls and 


ynserva- 


tory 


TENNESSEE, Nashville. 


Harcourt Place School 


five pupils Enrolment limited. 

and special ommue including course in 

Campus of Eight Acres Healthfulness 

Rates $500. Address DR. 
Ono, Gambier 


For 


— 


Boarding School 


Do you wish our assistance in the a 
you do not find one suited to your requirements 


school? 


Give jlocation, a? 
of pro- 


choice of 4 


If 5 
vertised in the magazine, write to us. 
proximate amount you are willing to spend, age 
spective pupil aad any information you see fit 
COSMOPOLITAN EDU ig CLUB. 

NEw York, Times Square Siatiou, Box 15 
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culture 
women. 
Valley. 
ages in 
ercises. 
iddress 
Pres. 

is and 


omen 
ry and 


én Eden 


On- the - Hudson 
In the Highlands Poughkeeps +, N. Y. 


Boarding School for Girls. 4 modem build- 


ings, 32 acres. 
two-year Collegiate Courses. 


Academic, Finishing and 
Music, Art, 
Elocution, Domestic Science. Social train- 
ing. Noentranceexaminations. 2 hours 
fom New York City. Out-of-door life; 
Sn sports; riding. Address for illustrated 
2, booklets, mentioning this magazine, 
Frederic Martin Townsend, 


| Southern Seminary 


50th Year 
FOR GIRLS and YOUNG WOMEN 


In Blue Ridge Mountains, in famous Valley 
{ Virginia, near Natural Bridge. Rare health 
record. lege Preparatory , with certificate 
ege; Special courses for High School 
graduates; Expression; Art, Music, including 
Pipe Organ; Domestic Science; Business. 
Home Life: Personal attention to manners, 
character. Sport Large grounds. Build- 
ing: Beautiful and commodious. Students 
fr m en ry section. Recommended by Bishop 
I H. Vin cent, Chicago. Rate, $205. Catalog. 


Southern Seminary, Box 911, Buena Vista, Va. 












Gi i. S i. e Do you wish our assistance in the 
irls DCNOOIS choice of a school? If you do not 
find one suited to your requirements adv ertised in the 
azine write to us. Give location, approximate amount 
are willing to spend, age 
any information you see fit. COSMOPOLITAN EDUCATIONAL 

New YORK, Times Square Station, Box 155. CLUB 

















Conservatories of Music 


Special ad- 


e who look forward to concert or educational work 





4l] instruments, 
highest places available in America. Catalog. Distin- 
guished faculty Address THE REGISTRAR. 
New York, Ithaca, 2 DeWitt Park. 


New York School of Music and Arts 


All branches of music. Day and boarding pupils. 
rare RALFE LEECH STERNER, Director. 
New York, N. Y. C., Central Park West, cor. 95th St 











OF VOCAL 
Music 


Weigester Summer Schoo 
July 5th to Aug- 


11th Annual Session at Elmira, N. Y., 
ust 30th (8 weeks 
Teachers. Entire ground of vocal study covered by lec- 
tures, class and private instruction. Write for booklet C 

New York, N. Y. C., Carnegie Hall. R.G. WEIGESTER 

2nd ye 
Combs Conservatory of Music 32nd year. 
Instruction. Normal Training Course for Teachers. “Pub- 
lie Sehool Music Supervision. 4 Pupils’ Recitals a week 
Daily Supervision Technic Classes. 2 Pupils’ Symphony 
Orchestras. Dormitories for Women. Degrees C. ‘onferred 
Pa. Philadelphi 4, 1319 5. Broad St. G. R. Comas, Dir. 











American Conservatory of Music 
Chicago's Foremost School of Music and Dram: atic Art 
Summer Normal Session of five weeks: June 22nd to July 
27th. Lectures and Recitals by eminent educators and 
artists. Prospectus sent free. “JOHN J. HATTSTAEDT, 
ILuinois, Chicago, 550 Kimball Hall. President. 


Mieke of Pissed 2 Bbscstinn 


z 
Chicago Normal School °Eeeinon 


For Women. 2 Year Normal Course for Physical Direc- 

— Playgrou i isors, Dancing Teachers. 3 dor- 

sept. and Feb. Summer school in 

mp in Michigan. Address SBCRETARY 
430 5. W“ CE Ave. Box 23. 





is 








Chicago. Summer | 
—luutsoms, Ch zg 


rse 7 of training Physical Directors and 
ors—Term begins Sept. 12. Summer 

teachers may greatly increase 

»-educational—Excellent Equipment 
4200 Grand Bivd., Dept. 91 


NORMAL SCHOOL OF 
PHYSICAL EDUCATION 


(Accredited) 
Affiliated with The Battle Creek Sanitarium 






Prepares young women for lucrative po- 
s in public schools, high schools, 
leges, Y. W.C. A. and social settle- 
‘ Zanizations 
> wO-year course: strong faculty, modern 







; cultural environment: par- 

upport advantages for limited 

f students 

I add Norma! School of 
* Battle Creek, Mich.ge 

M. D., Dean [formerly Medical Exam- 


ervity 


Summer Session—July 5theAugust 18. 





at 






of prospective pupil and | 


Ithaca Conservatory of Music Feet fa: | 


vocal, dramatic art, ete. Graduates filling | 


Superior Instruction for —— rs and | 






















































Mount 
Ida 
School 


miles from 
Boston 










in Music, 


















Send for New Year Book 


applications. 






Schools for Girls and Colleges for Women 
FOR GIRLS 


We send students to Vassar, Wellesley, Smith, 
Mt. Holyoke, Univs. of Mich., IIl., Cal., Minn., 
and other colleges on certificate. 
however, after leaving high school do not 
wish to go to college. 
sire advanced work in a new environment with 
competent instructors, 
best meeting their tastes and interests. 

We offer just these opportunities. 
English or Literature, but the course otherwise is elective. 
All subjects count for diploma. ; 

Graduation from high school not necessary for entrance. 
No examination required. 

Special work in voice, piano, violin, cello, harp and pipe 
organ, with eminent Boston masters. 

A finely equipped school. 
new pipe organ; gymnasium and swimming pool. 

All the opportunities of Boston 
Art and historical associations are freely used. 
Domestic Science, Art, 

A girl, after leaving grammar school, can begin her 
studies at Mount Ida and continue them until she has an 
education equivalent to two years in College, 
through her whole course an elective programm. 


There are some rooms with hot and cold water. 
for 1917-18 are being accepted in the order of their 


All outdoor sports. 


Exceptional opportunities 
with a delight{ul home life. 


But 


and to 


Elocution. 


| lias - Training Schools 


Completely equipped school offering practical education 
| at low cost. Young men and women may qualify for good 
positions in teaching and other professions. In connection 
is Normal Conservatory of Music and School of Fine Arts. 

PENN., Indiana. JAMES E. AMENT, Ph.D.,LL.D., Prin. 


The Technical. Normal Schoo 2 


school in special branches only. One and two-year courses 
in Public School Music, Drawing, Domestic Science, 
Domestic Art, Physical Education. Graduates assisted to 
positions For catalog and full information address 
| ILLINOIS, Chicago, 3207 Michigan Blvd. RKEGISTRAR. 


Wheeler 


Efficient teachers. 
instrumental music, 


basketball, baseall, hikes through beautiful country. 
hours, country air, quiet nights and good meals. 


| Pennsylvania State Normal Died | 


Schools for Boys and Girls 


Situated in an old New England village. 
rest in proper proportions. 
Small classes, 
College certificate privilege. 


Thomas Normal Training School 


Devoted exclusively to equipping young men and 
Economics, 
Physical Training, Manual Training, Industrial Arts and 
One and two-year courses 


women to teach Music, 


Penmanship 
have been placing graduates | 
tories 
ment. 


MICHIGAN, Detroit, 





Household ec 


New building (6 in all) with 


75 SUMMIT ST., NEWTON, Mass. 


Drawing, 


Strong faculty, beautiful location, 
For catalog and full information address 








Many girls, 
often they de- 
select studies 


Students take 






taking 


Students 








Home 


n paying positions 


THE SECRETARY. 


3022 West Grand Boulevard 





Provides work, play and 
Each pupil developed according to needs. 


onomics, Vocal and 


Directed athletics, tennis, 
School farm. 
Terms, $350-$400. 


Regular 
Catalog. 


ROYAL A. MOORE, A. M., Principal, North Stonington, Conn. 








pony, and a good time all 
Ten weeks of wholesome happy, outdoor life 
to 10. $100. Address 

Mus. H. W. DAVENPORT. 


rected sports. ‘Auiounobtin. 
} summer 
for girls and boys from 3 


MASSACHUSETTS, Shar« 


€ 50-4 30 m. from Wash., D. C 
Saou Colles A 20th Century College’. New 

| bidgs. Standard A. B. course 2 year degree courses in 
| Lit. Ped., Dom. Sci., Expression and Business for high 
| school graduates. Music Conservatory. Academy for 
boys and girls Equipment modern Moderate rates 
VIRGINIA, Manassas, Box C. Der. H.U. Roop, President 














i 
| ol River Deeatinaee 
| Strictly high-grade, co-educational, preparatory school 
| Low rate $250 per year for board, room and tuition pos- 
sible through large endowment. Music, Oratory, Domes- 
tic Science New Dormitory and Gymnasium 
Ou10, Austinburg, box 2. EARLE W. HaMLin, Prin. 








Est. 1355. Certifreate 

Wayland Academy privilege | with leading 

| colleges. Christian home school. Both se sth grade to 
lst year college, all courses. 6 buildings; ‘20-acre campus; 

| athletic field, Endowment $250,000; expenses $300. Piano, 
violin, vocal music, elocution, stenography. Catalogue. 
Wisc., Beaver Dam, P ox E! EDWIN P. BROWN 


Boarding School 


To assist our readers to get in touch with schools which 
meet their requirements we have for several years con 
ducted the Cosmupolitan Educational Club. ‘This service 
is entirely free, both to our readers and to the schools 
If you care to write us your requirements, giving such 





amount you wish to spefid, the location desired, etc.. we 

will gladly refer your inquiry to suitable schools. Address 
COSMOPOLITAN EDUCATIONAL CLUB, 

NEW YorxK, New York City, Box 155, Times Sq. Station 


} 

| 

| Shiron, Mass. Big cofntry estate in the , 
Ston Holm ® y, spicy air of the pines - Care ully di- 

j 

| 


details as the age and the sex of the child, the approximate | 






















5lst Y 


of a broad culture, « 


Special Course in Domestic Se 
Mass., Franklin. ARTHUR 





campus 
Gym., Chapel and Infirmary 
ness and Teaching 
Music, Elocution and Art 

VERMONT, Poultne . Vox B. 








OUR boy or girl » 


tematic 


vel loping s sys 
hile m 


ners and worth- 
made possible by t 
tween students, 
younger boys—a li 
rate Junior De ‘partment 
house mother in chz ange. 

letics, an d a location in 


Endowed—rates $300 


GEORGE L. PLIMPTON, Prin., 




























Courses 
Founded 1544 


ll be guided at 
the purpose of the school « 
habits 


> close intimacy 


ur 
and Chase Cot 











D a A d ear. Young men and young 
ean AcademMy women find here a homelike atmos- 
phere, thorough and efficient training in every department 
i loyal and helpful school spirit 
eral endowment permits liberal terms, $400-$350 per year 
lence. For catalogue address 


W. Pence, Litt.D., Prin. 


Beautifully situ- 
Troy Conference Academy ated 26 ucre 
Separate new Dormitories for Boys and Girls 
Prepares for College, Busi- 
in Household Economies, 
Moderate rates 
C.L. LEONARD, D.D., Prin 





Tilton wit 

n mind- 
, good man- 
sor cae 18 
ting be- 
and princ pa For 
be t—there is a sepa- 
gewitha 
For good health—Ath- 
the White Mountains. 
to goo. C atalog. 


SCHOOL ST., TILTON, N. H. 
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28th year we 
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(Cut on this line) 


Mail This Coupon Now 


Bennett Wellington Cooke, Director 


Coyne National Trade Schools 
Dept. 1045, CHICAGO 


Send me free your wonderful Trade Manual. 
I am interested in the trade checked below: 


_Electricity [Bricklaying 
_| Drafting [1 Motion Picture Operation 
Plumbing [)Builder’s Course 


RINNE: cniiienonsindieeeowannceisoennmwenchewes 


SEEUPDE.: ci ctncuersanchocteeaksninieeebbesououres 


$125 to5300 a Month! 


8 Z 
That’s what manysuperintendents 
and managers are paying Coyne Trained men. 
That's what you can earn in this golden field, 
if you become trained the Coyne Way. The de- 
mand for Coyne men now is the greatestin the 
history of our institution. We have more calls 
than wecan supply. Fill in the coupon now. 
Get our wonderful Trade Manual—the Book of 
Golden opportunities. Tells all about the 
opportunities waiting for trained men. 


COY NEG? 


National Trade Schools Ze/ 


Largest and Best Equipped in America 


We train you in our perfectly equipped 
shops. You learn by doing actual work with 
actual tools. No correspondence instruction. 
No books—no tedious study. Trained experts 
show you every step—teach all the tricks and 
short-cuts—make everything simple as A.B.C. 


Drafting, Estimating, Plan Reading in- 


cluded witheachcourse.No 
s 
Drafting 


experience or special edu- 

cation necessary.Students 
finish in few months. 

Practical cours- 

es in Mechanical 

Drafting and Ma- 


LOW TUITION! 
EARN WHILE YOU LEARN 
chine Desig n— 
Architectural 


Think ofit! Only a few 
° . > months between you and 
oa $30.00 to $75.00 a week—or a 
a business of your own. De- 
cige now. Nothing stands 
in your way. Our fee is so low it will amaze 
you. Easy payments if desired. School open 
all year. Day or Evening instruction. Tools 
and equipment supplied free. 
Our Free Employment Bureau will help 
you earn while you learn. 
Mail the coupon above at once. Get the big 
Manual of Trades. Read about the glorious 
successes and big money being made by 
Coyne men. Do it now—at once. 


Bennett Wellington Cooke, Director 


COYNE TRADE & ENGINEERING SCHOOLS 


39-57 E. Illinois St.. Dept. 1045, Chicago 


The School of Fine Arts, 


ORATIVE_ DESIGN 


Universities, Professional and Trade Schools 


CRAFTS AND Drec- 


Directed by C. Howard Walker and Miss Katherine | 
B. Child. Decorative and Applied Design, Interior Decor- | 


ating, Illustrating, Jewelry, Silver Smithing, Pottery, etc 
Booklet. Miss KATHERINE B. CHILD 
MASSACHUSETTS, Boston, 126 Massachusetts Ave 


oe. eae aay eae aa deere ae 
Harvard Dental School Harvard University: | 


Degree of D. M. D. 


Modern buildings and equipment. 
Certificates from recognized preparatory schools accepted 
4 years’ course begins September, 1917. Catalog. 
EUGENE H. SMITH, D. M. D., Dean. 
MASSACHUSETTs, Boston 


{ 


| 


with the Davey organization 
atvter completion of two-year 
course. Good men make lars« 
annual incomes in this uncrowded | 
field. Work is fascinating, healtli. | 
ful, broadening; affords oppor- | 
tunity to travel and to meet the | 
finest class of people. Idea! 
method of learning combining 
practical experience with scien- 
tific study. Every city, park, 
orchard and private estate needs 
is, an expert tree surgeon. Also many 
\y tree surgeons are needed by the 
X } States and the National Government 
Students who have attended high 
school preferred; age 20 t 
} 30; height, at least 5 feet, 
V1 6 inches; must be pliysi- 
cally sound and of good 
character. Tuition moc! 
erate, including first 
year’s board. We pay 
Salary second year 
Special attention t 
fruit growing. Write 
promptly for partic 
ulars. Address the 
Secretary. 
The Davey Institute 
of Tree Surgery, 
Hox 405, Kent. 


¢ 


Anyone can learn in 3 to 6 
months. This strong state- 
ment is proved by the success of our Graduates. 
Our Catalog tells how you can double and 
treble your earning capacity, at 
moderate cost on easy terms. 


Address Dept. A.-1o1 
Bodee Dental Trade School 


Established 1892 
15-17 W. 44th St., New York 
Under supervision N. Y. 
State Board of Regents. 


Tri-State College of Engineering 

Make you a Civil, Mechanical, Electrical or Chemical 
Engineer in two years. $165 covers tuition, board and fur- 
nished room for 48 weeks. Preparatory courses at same 
rate. No entrance examination. 

INDIANA, Angola. 20 C Street. 


: \ s Before deciding where 
Valparaiso University to attend school send 
for catalog. This is one of the largest institutions of learn- 
ing in the United States. Thorough Instruction at Lowest 
Expense. Catalog mailed free. Address 
HENRY B. BROWN, Pres.; OLIVER P. KINSEY, Vice-Pres. 

INDIANA, Valparaiso. 


Mass. Collese of Osteopathy 


Chartered 1897. Right to confer Doctor's degree given 
by the legislature. Faculty of 60 physicians. One hun- 
dred thousand dollar College and Hospital just opened 
Send for catalog and booklet ‘Success of Our Graduates.” 

MASSACHUSETTS, Cambridge. 


New Mexico State School of Mines 


Offers full courses in Mining, Civil, Geological and 
Metallurgical Engineering. Low cost. Good Laboratories. 
Facilities for study unexcelled. Bracing mountain air, 
pure water and bright sunshine. Write for Catalogue. 

NEW MEXICco, Socorro. FAYETTE A. JONES, Pres. 





New York Insticute of Pheteginsks 


Men Wanted. Salaries $40 

to $150 weeRly. Learn ina few weeks. Big demand for 

trained men. Easy, fascinating work—travel. Day or 

evening classes. Expert instructors. Easy terms. Special 

Offer Now. Call or write for Booklet Free. | 
NEW YorkK. New York City, 2960-141 W. 36th St 


Motion Picture. Camera 


ROCHESTER ATHENAEUM & MECHANICS INSTITUTE | 


Rochester, N. Y. 


SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART: Bevier Building 
“year courses in Fine a 


ma! and professicnal three 


Architecture, Design, Ceramics. 
TRIAL AND HOUSEHOLD ART 


SCHOOLS OF INDU 


ourses, Domestic Science and Art, Voc 
Lunchroom Management, Dressmaking, 
alternate weeks’ employment. 


Address, The Registrar, Dept. E, Eastman Building, 55 Plymouth Ave. 


Engineering, 


1885—Established—1885 


Complete equipment for Art Education. Nor- 
1 Applied Art, Commercial Illustration, 
student life and surroundings. 
Zastman Building. Three-year teachers’ 
al Arts. One-year training in Dietetics, 
ear Co-operative Training in 
State courses desired 


Ideal conditions 


ional and Ma 
Millinery Thre 
Illustrated bulletins 


Unparalleled Opportunities for Big Payj 
; yin 
In a Field That Is Crying Fer Trained fo 
Earn While You Learn 
Commercial Engineering is a new profession that | 
demanding young men with combined technical ang 
commercial training. To meet this demand, piv = 
trical and engineering concerns have induced ‘is too . 
this New, Special 2-Year Course in Commercial Bp; ‘. 
neering. Leading Milwaukee concerns+wil give huif, 
time employment to students at good wage while a ; 
quiring this course, and provide permanent Positions 
to all duly qualified graduates. s 
Enter at any time. 
Write for Complete Details. 


School of Engineering of Milwaukee 
309 Stroh Building, Milwaukee, Wis. 
men with training ar 


ELECTRICA always in demand. The 


Bliss Electrical School, with its well-equippe 
shops and laboratories, is peculiarly well qualified 
to give a condensed course in Electrical 


ENGINEERING 


including Mathematics, Mechar 
ical Drawing and Theoretical and 
Practical Electricity. Actual con- 
struction, installationand testing 
Course, with diploma, complete 


IN ONE YEAR 


For practical young men with limited time. 25ti 
year opens Sept. 26th. Catalogue on request. 


49 Takoma Ave., Washington, D. C. 


National Dental Trade School 


Learn Mechanical Dentistry in 3 Months. Earn $120 
to $4000 yearly in mechanical dentist *y. A big and grow- 
ing demand everywhere for mechanical dentists —likea 
gold mine, unexplored. Attend this school any time of 
the day or evening: be taught individually and learn b 
actual practice, without book study Most complete 
system used. Weare constantly called upon to fill high 
salaried positions. Why not qualify forone? Be fair \ 
yourself: find out more about exceptional opportunit 
we offer. Visit or write for Catalog C. 

ILLINoIs, Chicago, 506 So. Wabash Ave. 


en- 


: Do you wish our assistaae 
Professional Schoo in the choice of a school? Ii 
you do not find one suited to your requirements adver 
tised in the magazine write to us. Give location, approxin- 
ate amount you are willing to spend, age of prospective 
pupil and any information you see tit No charge now 
—or later. CosMOPOLITAN EDUCATIONAL CLUB 

NEW YorK, Times Square Station, Box 155. 
Qaeda ee pelea mentee 


The New York 


ELECTRICAL 
SCHOOL 


(Techno-vocational) 


At this “Learn by Doing’ School a man acquires 
the art of Electrical Drafting; the business 
methods of Electrical Contracting; together with the 
skill to install, operate and maincain all 1s 10F 
producing, transmitting and using ele ity. 
School open all year. Individual instruction. 
A school for young andold. Send for Prospectus 


38 West 17th St. New York City 
The N.Y. ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 


tri 


Business Schools 


Peirce School 


ifi i s a broad 

For Business. A scientific business course plu a boost 

general education constitutes Peirce training a seariel 

ates successful everywhere. Commercial and uae 

courses for both sexes. Send for the 52d year he 
—_ HE DEAN. 


PENNSYLVANIA, Philadelphia, Pine St., West of Broad. 


= . For nearly 60 
Eastman School of Business years the lead- 
er. Thoro training in every business pursuit, Actual pt 
tice. Accounting. Banking. Civil Service. Secretaria My 
Teachers’ courses. Both sexes. Has trained Oe a talog 
successful men. Open all year.Enter any wee uedey (NES 
New York, Poughkeepsie, Box 6 C.6 aT 


Nn o School of Business Training. 
Bay Path Institute Nearly 1000 eraduae 
teaching commercial subjects. Oldest, most eon 
Normal Commercial Department in New Eng land meet 
bookkeeping, stenographic, secretarial courses. * 
courses. Write for catalog. - . 
MASSACHUSETTs, Springfield. 

——— 


School of Dancing lee 
Chalif Normal School of Dancing 


. tal ¢ ‘001 
Interpretive, Simplified Classic, Racial and Bay aad 
dancing. Daily and weekly courses for tall cis py 
dancers: private ladies’ and children’s Clnaees t senool 
Lovis H. CuHauir, Grad. Russ. Imp. B vath Street 
NEw YorK, Own Building, 163-165 West 0/ © 
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Schools of Elocution —, Art 


nnn HU TE RTAVEGUTE Oa UEU GAULLE 


/ AMERICAN ACADEMY 
:0F DRAMATIC ARTS 
i Franklin H. Sargent, Pres. 
The Standard Institution 
of Dramatic Education 
for 34 years. 


i Connected with Charles Frohman’s Empire 
: Theatre and Companies 





Spring Term Begins April 3rd 


3| Detailed Catalog from the Secretary 


PU LET 


Room 144.Carnegie Hall, New York 


. 
_____________________ 
SinnnnNNNNNNNCONA EEUU EULA SUEU APOE DO PACHA 





Emerson College of Oratory 
est School of Oratory, Belles-lettres and Pedagogy 
ip America. Summer Session. 37th year opens Sept. 4th. 


sen HARRY SEYMOUR Ross, Dean. 
MassACHUSETTS, Boston, Hungtington Chambers. 


. OF ELOCUTION 
The National School AND ORATORY 
The oldest chartered school of Expression in America. 
Degrees granted. Public Speaking, Physical Training, 
English, Dramatic Art,Professional and Finishing Courses. 
Dormitories. For catalog,address D. A. SHOEMAKER, Prin. 
PENNSYLVANIA, Philadelphia, 926 Parkway Building. 


oats rea, (Op WD, CE 


£ST ZO YEARS) TECHNICAL ANDO PRACTICAL COURSES 
EACH DEPARTMENT A DISTINCT INSTITUTION IN ITSELF 


DRAMA MUSICAL ¥ DANCING 
COMEDY PLAY COMEDY ALL STAGE 
EL\OCUTION EXPRESSIVE ANO CLASSIC 
ORATORY ARTS ETC. LIGHT OPERA BALLET ETC 
NOVELTY VALOEYELE ACTS. SKETCHES: ETC. 












Former pupil celebrities: Hazel Dawn, Nora Bayes, 
Annette Kellermann, Laurette 17 aylor, Mile. Dazie, 
Gertrude Hoffman, Ethel Levy, Joseph Santley, Harry 


Pier, Harry Clark, Taylor Holmes, Barney Gilmore, 
Mary Fuller, Marie and Florence Nash, Barbara Ten- 
nant, Dolly Sisters, Lillian Walker, Violet Messereau 
nd others. Write for catalogue. Address Secretary. 
Mention study desired 


“ALVIENE SCHOOLS” 
Suite21,225W.57th St., near Broadway, NewYork City 





~ Schools for Backward Children 





ee. home for treat- 

Bancroft Training School Ne Freie 

{ children whose mental development has not progressed 

normally. Winter quarters in Phila. suburb. Summer 

Home in Maine. Limited attendance. Resident physician, 
10 teachers, 29 nurses and attendants. Write, 

NJ., Haddonfield, Box 124. E. A. FARRINGTON, M. D. 


The Ce School at Vineland, N.J. 


Devoted to the interests of those whose minds have not 





developed normally. Home spirit. Schools, shops, farm. 

Department of child study. Twenty-five buildings. 

Address E. R, JOHNSTONE, Superintendent. 
New Jersey, Vineland, Box 408. 


“ For the care and training 
The Hedley School of children of retarded 
nd undeveloped mentality. Individual instruction, ideal 
home life, mother’s care and association with normal 
children. J. R. HEDLEY, M. D., Resident Physician. 

_ Mrs. Cora C. HEDLEY (N. Y. Univ.), Prin. 
PENNSYLVANIA, Philadelphia, Germantown. 


. FoR BACKWARD CHILDREN. Beauti- 
Biddle School ful home environment. Tender care. 


Best dietary. Defects minimized by perfect method. 

fontessori Apparatus precedes general education. Indi- 

vidual instruction. Pupils limited. _No case hopeless. 
rm 12 months. $600 and upwards. Booklet. Ten acres. 
PENNSYLVANIA, Phila., Holmesburg, “Stony Hurst.” 


a For Exceptional Children. 
Miss Wood s School Every facility, in a sub- 


{roan home, for the care and training of children who, 
‘hrough mental or physical disability, are unable to attend 
= or private schools. 14 miles from Phila. Booklet 
MOLUE A. Woops, Principal. FLORENCE E. Woops, 
ENNSYLVANIA, Roslyn. Head Nurse. 


The Binghamton Training School 
3 An ideal private home-school for nervous, backward and 
’ _ defectives. No age limit. Physical Culture, Man- 
S00 raining and all branches. Open year round. Terms | 
x and $600 per year. Mr. & Mrs. AuGusT A. BoOLpT, | 
EW YorK, Binghamton, 82 Fairview Ave Supt. | 





Miscellaneous 
Educate Your Child 
In Your Own Home 


Under the Direction of 
CALVERT SCHOOL, Inc. 
(Established 1897) 


A unique eystem by means of which cbil- | 





\. MO TILLYER, A.B. (Harvard), Headmaster. 





Send your boy or girl 


to one of these 
better schools 


Are your children making all the progress in their 
studies that you would wish? 


Are their environments and associations such as to 
bring out their best qualities—personal and social, 


as well as educational. 


Are they receiving the specialized instruction that 
will safeguard them from the individual inattention 
that is often the by-product of group training? 


Are they developing individuality where they are? 


If you have ever thought of sending them to 
private schools, here is a guide to the better ones. 


Colleges and universities, preparatory schools for 
both boys and girls, military schools, vocational 
schools, specialized schools of all kinds,—all are de- 
scribed in Cosmopolitan’s pages. 

And if the special school you want is not in Cosmopolitan 


this month, consult Cosmopolitan’s Educational Department. 
It will furnish you complete and reliable information about the 


good schools of America. 


Many thousands of people consult Cosmopolitan’s Educa- 
tional Department every year and are helped to the choice of 
the right schools for their children. The service is free; it is 
conducted for the benefit of Cosmopolitan readers. 


From among these a scope of better schools and the many 
more on file in Cosmopolitan’s Educational Department, 
surely there is a school for your children. 


Cosmopolitan’s Educational Dept. 





















119 West 40th Street 
New York City 





|| (JQ EARNED BY YOUNG 
= ARTIST IN 2 DAYS 


Conscientious careful training by members of our Faculty made 
this possible. You, too, should succeed— 
with the right training. 
Earn $25, $35, $50, $75 
a Week and More 
Become a Commercial Designer—big 
prices paid for good work. Learn to 
draw during your spare time by the 
**Federal” Rome-study method. Highly 
endorsed. Easy to learn, easy to 
apply. Write today for “Your 
Future,"’ a book every young manand 
woman should read before deciding on 
their life work. Free for the asking 


FEDERAL SCHOOL OF COMMERCIAL 
DESIGNING 
221 Warrer Bldg. Minneapolis, Minn 





































OPPORTUNITY ADLETS 


There is much of value and interest to you in these pages 


REAL ESTATE 


ARIZONA 


Uncle Sam is watering a farm for you in Salt 
River Valley, Arizona, where you will live longer, 
better, make more money with less work. Read 
what Roosevelt Dam may mean to you in our free 
folder Cc. L. Seagraves, AT&SF Ry., 1939 Ry. 
Exch., Chicago. 


CALIFORNIA 


Stanislaus, The Dairy Country, Fruits and 
Nuts. Free booklet. Write Dept. °C.’ 
Stanislaus County Board of Trade 
* Modesto, Cal. 


FLORIDA 

Are you weary of the North?—-Then come to 
Fruitland Park, Florida, a vicinity ideal for a 
home and for grapefryit and orange growing with 
big profits, where you can develop a grove with 
practically no expense and where the first crop 
you raise should pay for your land. For book of 
actual photographs and conservative data write 
today. Lake Co. Land Owners’ Association, No. 15 
Mack St., Fruitland Park, Florida 


VIRGINIA 

“*A Little Farm Complete for $350.’") With 
comfortable little bungalow, live stock, flock of 
chickens, poultry house and set of implements. 
Ready to move into and go to work Only ten of 
these ready-made little farms available on Little 
Planters Colony at Richland Heights in the Shenan- 
doah Valley of Virginia. Write quick for full de- 
scription and easy terms of payment. F. H. La- 
Baume, A. & I. Agt., N.& W. Ry., 243 Arcade Bldg., 
Roanoke, Va 

Garden City (suburban farms) at Richmond, 
Va.. along the Chesapeake & Ohio Railway Cut 
down high cost of living and have an income in 
addition. Three acre fertile farms with improve- 
ments, new four room cottages and outhouses com- 
plete, for $425 cash and the balance ($1,275) payable 
monthly or semi-annually in four years. Close to 
business and manufacturing section of Richmond 
(200,000 population) where you may easily secure 
remunerative employment. Abundant room on 
farm for poultry plant, vegetables, a cow and small 
fruit. equivalent to 24 city lots at the cost of one. 
$1,000 worth of produce easily raised every year 
and ready sale in Richmond. Delightful climate 
the year round and a home in the Southland. Good 
neighbors, churches and schools. Larger farms or 
three acre farms without improvements can also 
be sold. You may plan your own buildings and 
they will be built for vou. Write for free literature 
on Garden City and choice Virginia farms and 
excursion rates. Address 

K. T. Crawley, Industrial Agent, 
Room 600, C. & O. Ry., Richmond, Va 


MISCELLANEOUS 


Money-making farms, 15 states, $10 to $50 an 
acre; stock, tools and crops often included to settle 
quickly. ° Write for Big Illustrated Catalogue. E. 
A. Strout Farm Agency, Dept. 2720, New York. 


This department is always glad to hear from 
any one thinking of using classified advertising. 
Write us about it—we may be able to help you. A 
postal will do. Cosmopolitan Opportunity Adlets, 
119 W. 40th St., New York City. 


CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


Shorthand—The New Way. Boyd System. 
The Wonder of the Age. Learned in 30 Days in 
Spare Time. 100 to 150 words a minute Writers 
hold World's Record. Send today for Special Offer, 
Catalog and Sample Lesson. 

Chicago Home Study Schools 
550 Reaper Block, Chicago, Illinois. 

Be a Finger Print Expert, $25 to $50 a week in 
this new and fascinating profession. Write Find 
out how you can learn at home to supply the big 
demand for finger print experts in banks. big fac- 
tories, detective agencies, etc. Special limited offer 

write while it lasts 

Evans University, Finger Print Dept.. 

Room 1045, 1810 Wilson Ave., Chicago, II. 

Paragon Shorthand—learned in 7 days 
Practice brings speed. Speed practically unlimited 
Easy toread. Used in Government service. Write 
today for proof and fee. Paragon Institute, 335 
Coliseum Pl., New Orleans, La. 

Home study leading to degrees from old 
residential college. 

>. W. 


6922 Stewart Ave., Chicago 

Trained advertising men demand and get 
$2,000 to $10,000 yearly I have trained hundreds 
and can train you. .Greater openings daily. Art 
Prospectus free, giving advice of noted authorities 
George H. Powell. 91 Temple Court. New York 
_ Many big advertisers first started with a 
little ad this size. The cost is so little and the re- 
su so big We will gladly send you full particu- 
lars Drop us a postal to-day. Cosmopolitan 
Opportunity Adlets, 119 W.40thSt., New York City 

Over a million copies of this magazine are 
sold each month. _A postal will bring you full par- 
ticulars about this department. _Cosmopclitan 
Opportunity Adlets, 119 W. 40th St., New York City 
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COINS, STAMPS & POST-CARDS 


Would you like to exchange postcards with 
people in all parts of the world? Our lists are widely 
circulated. Membership ten cents. 

Halcyon Xchange, Box 133, Erie, Pa 


Stamps—500 Foreign Including Mexico War, 
Salvador official, China, etc., 10c App. Sheets 60% 
to 80%. Big Lists Free! We Buy Stamps. Hussman 
Stamp Co., Dept. St. Louis, Mo 


Old Coins. Large Spring Coin Catalogue of 
coins for sale, free. Catalogue quoting prices paid 
for coins, ten cents. 

William Hesslein, 101 Tremont St,, Boston, Mass 


Will pay $10.00 to $750.00 for certain $5.00 gold 
without motto. We want and offer cash premiums 
for all rare dollars, halves, quarters, dimes, nickels, 
cents, paper money and stamps. Send 4c now. Get 
our Large Coin Circular. 

Numismatic Bank, Dept. P, Fort Worth, Texas. 


$4.25 each paid for U. S. Eagle Cents dated 
1846. Keep all money dated before 1895 and send 
ten cents at once for New Illustrated Coin Value 
Book, 4x7. It may mean your fortune. 
Clark & Co., Coin Dealers, Box 115, Le Roy, N. Y. 





Five Dollars 
for a Letter 


Five dollars every month for the 
best true story of actual experi- 
ences with Opportunity Adlets. 


Probably at some time or other you 
have answered an Opportunity <Ad- 
let. Thousands do every month. 
Through it you got something you 
wanted. Perhaps it was rea! estate, 
a postage stamp or a coin, a camera 
or any one of the thousand and one 
novelties. Or. perhaps it was an 
opening for enlarged opportunity. 
Whatever it was, tell us about it. Any- 
one having had such experience prior to 
April 1st, 1917, is eligible. 

For the best letter received each month 
we will pay Five Dollars. We will 
publish at least one letter each month. 
If we publish more than one letter, we 
will pay Two Dollars for each additional 
letter published. 





Letters must not exceed 200 words in 
length and must reach our office not 
later than May ist, 1917. 
Letters to the Adlet Experience 
Managerin responseto the an- 
nouncement in the April issue 
will be published in the June issue 
and prizes will be awarded. 
Address, giving full name and address, | 
: ° | 
Adlet Experience Manager, | 
Opportunity Adlet Section 


COSMOPOLITAN 
119 West goth Street, New York City 








BOOKS— PERIODICALS 


says Shakespeare, 





“Mend Your Speech,”’ 
“lest it mar your fortune.’’ Simplified text-book 
and exercjses for self-education in Grammar and 
RI ric. $1.Geo.E.Allen,11 Pine St., New York City. 

Learn another man’s language by the easy 
practical Hossfeld Method for Spanish, French, 
German, Italian, Russian, Portuguese, Japanese, 
each one dollar. Free circulars. 

Peter Reilly. Publisher. Dept. Co., Philadelphia 

**Sexual Philosophy,’’ 12c; clear, specific, 
authoritative, satisfying. Really, splendidly, best sex 
manual published. An eye-opener. **Health-Wealth” 
Pub. House, 77 Bennington, Lawrence, Mass. 


TOILET ARTICLES 

Velvene for the teeth, (a new 

wash and dentifrice; large 
Velvene Co., 61 Granite 


Double Value 
formula) both mouth 
tube 25c.; sample free 
Ave., Boston, Mass 


| 
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BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


Sales Managers wanted for 
Districts. Opportunity to earn $10,000 to $2 

. . : > h 10,006 

per year. Est ablish yourself in exclusive tomdaere 

Write today for information. M. & M. Mfg. Co 


SL 
States and 


233-5 Rialto Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. 
SS 

Manager with small capital wanted in eyer, 
city and county. Established automobile necessity 
Repeat orders come fast. Exclusive control. Writ: 
at once. Efficiency Oil Corporation, Dept. D 

1717 Broadway. New York 

teeihaaiaasisiiateieaimaniaieai oacianenieineisiae aa 
**Hire Yourself as Boss Big corporation wi 
back you in a money making Mail Order Busines 
selling Guaranteed, quick sale goods. Start spar 
time at home or office. Valuable instructions Fre: 
Write for Free Booklet *‘ Forceful Facts.” Wy, } 
Dick, Mer., Dept J-11, 20 W. Lake St., Chicago 





Big money daily can be earned with a Lon 
Crispette Machine in any town. Machine a wonder 
Makes Crispettes—a new, delicious popcorn con 
fection. Sells at 5c a package—almost 4c net profit 
Everybody buys at sight—nickels roll in. All you 
need is one machine and good location. No exper 
ience necessary. Investment small, returns large 
Write at once for free book, ‘* Dollars & Sense”—« 
valuable guide to wealth and independence—a start 
to the ownership of a store of your own. Don’ 
wait. Send postal today. Address 

W. Z. Long Co 
1318 High St., Springfield, Ohio 





Learn to collect money. Ciood income; quick 
results. Instructive booklet, ‘* Skillful Collecting 
free. National Collectors’ Assn., 41 Park Placé 
Newark, Ohio. 

Enter a New Business 

Earn $3,000 to $6,000 yearly in professional fee 
making and fitting a foot specialty, openings every 
where with all the trade you can attend to; easil 
learned by anyone at home in a few weeks at sma 
expense; no further capital required, no goods t 
buy, job hunting, soliciting or agency Addres 
Stephenson Laboratory, 12 Back Bay, Boston, Mas 

$2500 death & $15 weekly sickness and acci- 
dent benefits cost $5 yearly. Identification in leathe 
case. Men or women 18 to 70, 2%4 million assets 
Secure agency. Big Commissions. Write today 
Southern Surety Co., 308 Walnut St., Phila. Pa 


Do you want $2000 a year income without an) 
work, worry or inconvenience? Then investigate ou 
co-operative fig orchard enterprise. $5 starts you 
owning a fine magnolia fig orchard and interest it 
co-operative preserving factory. Best figs grown 
Estimated profits from 5 acre orchard $2,325.0 
annually, or more. Demand for magnolia figs canno! 
be supplied on account of the limited area for grow 
ing and lack of facilities for preserving fruit for the 
market. Best investment on earth. Assures you 
an orchard home in the most fascinating country 
the world and an independent income for life. Pres 
ent offer limited. Our free book tells all. Send for! 
today. Address, Gulf Coast, Fig Orchards Associs 
tion, 500 Merchants Bank Bldg., Indianapolis, Ind 


One Of Our Men Made $7,000 During 1916 
selling the Underwood System of Visual Instructior 
to schools and libraries. We assign exclusive terri 
tory under permanent contract to high grade edu- 
cated men with satisfactory references; must aly 
make cash deposit guarantee. Underwood & Un- 
derwood, Dept. A, 417 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 


Free—Profitable investments magazine. De- 
voted to oil investments and oil news. Will sen¢ 
three months free to get acquainted. Houstor 
Bank & Trust Company, Dept. A, Houston, Texas 
a ee 


Devoted to an ex 
ining news, wil 
The West- 
Colo 


Free—The Western Miner. 
ceptional mining investment and m 
be sent 3 months free to get acquainted. 
ern Miner, 2520 West 37th Ave., Denver, 


Splendid Opportunity for sales manager 
capable of handling exclusive rights on new, Bas 
selling $7.50 adding Machine. Does work of * 
pensive machines. Five-year guarantee Dept 
Calculator Corporation, Grand Rapids, Mich. ~ 


OF INTEREST TO WOMEN 
> Foie anne : 
Ladies—You can still hold your posers. 
your household duties, and make extra money con 
out impairing your social standing. An excen S 
opportunity to earn vacation money in your Show 
time. A splendid living for all your time, ww 
Royal Dainty Dusters to your friends — 
them brings quick sales and profits. Send Mi a 
“‘seeing-is-believing"’ sample if you like. + “ 
back if you want it. Write at once for ites 
N. A. Royalton Co., 17 W. 38th St.. - 


usiness tint- 
for profit 

Particular 
New Yor! 


Ladies, start fascinating home b 
ing post-cards, pictures, etc., spare time 
$5 on 100. No canvassing, samples 10¢ 
free. Artint, S9R, 130 Manhattan St 


SONG POEMS < e 
a ‘ + a> we 
Song Poems Wanted. We pay casi! ee 
accept. Examinations free. Quick decisio’ closing 
anteed. Submit your poem at_ one I a Co 
postage for return if unavailable. Th \icLea 
Stewart Bldg., Washington, D. ¢ 
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Cosmopolitan for May, 1917 


AGENTS AND SALESMEN WANTED 


Free! Billy Sunday on Booze. Startling. 
sensational. Inspiring. Send your name and two 
“hers Who would be interested in distributing his 
veesage, and we will send you a copy free. Big 
ems to representatives. Write for $100 bonus 
offer. International Bible Press, Dept. DL, Phila. 
One Thousand Dollars Reward if this is not 
the greatest money-making-house-to-house propo- 
ition. N. R. G. Laundry Tablet washes clothes in 
1) minutes, Without rubbing. Contains no Lime 
iye, Paraffin Wax or other injurious chemical and 
4pnot possibly injure the clothes or hands. Noth- 
og like it’on the market 1 y th ‘ 

the age—sells for 15c—enough for 5 family wash- 
ngs. We supply free samples and guarantee the | 
ale of every package you buy Just leave the free 
ample with.the housewife and, when you call again, 
che is eagerly awaiting to become your steady cus- 
omer. Secure territorial rights at once, or you will 
regret it. A le postal brings sample and full par- 











ticulars. : 
(uaparquhar-Moon Mfg. Co., Desk H 204. 
140 W. Van Buren St., Chicago, Ill 


Agents wanted everywhere to sell our self- 
generating power and absolute automatic clothes 
yasher. Will wash clothes in ten minutes without 
any rubbing or work except lighting fire under- 
neath and putting clothes, soap and water in it. 
Easy seller. Big commissions Write today for 
information. M & M Mfg. Co., 233-5 Rialto 
Bidg., Kansas City, Mo 


Agents Wanted. Make Big Money selling 
guaranteed waterproof Kitchen Aprons Three 
styles and colors Write and learn how to obtain 
samples Without cost Moss Apron Co., 763 Pilot 
Bidg., Rochester. N. ¥ ; 

Manufacture latest big selling specialties 
from my Guaranteed Tested Formulas. Pleasant. 
easy work. Investment small—Profits big. Formula 
Lists, Stamp Miller Mfrs., Chemist. Tampa, Fla 





Large company manufacturing guaranteed 
compound which cleans, polishes and replates Silver 
and Nickel in one operation, wants territorial man- 
agers. Product used by many big corporations. 
Nationally advertised. Big opportunity to get in on 
ground floor. No competition. Write to-day for de- 
tails. Naspel, 410 Lafayette St.. New York City 


Ladies we pay $2.50 per day to distribute free 
circulars and take orders for Regal Shields. Exper- 
ience unnecessary Particulars free. Regal Co., 
D-15, Kalamaz Mich 


Greatest of All Clothes Washing Compounds 
No Rubbing. No Boiling. No Injury. Our agents coin- 
ing money under our plan. Trial package 10c. Par- 
ticulars free. Utility Mfg. Co.. Chippewa Falls, Wis 











General Agents Make Big Money Selling 
“Washwhite Cleans clothes without rubbing 
Wonderful results and attractive Premiums make 
repeat customers. Free samples and selling helps. 
Nacma Co., Dept. J-14, 20 W. Lake. Chicago. 





District Managers to appoint women agents 
to sell medium priced corsets. For you a liberal 
commission proposition, if capable. M & K Corset 
Co., Jackson, Michigan Extension Depart- 
ment 


_Newest money maker! 11 piece toilet set selling 
like blazes at $1 with $1 carving set free! Enormous 
profits! Tremendous hit! Randall sold 30 one day. 
Success sure 


E Pic ree Co., 906 Lake St., Chicago 





$1000 per man per county—Strange invention 
startles world-—agents amazed. Ten inexperienced 
men divide $40.000. Korstad, a farmer, did $2,200 
in 14 days. Schleicher, a minister, $195 first 12 
hours. $1,200 cold cash, made, paid, banked by 
Stoneman in 30 days: $15,000 to date. <A hot or 
cold running water bath equipment for any home 
a only $6.50. Self-heating No plumbing or 
Waterworks required. Investigate. Exclusive sale 
Credit given. Send no money. Write letter or 
postal today 

__Allen Mfg. Co.. 312 Allen Bldg 


Toledo, © 





Sell Insyde Tyres 


Inner armour for auto 
tires, old or ne Double tire mileage. Prevent 
punctures and blowouts. Liberal profits Ameri- 
can Accessories Co.. Dept. C-2, Cincinnati, Ohio 
Salesmen— Wanted everywhere to sell Ajax 
Chemical Fire Engines. If you average’ sales of 
one or two machines a week, you make from $2.000 
to $4,000 a year. You can sell Ajax Chemical Fire 
Engines to factories. stores. small towns. etc. No 
capital required. Exclusive territory Goods well 
advertised. Ajax Fire Engine Works, 97 W. Lib- 
erty St... N.Y. Cir 











Transfer Initials, Letters, Monograms; ap- 
plied on automobiles while they wait: cost 2c each 
profit $1 38 on $1.50 job: free particulars. Auto Mono- 
gram Supply Co .Dept.2. NiagaraBldg..Newark.N.J 











knit y knife Sharpener puts razor edge on any 
pond stan 'y without grinding Demonstration 
haeke nsatl 0 sales a day easy. Carry right 

pocket siz profits. Write for free sample offer 
fan Products Co., 8614 3rd St., Cincinnati. O 


Large profits 
Costs Cent to make 
chine & instruct 











Manufacture © Barley Crisps. 

Sells like hot cakes for 5c. Ma- 

= . ; Ss. prepaid, $7.50 Send 10c for 

‘sample. Barley Crisp Co., 1208 B way. San Fran 
Get big repeat orders. C 

and new specia or 

: rvansene Co., 

Sales; 1020 Westchester Ave.. N. Y. 

menmen acquainted with drug trade and 

sa oo to se sur Genuine Russian Mineral Oil 
ta ia line. Liberal commission. 

~San B. Weil & Co.. Wade Bldg., Cleveland.0. 

robe tot large Mfrs. Rex raincoats & bath- 

no con enesOe 11 demand, 100% profit, unique line, 

Amer 1 ittor investment. Write today. 

mercantile Co., N. 969 Simpson St., N. ¥.C. 





Send for small sample 









earning $75 or more weekly. L > 
home specialty backed by $200,000 corporation. Big 


Profit. 
ager, Dept. J—-7, 20 W. Lake, Chicago. 


for window advertising. 


Positively the wonder of Co 





AGENTS AND SALESMEN WANTED 


Crew Managers—Capable of 
Sell new Guaranteed 








General Agents 


Quick sales. Exclusive Territory. Man- 





Agents and Salesmen write to us if you are 


not earning $25 weekly. Our pro sition is among 


the best. 
York, Pa. 


I-M-Co., 1101 E. Philadelphia St., 





Every merchant buys new changeable sign, 
Make 95c on $1.50 sale 
Your profit $10.00 every day. Changeable Sign 


. 579 E. 102, Cleveland, Ohio. 


Great Opportunity. Ostrich boas. No com- 


petition. Big demand all year. Write for informa- 
tion, particularly if you have organized selling force 
; Cc 





Cosmopolitan Novelty Co., 51 Lincoln Bk N.Y 


New ‘‘4in 1"’ changeable letter sign. Original 
Four Signs in One." Wording quickly changed with 
164 Time-saving machine-cut characters. Salesmen's 
profit 100 . New England Sign Co., New Haven,.Ct. 


$20 to $35 per month extra money to any em- 
ployed person without interfering with regular work. 
No selling, no canvassing. Positively no investment. 
Unemployed need not apply. _ Address 
The Silver Mirror Co., Inc. 
211 W. Randolph St., Chicago, TIl. 





Big profit, enormous demand, small invest- 
ment, self-seller. The well advertised, famous Brillo 


Write 
‘ity or 
3 West 


utensils (all done in one simple operation). 
immediately for agents, proposition and ¢ 
county territory. Brillo Mfg. Co., 517-2: 
New York City 


$5th St., 


Agents: Earn Big Commissions selling made- 
to-measure suits for $15.00. No more; no less 
Real $25.00 values. No experience necessary. Chi- 
cago Woolen Mills, Dept. B. 833 Jackson, Chicago. 


Magic metal polish, retails at 10c pkg. cleans 
brass, German silver, aluminum, steel. Sample & 
particulars for stamped addressed envelope. 

R. M. Barnes, Hooper, N. Y. : 

Armstrong earned $67.50 Ist day; new col- 
lection System sells $5 to $30. Agent's profit 150%. 
No competition. Exclusive territory. Pree sampie. 

Sayers Co., 404 Wainwright, St. Louis. 


Salesmen wanted—to sell Shinon Products to 
retailers and jobbers. All trades handle. Consump- 
tion big. Low prices; attractive deals. 18-year qual- 
Big commission nets large income. 


ity reputation. ) i 
Shinon, Rochester, N. Y. 


All or part time. 


Agents: Screen door check. Demonstrate and 
sale is made. Stops the bang and saves the door 
Wonderful summer seller. Demonstrating sample 
free. Thomas Mfg. Co., 1318 North St., Dayton, O 


Agents: Sell our new Peerless Policy for $8.00 
yearly. All accidents and sicknesses covered. $2500 
death. $12.50 weekly benefit Policy providing 
double benefits $16.00 yearly. Liberal Commissions. 

Underwriters, Dept. A, Newark, N. J. 


Free sample with particulars. No splashing 
water-strainers. Easy seller. Returns big. Ex- 
perience unnecessary. B. B. Union Filter Co., 
73 Franklin St.. N. Y 


Large Mfg. wants agents to sell custom-made 
Raincoats. Prices defy competition. 1917 outfit free. 
Exceptional inducements. Enormous profits. Every 
coat guaranteed waterproof. American European 
Raincoat Co., 175 E. B'way.. N. Y. City, Desk A. 

Make and Sell Your Own Goods. Formulas 
by Expert Chemists. Manufacturing Processes and 
Trade Secrets. Formula 
Robert Mystic Company 


Catalog for 
Washington, D. C 


Large manufacturer wants representatives 
to sell shirts, underwear, hosiery, dresses, waists, 
Write for free samples 


skirts, direct to homes 
New York City 


Madison Mills, 586 Broadway, 


Let us start you in a permanent business of 
your own selling guaranteed Planto-Silk Hosiery 
and Underwear direct from factory to the homes 
capital and experience not necessary; many of our 
representatives make $3,000 to $5,000 per year 
Write for particulars to Malloch Knitting Mills, 
175 Grant St., Grand Rapids, Mich 





Agents—$30 a week and expenses: free sam- 
ples: gold and silver letters for store fronts, office 
windows and glass signs; any one can put them on 
big demand everywhere; liberal offer to general 
agents. Metallic Letter Co..420 N.Clark St. Chicago. 


Make big money selling Mexican Diamonds. 
Exactly resemble genuine; Same Rainbow Fire; 
Stand tests: sell atsight: repeat orders. Write 
quick for Sample Case offer free. Mexican Dia- 
mond Importing Co.. T. 8. LasCruces, New Mexico 


Get Davis’ Latest Proposition. est yet. No 
natter how often you have answered my advertise- 
ments in last 20 years get my 1917 Prosperity Of- 
fer.’ E. M. Davis, Dept. 31, 900 Lake St., Chi¢ago 

Specialty salesman wanted. Big commissions 
being earned selling Ever-Ready Cans. Write for 
particulars 

Ever-Ready Can Compan; 

Who wants to make more money selling 
brushes every home needs? Special method of 
getting entrance Fuller Sanitary Brushes are na- 
tionally advertised—largest output—-best terms 
Your territory is valuable. Write Fuller Brush 
Company, Hartford, Conn., Rock Island. Ill 
~ Salesmen having automobiles preferred, to 
cover counties selling Chasetts, a specialty that is 
taking the place of all 5c peppermint lozenges in the 
market Millions sold last year, big repeater 
Exclusive or as a sideline. Those with established 
jobbing or retail trade preferred; growing consumer 
demand. We have tripled our output and are on 
the lookout for live wires only. Riggi Bros. Co.,Inc., 
12-14 Lexington Ave., Brooklyn 











Greenfield, Ohio 


Stamp=>- 


cleanser, scourer, and polisher of aluminum cooking 
| 
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AGENTS AND SALESMEN WANTED 


The B. D. Clip holds cjgar- 
A necessfty for 
Dept. 





Agents Wanted 
ette papers secure on tobacco box. 
smokers. Territory open. Sample 10c. 
C., Union Specialty Co., Rochester, N. Y. 





We start you in business, furnishing every- 
thing; men and women, earning $30 upward weekly 
operating our ‘‘ New System Specialty Candy Fac- 
tories"’ anywhere. Opportunity lifetime; booklet 
free. Hillyer-Ragsdale Co., E. Orange, N. J. 


Agent wanted in every 
10 to $2000 yearly. We 


Exclusive Sales 
county. Position worth § 
specially train our agents. Have us show you. 

Novelty Cutlery Co., 7 Bar St.. Canton, O. 

We pay women liberally to introduce “ National” 
dress goods and garments among friends and neigh- 
bors. Magnificent selling outfit makes work easy and 
agreeable. Every family a customer, so representa- 
tives should make $35.00 weekly. For free particulars 
write National Dress (ioods Co.,Dept.48,New York. 








Agents— Sell Buckeye Duplex Overcoat- 
Raincoat Direct from Maaufacturer, retailing from 
$3.95 Up. Each coat guaranteed. Write for Book- 
let. Buckeye Mfg. Co., 55 Lineoln Bidg., N. ¥. C 





Salesmen: Get Our Plan for Monogramming 
Automobiles, motorcycles, traveling bags, ete., by 
transfer method; very large profits 
Motorists’ Accessories Companys 


Wanted ve 





Mansfleld, Ohio. 











lesmen to sell fertile farm 
lands. Ten-acre tracts. Easy terms. No interest 
or taxes. Big commission Attractive proposition. 
Palm Beach County Land Co.,BoxF Stuart, Florida 








Would $150 Monthly as General Agent for 
$150,000 corporation and a Ford auto of your own, 
introducing Stock and Poultry remedies, Dips, 
Disinfectants and Sanitary products, interest you? 
Then address Royoleum Co-operative Mfg. Co., 
Dept. N-11, Monticello, Ind. 


Huge profits selling the Nibco Sanitary 
Brushes, Auto Washers, Brown Beauty Adjustable 
Floor Mops, Dustless Dusters, and other specialties. 
Big line. Fast sellers. Write today. Silver-Cham- 
berlin Company, 1-5 Maple Street, Clayton, N. J 











Large m’f’r wahts agents to sell guaranteed 
made-to-measure raincoats, price $2.50 delivered. 
Material and workmanship incomparable, outfit 
free. Standard Raincoat Co., 395 Broadway, N. Y. 





Agents—pair silk hose free. State size and 
color. Beautiful line direct from mill. Good profits. 
Agents wanted. Write today. Triplewear Mills, 
Dept. E., 720 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa 

Would $150 Monthly, Auto of your own to 
travel in, as General Agent, handling remarkable 
sellers, Lightning Patch Vulcanizer, Shock Absorber, 
and Anti-Thief Combination Auto-Switch Lock, 
thief proof, interest you? Then address Dept. N-6, 
U. 8S. Manufacturing Co., Wolcott, Indiana. 


$120 in 3 days is big profit but Jennings did 
it in 3 hours. How?Selling our wonderful brand new, 
repeat advertising proposition to retail merchants, 
stores, etc., everywhere. Work when you like 
make what you want. Experience unnecessary 
Our book tells all—write quick Salesmanager, 
WinslowCabotCo., 95 Congress Bldg., Boston,Mass. 


$150.00 salary for 60 days’ work paid woman 
or man in each town to distribute free circulars, and 
take orders for White Ribbon Flavoring. 

J. S. Ziegler Co., 7¢ E. Harrison St., 








Chicago. 
Agents Make Big Profits selling our Auto Mon- 
ogram & Initials, Window Sign Letters, Changeable 
Signs & Show Cards. 1000 Varieties; enormous de- 
mand. Sullivan Co., 1123 Van Buren St., Chicago. 





Sterilizer—Barbers and Doctors Easy pay- 
ments. $5 to $14 commission on each sale. Also 
sell jobbers. The Republic Mfg. Co 

416 Huron Road, Clevetand, Ohio 


Agents make big money; fast office seller 
particulars and samples free. 
One Dip Pen Company, 
Dept. 3, Baltimore, Md. 


TYPEWRITERS 


Typewriters, all makes, factory rebuilt by 
famous ‘‘ Young Process."" Look like new, wear 
like new, guaranteed like new Our big business 
insures square deal'’ and permits lowest cash 
prices—-$10 and up Also machines rented —or 
sold on time. No matter what your needs are 
we can best serve you Write and see—now, 
Young Typewriter Co., Dept. 72, Chicago 

Startling values in Typewriters. $10 to $15 up. 
Completely rebuilt. All makes. Shipped on trial. 
Write for our “Special” offer No. 123E White- 
head Typewriter Co., 186 N. La Salle St., Chicago. 

Send for List No. 10 of Typewriter Bargains. 
New and Rebuilt. Cash, time or rent 10 Days’ 
Free Trial American Typewriter Exchange, 14 
W. Washington St., Chicago 

Typewriters: Prices wrecked. All Makes. Nearly 
New and Rebuilt.$5.00 up.Coronas and other port- 
able machines,$10.00 up. Write for Cat. 27 H. Beran 
Typewriter Co., 55 W. Washington St., Chicago. 

Largest stock of rebuilt typewriters in the 
United States. Guaranteed saving $10.00 to $25.00 
on any rebuilt machine. _ Underwoods, Remingtons, 
Olivers and Monarchs. Write for our big 1917 cata- 
log and price list No. 80 today z 

Dearborn Typewriter Co., Dept. 5, Chicago, Tl. 

Largest stock of typewriters in America. 
Underwoods, 4% to 4 mfr’s prices, rented anywhere; 
applying rent on purchase price: free trial instal- 
ment payments if desired. Write for catalog O. Type- 
writer Emp'm (Est. 1892), 34-236 W. Lake, Chicago 

Over a million copies of this magazine are 
| sold each month. A postal will bring you full par- 











ticulars about this department Cosmopolitan 
Opportunity Adlets, Dept. 18, 119 W. 40th 8t., 
New York City. 










































































































































HIGH GRADE HELP WANTED 


We pay you $5.00 to $2.00 on each order. You 
can average a number of orders each day. First 
month on commission. Guaranteed advance after 
first month to producers. We sell to physicians on 
easy eredit terms. Choice territory now open. 
William Wood & Co., Dept. B, 51 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
112 years in business 


At Last! Ford Starter That Starts and Lasts; 
production nearly two thousand per weeh; starts 
car winter and summer: Woods’ pinch clutch starter. 
United Steel Supply, Ford Building, Detroit. 





Five bright, capable ladies to travel, demon- 
strate and sell dealers. Good pay. Railroad fare paid. 
Goodrich Drug Company, 

Dept. 99, Omaha, Neb. 

Wanted. Men and Women to qualify for 
Government positions. Several thousand appoint- 
ments to be made next few months. Full information 
about openings. how to prepare, etc.. free. Write 
immediately for booklet CG 5, Earl Hopkins, 
Washington. D. C 

Government Mail Service offers big pay, easy 
hours, steady work. You can master our low-priced 
correspondence course and succeed in Civil Service. 
Catalog Free. 

McDaniel Institute, Box 3501, Cedar Rapids, Iowa. 

Learn to be a Detective; Earn a large salary 
and traveling expenses, write today for free booklet. 

National School of Detectives, 
489 Fifth Avenue, New York. Room 596. 

Man or woman to‘travel for old-established 
firm. No canvassing; $1170 first year, payable 

kly, pursuant to Contract: Expenses advanced. 
N. Nichols, Phila., Pa., Pepper Bldg. 

Earn $900 to $1800 yearly in Government 
Service. Railway Mail and Post Office examina- 
tions coming. Prepare under former Civil Service 
Examiner. Book Free. Patterson Civil Service 
School, Box 1421, Rochester, N. Y.. 

Write news items and short stories for pay 
in spare time. Copyright book and plans free. 

Press Reporting Syndicate, 
428, S Mo. 

Intelligent per ay earn up to $25 weekly 
during spare time at home writing for newspapers. 
Send for particulars. 

Press ndicate, Dept. C., Washington, D. C. 

Photoplays wanted by 48 Co. $10 to $500 
each paid for plots. No correspondence course or 
experience needed; details Free to beginners. Sell 
your ideas. Producers League, $245, St. Louis. 

Ladies to sew at home for a large Phila. firm; 
good money; steady work; no canvassing; mate- 
rial sent prepaid: send stamped envelope for prices 
paid. Universal Co., Dey Walnut St., ile.. Pa. 

Earn $150 to $300 monthly: easy work: we show 
you: open to all. Write WAGNER, 1243 Lexing- 
ton Avenue, New York, Dept. 421. 

Become a landscape architect and gardener! 
Uncrowded Profession! Inexpensive!Easy to Master. 
Begin earning 3 weeks after you enroll. Write for in- 
formation. American LandscapeSchool, Newark,N.Y. 

Why not let the readers of this magazine 
do business with you? Your advertisement in these 
yages would give them the opportunity to do so. 
for particulars address Cosmopolitan Opportunity 
Adlets, 119 W. 40th St.. N. Y. C. 

Some of the biggest advertisers to-day some- 
times use a little ad like this. A postal will bring 
you full particulars about this department. Cosmo- 
politan Opportunity Adlets, ‘Dept. 22, 119 West 
40th Street, New York City. 








FOR THE PHOTOGRAPHER 


Free Print from your favorite negative or send 
twelve of your best negatives and 20c for twelve 
prints. Films developed 10c roll. Velox prints 24x 
314. 3c: 8x10 enlargements from negatives, 25c. 
Columbia Photo Supply Co.. Dept. B.. Wash, 


Films developed 10c, prints, post card si 
less, 3c each. Enlargements. Price list. 
lished 16 vears 

Deusing Studio, West Allis, Wis. 

Films developed, 10c; all sizes—Prints 214x314, 
3e:3'4x4'4, de. We give Profit-Sharing Coupons. 
Work guaranteed. Send negatives for samples. 

Girard’s Comm. Photo Shop, Holyoke. Mass 

$95.00 No. 1A Graflex Camera, - - $60.00. 
$85.00 Auto Graflex, 314x414, $55.00. (100 other 
bargains in our Special Price list J. L. Lewis, 522 
6th Avenue. New York, Dept. B. 

Extraordinary Offer. Your next Kodak Film 
Roll developed fivecents. Prints fromsame 2¢ each. 
Only one roll developed at this price to show work. 
Moser & Son, St. James Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Your Kodak Films Developed 5c a Roll. 
Prints. 3¢ each. Expert workmanship. Washing 
ton’s best equipped studio. The Sport Mart Inc 
Dept. A, Washington, D.C. 

Do you take pictures? Write for free sample of 
our big magazine, showing how to make better 
pictures and earn money. American Photography, 
‘S44 Pope Blidg., Boston, Mass. 


__ POULTRY _ 


Wyandottes Beat the World in Produc- 
tion Ve will gladly prove it Send 50 cents for 
subscription or five cents for single copy. 
Wyandotte Journal, Box 1401, Milton, Wisconsin. 
Get More Eggs by feeding cut. raw 
Mann's Bone Cutter sent on 10 davs’ free trial No 
mor in udvance. Catalog free 
Fr. W. Mann & Co.. Box 322, Milford, Mass 
Sauab Book Free. Make money breeding PR 
juaty 1417 prices highest on record Squab 
making experiences How 
86 to SS doz. Write at on 
344 Howard st 


Estab- 


vearh 


bones 


‘ee. telling money 
parcel post 

Rock Squab Co 

ned Mas 








MOTION PICTURE PLAYS 


Write for Free Catalog of best books on 
writing and selling photoplays, short stories, poems. 
Atlas Publishing Co., 

31, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

See Here! We want your ideas for photoplays 
and stories! We'll criticise them free and sell on 
commission. Big rewards. Get details now. 
Manuscript Sales Co., Dept. 90, Poughkeepsie, N.Y. 


Photoplays wanted by 48 Co’s. $10 to $500 
each paid for plots. No correspondence course or 
experience needed, details Free to beginners. 
your ideas. Producers League, 324, St. 

Picture plays wanted. Producers pay $25 to 
$100. You can write them. We show you how. Easy 
fascinating way to earn money in spare time. Get 
free details. Rex Publishers, Box 175, L-17, Chicago. 


Send us your ideas for Photoplays, Stories, 
ete. We accept them in any form—correct free—sell 
on commission. Big rewards! Make money. Get 
details now! Writer's Service, 23 Main,Auburn,N.Y. 

Motion picture plays—how to write and sell 
them. E. H. Ball's new 200-page book *‘ Photo-Play 
Scenarios.’’ Gives you the substance of a $20 course 
in Photo-Play writing. Postpaid, cloth 75c. Star 
Library Co., Dept C., 114 W. 41st St., N. Y. 


_*Photoplay Pointers”—model Scenario Free. 
Write photoplays—profitable—accept any form, ex- 
perience unnecessary. Ideas wanted. Paramount 
Photoplays Co., Box 1402-PP20, Los Angeles, Cal. 

Big Money Writing Photoplays. Constant de- 
mand. Experience unnecessary. Get details in free 
booklet. ‘‘How to Write Moving Picture Plays 

Universal Pub. Co., 510 Fergus Falls, Minn. 
MOTION PICTURE BUSINESS 

_Big Profit Nightly. Small capital starts you. 
No experience needed Our machines used & en- 
dorsed by government institutions. Catalog free. 
Atlas Moving Pic. Co.,409 Franklin Bldg., Chicago. 

SHORT STORIES 

Wanted—Stories, articles, poems for new 
magazine. We pay on acceptance. Hand written 
mss. acceptable. Submit mss. to Cosmos Magazine, 
1146 Stewart Bldg., Washington, D. C. 

Write Attention! Short stories, poems, 
photoplays, etc., are wanted for publication. Good 
ideas bring big money. Submit MSS. 

National Literary Bureau, C5, Hannibal. Mo. 


Write news items and short stories for pay 
in spare time. Copyright book and plans free. 
Press Reporting Syndicate, 

1005, St. Louis, Mo. 


PATENT ATTORNEYS 

Don’t Lose Your Rights to Patent Protection. 
Before proceeding further send for our blank form 
Evidence of Conception to be signed and witnessed, 
Book, suggestions and advice free. Uancaster & 

Allwine. 251 Ouray Bldg.. Washington, D. C. 
‘atent your ideas—-$9,000 offered for certain 
inventions. Books, ‘* How to Obtain a Patent,” and 
‘What to Invent,”’ sent free. Send rough sketch 
for free report as to patentability. Manufacturers 
constantly writing us for patents we have obtained. 
We advertise your patent for sale at our expense. 
Established 20 years. Address Chandlee & Chand- 
lee, Patent Attorneys Washington, D.C. 


Patents secured or fee turned. Actual 
search and report as to patentability free. Send 
sketch or model. 1917 Edition. 90-page patent book 
free. Write for it. Personal and prompt service. My 
patent sales service gets full value for my client. 
George P. Kimmel, 245 Barrister Bldg.,Wash., D. C. 

Protect Your Invention. Honest advice free. 
Personal Service. Write for ‘‘The Truth About 
Patents.” J._R. Kelly, 740-G Woodward Bldg., 
Washington, D. C. 


Patents wanted. 
buyers who wish to purchase 
Invent with List Inventions 
in prizes offered for inventions. 
free opinion as to patentability. Write for our 
four Guide books sent free upon request. Patent 
advertised Free. We assist inventors to sell their 
inventions. Victor J. Evans & Co., Patent Attys., 
753 9th, Washington, D. C. 


Patent What You Invent. It may be valuable. 
Write me. No attorney's fee until patent is al- 
lowed. Estab. 1882. “‘Inventor’s Guide" FREE. 
Franklin H. Hough, 505 Loan & Trust Bldg., 
Washington, D.C. 

Ideas Wanted—Manufacturers are writing 
for patents procured through me. Four books with 
list hundreds of inventions wanted sent free. T help 
you market your invention. Advice Free. R. B. 
Owen, 4 Owen Bidg., Washington, D.C 

Wanted n idea—Inventors should write 
for list_of ** Needed Inventions,”’ ‘* Patent Buyers” 
and *‘How to Get. Your Patent”: sent free 

Randol t . Dept. 33. Washington 


Paten at protect and pay. Advice and 
books free. Highest references Prompt- 


Louis. 


























Write for list of patent 
yatents and What to 
Vanted; $1,000,000 
Send sketch for 


Best results 

ness assured. Send sketch or model for search 
Watson E. Coleman, 624 F St... Washington. D. C 

. PATENTS 
High-Value Patents—-the Only kind Wanted 
and Bought by Manufacturers Send Sc pcstage 
for new book of Extraordinary Interest to Inventors 
R.S. & A. B. Lacey 

64 Barrister Bldg... Washington. D. C 
Patents—Send Sketch. Free Opinion and 
Certificate of Patentability Free Book How to 
Obtain a Patent and What to Invent Patents se- 
cured through Credit Svstem. Talbert & Parker, Pat- 
ent Lawyers, 4290 Warder Bldg... Washington, D.C 


HEALTH PROMCTION —__ 


Meltone Corn Plastics..-Something new. A 
very effective cure for all corns & bunions Write 
today for special introductory offer. A 35¢ package 
of 7 plastics, for 25e silver Address Azee Chem. 
Co., 117 Burleigh St.. Milwaukee. Wis 





Cosmopolitan for May, 1917 


GRADUATE NURSES 


Wanted Sup’t of Nurses, Surgical Nase 
General Duty Nurses, etc. Send for free boek B 
interested in a hospital position any where, Azn if 
Cent. Reg. for Nurses, 3544 S. Grand Boul., Chicago 


DULL RAZOR BLADES 


LL, 

To convince you how well we'll serve you, we'll 

re-edge 3 safety blades free and return in Hand 

Mailing Case with * Inside Facts on Resharpening * 
Parker-Warren Lab't'y., 107-f W. 42d St. 'N. Y 


ae 
HONEY 


— 

Finest Quality White Clover Honey, crop og 

1916, thirty Ib. can, $3.60, two or more cans, $3.4; 

each. Sample 10c._ Satisfaction guaranteed, Price 
list free. M. V. Facey, Preston, Minn. 


TELEGRAPHY 


Telegraphy—Morse and Wireless—also stg. 
tion Agency taught. Graduates assisted. Cheap ex- 
pense—easily learned. Largest school —established 
42 years. Correspondence courses also, Catalog 
free. Dodge's Institute, 12th St., Valparaiso, Ind 


GOVERNMENT POSITIONS 




















Prepare for coming Railway Mail, Post Office 
and other examinations under former U. 8. Ciyil 
Service Sec’y-Examiner. Positions guaranteed or 
no pay. _ New Book Free. Patterson Civil Service 
School, Box J-115, Rochester, N. Y. 


ADVERTISING 


Learn to write advertisements. Will positively 
show you by mail how you can earn $25 to $1004 
week. Biggest field in the world. Information free 

2age Davis Co., 117 Page Bldg., Chicago, IIL. 


DUPLICATOR DEVICES 


**Modern”’ Duplicator—a Business Getter. 
$lup. 50 to 75 copies from pen, pencil, typewriter 
No glue or gelatine. 35,000 firms use it. 30 days 
Trial. You need one. Booklet Free. J. 8. Durkin 
& Reeves Company. Pittsburgh, Pa. 


INFORMATION FOR POLICY HOLDERS 





Life Insurance Policies Bought. We can pay 
up to 50° more than issuing company can legally 
pay for Deferred Dividend policies maturing 1918 
to 1921. Write for booklet. Chas. E. Shepard & 
Co., Inc., Est. 1886. 56 Liberty St.. N. Y. City. 


INCORPORATING OR GOING TO 


Arizona Incorporation laws most liberal. Least 
cost. Stockholders exempt corporate _ liability 
Serve as resident agents. Specialists corporate 
organization. Stoddard Incorporating Company, 
Box 8-P, Phoenix, Arizona. Branch office, Van 
Nuys Bldg., Los Angeles, California. 


GAMES AND ENTERTAINMENTS 


Plays, vaudeville sketches, monologues, dia- 
logues, speakers, minstrel material, jokes, recita- 
tions, tableaux, drills, musical pieces. Make-up 
goods. Large catalog free. 

Tr. 8. Denison & Co., Dept. 24, Chicago. 


ADDING MACHINES 


The Ray Adding Machine Complete for $15, 
handsome desk stand free. Adds with speed and 
accuracy of highest priced machines—also actually 
subtracts. Saves time, money, labor. Convenient 
to have on desk or to carry wherever needed 
Used by Hershey Chocolate Co., Barrett Manu- 
facturing Co., etc. Send no money, but write for 
20 days: free trial. Ray Company, 1402 Power Bldg.. 
Richmond, Va. 


WEDDING INVITATIONS 


Wedding Invitations, announcements, etc., 100 
in script lettering, including inside and_ outside 
envelopes, $2.75; 100 visiting cards, 75 cents. 
Write for samples. C. Ott Engraving Co., 1003 
Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


SONG WRITERS _ 

Song Writers ‘‘Key to Succes Sent Free. 
Get Real facts. We revise poems, compose & ar- 
range music. copyright and facilitate Free P ublica- 
tion, or sale. Submit poems for examination 
Knickerbocker Studios, 109 Gaiety Bldg.. N. Y.C 


Song Poems Wanted. Big Demand. Writers 
receive over $1,000,000 yearly from publishers 
Write for Nat'l Song, Music & Sales Serv iceBooklet 
Brennen, Suite 88, 1431 Broadway, New_York 


PERSONAL 


Jash—for any discarded jewelry; for = 
watches or diamonds: for any discarded false tee m 
Send us any diamonds, watches, old gold. piation 
or silver jewelry, new or broken, any false aes 
with or without gold, any dental fillings. pein 
gold leaf cotton, or auto magneto points, = on 
too large or too small. We send value in a = 
receipt of goods. Your goods returned at an 
pense should our offer be refused within ten "any 
Established 1899. Liberty Refining Company 
132-S Wood Street. Pittsburgh, Pa. 


INSECTS 

d for butterflies, insects. Some $1 

$7 each. Easy work. Even two boys corned 6 
money with mother’s help and my pictures, = vail 
tions. price list. and simple instructions for pros 
lessly killing, ete. Send 2c stamp at once oat Ya 
pectus. Sinclair, Box 244 D-18, Los se een 
Over a million copies of this magarl oo 
sold each month. A postai will bring you spolitan 
ticulars about this department Wy goth St., 
Opportunity Adlets, Dept. 18, 119 V 


New York City 
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ea By Herbert Kaufman 
od | 
: if FOUND blind Homer begging in the road, and gave him 
Serre | magic eyes to ward for all eternity. 
8. Durkin Would you watch Menelaus beleaguer Troy or stand 
)LDERS with Helen at the Skean gate: I'll lend them to you. 
an legally | Or, tf you'd journey with Ulysses, they'll recall the rotted 
par } years, lift sunken islands from the deeps, and rouse the ghosts of 
6 TO fabled kings out of their crumbled- tombs. | 4 
al aa I'll tell you where slim, crimson Cretan galleys ride, and down | 
“ompany what passes Hannibal crept on Rome, and I can show the steppes | Hl 
- through which Attila poured a million screeching dwarfs to 
TS | mangle civilization and make proud Europe a Mongol's wench. 
Makeup | I know where Time has hid lost Spanish galleons and Scythian 
0. | chariots and the Great Mogul’s treasure and Ysobel’s palace. | 
rer 1 Come with me into the purple haze, and all the vanished 
aon | companies that ventured death and distance for the yearn of gold 
needed | and the itch of power, the favor of women, the might of empire ; 
wr Bide, and for red ambitions and the nod of Fame and for the glory of . 
1 | God shall dare and do and die again for you. 
ete. 10 ’Twas I who led History back to Yesterday, and I alone fore- 
0. 1008 | | tell the paths To-morrow will walk. 
| Mine is the voice that whispers the thrall of far places and 
$63 | lures restless souls to high emprise. . . 
ing. | And I space sore, discouraged hours with bits of splendor 
Writers | and self-forgetfulness. 
3 | I empty lavish purses into beggared lives, rekindle fagging 
ae | | faith with tales of conquered circumstance, and I reveal to groping 
eth I | hearts the sweet mysteries of love. 
sinters LJ} [am Truth in mask and wig; I am Fiction. 
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ONVE ROSA FT 
By lla. Wheeler Wrileorxr 


Decoration by WT Benda 
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E were a baker's dozen in the house—six women 
and six men 
Beside myself and all of us had known 
Those benefits supposed to come from school and church 
and brush and pen, 
And opportunities of being thrown 
In contact with the cultured and the gifted people of 
the day. 
. Being the thirteenth one among six pairs, 
I deemed it wise to keep apart and let the others have 
their Say. 
And from my vantage-place upon the stairs 
Or in a corner, where I seemed to read, I listened for 
some -word 
That would make life seem sweeter, or cast light 
Upon the goal toward which all footsteps wend; and this 
was what I heard 
Throughout each day and half of every night. 


a 


mete 


The men talked business, politics, and trade; 
They told of safe investments, and great chances 
For speculation. (One man, who had made 
Pleasure his art, described the newest dances 
And dwelt upon each chassee, glide, and whirl, 
As lovers dwell upon the charms of some fair girl.) 


They talked of war, and tried to find its cause, 
And quite deplored the fact that wars must come. 
But since this desperate condition was, 
They carefully computed what the sum 
Of profit might be to a land of peace, 
And wondered if times would be harder should war cease. 


They spoke of games and sports, told many a story 
That made the listeners laugh; then back from these 
Always they harked to money or the gory 
And savage drama playing overseas. 
Then there were tales from club and smoking-room— 
The submarines of gossip, bringing some name doom. 


The women talked of fashions and of plays, 

But more of players and their private lives: 
Related tittle-tattle of their words and ways— 

Their lightning change of husbands and of wives: 
And there was chat of garments and their price, 
Of operas and balls and all that gives life spice. 


Some talk there was of music, pictures, books. 
But of musicians, painters, authors, more 

The way they lived, their methods and their looks, 
The color of their eyes, the clothes they wore, 

And whether it was true, as had been stated, 

That gifted people were quite sure to be mismated. 


They talked of servants, menus, and disease 
And operations. Each one came in line 
With some astounding tale to tell of these, 
And of her surgeon s skill, which seemed divine. 
But of that vast Domain where live our dead 
And where we all are hurrying, no word was said! 
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When we know that goal awaits each one of us a litile farther on, 
When we know how an ever-increasing company of friends is 
gathered there, 


Why do we not speak of it in our daily conversation? 
Why do we not familiarize our minds with thoughts of worlds unseen? 


There are many beautiful things to be learned of that country. 

There are sacred books of great travelers, whose souls have cried 
“Hail!” across the border; 

There are truths which have been learned in visions and by 


revelations. 
All the revelations were not given to St. John alone. 
All the wise men of the world did not die two thousand years ago. 
Why do we not talk more of these eternal truths, 
Instead of wasting all our words on the evanescent, the ever-changing, 


the trivial, and the unimportant ? 
There is but one important theme, and that is Life Immortal. 





EDITOR’S FOREWORD 











ICHAEL and 
Jerry are full- 
blooded Irish 
terriers, whose 
parents, Terrence and 
Biddy, are owned by Tom 
Haggin, of Meringe Plan- 
tation, Ysabel Island, one 
of the British Solomons. 
When asix}months’ puppy, 
Jerry is given to Captain 
Van Horn of the ‘“black- 
birding” and __ trading 
ketch Arangi, who, with 
her entire crew and human 
cargo, is shortly afterward 
slain and eaten by the 
cannibal blacks of Somo, 
on the neighboring island 
of Malaita. 

Jerry is the sole survivor 
of the massacre, and, after 
many adventures among 
the head-hunters, escapes 
when his master is killed 
as Somo is bombarded by 
a punitive expedition of 
British war-ships. Making 
his way to the north, he 
is picked up by Mr. and 
Mrs. Harley Kennan, 
wealthy Californians, 
cruising among the South 
Sea Islands on _ the 
schooner-yacht Ariel. 

Michael is given by 
Haggin to Captain Kellar 
and becomes “nigger- 
chaser” on his schooner, 
the Eugénie. 

Kellar is at Tulagi, 
Florida Island, when the 
Kennans arrive, and so 
Michael and Jerry meet 
once more. Before the 
Eugénie is ready to leave, 
the Ariel sails away, with 
Jerry on board. 








MICHAEL never sailed out of Tulagi, “nigger-chaser” 
on the Eugénie. Once in five weeks, the steamer 
Makambo made Tulagi its port of call on the way 
from New Guinea and the Shortlands to Australia. An‘1 
on the night of her belated arrival, Captain Kellar, of 
the Eugénie, forgot Michael on the beach. In itself, 
this was nothing, for, at midnight, Captain Kellar 
was back on the beach, himself climbing the high 
hill to the commissioner’s bungalow, while the boat’s 
crew vainly rummaged the landscape and_ canoe- 
houses. 

In fact, an hour earlier, as the Makambo’s anchor was 
heaving out and while Captain Kellar was descending the 
port gangplank, Michael was coming on board through a 
starboard port-hole. This was because Michael was inex- 
perienced in the world, because he was expecting to meet 



































Jerry on board this boat—since the last he had seen of hit 
was on a boat—and because he had made a friend. 

Dag Daughtry was a steward on the Makambo w 
should have known better, and who would have known be 
ter and done better had he not been fascinated by, his ov 
particular and peculiar reputation. By luck of birth po: 
sessed of a genial but soft disposition and a splendid const 
tution, his reputation was that for twenty years he he 


never missed his day’s work or his six daily quarts ol bottle ® 


beer, even, as he bragged, when in the German island: 
where each bottle of beer carried ten grains of quinine! 
solution as a specific against malaria. a 

The captain of the Makambo was used to pointing him ot 
proudly to the passengers as a man-thing novel and unig 
in the annals of the sea. ‘See him—that’s Dag Dave? 
try, the human tank! Never’s been drunk or sober » 


7, ae 
copynichT, 1917, BY suits oe 





Michael Brotherlo 












lerlof Jerry 










































n of hit 


bo Ww 
own be 
his ov 
irth po: 
d const 
he ha 
f bottle 
island: 
inine » 


him ov! 
1 unigu 

Daugl 
sober 2 


yy mune eee 












The friendship between them was established 


almost instantly 


t 


enty year 
per diem. \ wouldn't think it to look at him, but I 
assure you it’ sso. [can’t understand. Gets my admiration 
Always does his time, his time and a half, and his doubk 
time overtime. Why, a single glass of beer would give me 
ieartourn and spoil my next good meal. But he flourishes 
on it. Look him! Look at him!” 
Daughtry devoted his energy and the soul of him to 
the maintenance of his reputation as a six-quart man. 
That Was why he made, in odd moments of off duty, turtle- 
“hel combs and hair ornaments for profit, and was pettily 
a in s ich a matter as stealing another man’s dog. 
’omebody had to pay for the six quarts, which, multiplied 
by thirty, amounted to a tidy sum in the course of the 
ae and since that man was Dag Daughtry, he found it 
“sary to puss Michael inboard on the Makambo through 
a starboard port-hole. 
a > _ c] that night at Tulagi, vainly wondering 
1 become of Jerry, Michael had met the squat, 


thick, hair-grizzled ship’s steward. The friendship be- 
tween them 1 


ey ory . ° : 
yond Jerry was he a sociable good fellow, and this, de- 


and has never missed his six quarts of beer 


- is established almost instantly, for Michael, | 
Ma merry puppy, had matured into a merry dog. Far’ 


By Jack London 


Illustrated by Anton Otto Fischer 


spite the fact that he had 
known very few white 
men. First, there had 
been Mister Haggin, 
Derby, and_ Bob, 
of Meringe; next, Captain 
Kellar and Captain Kel- 
lar’s mate of the Eugénie, 
and, finally, Harley Ken- 
nan and the officers of the 
Ariel. Without exception, 
he had found them all 
different, and delightfully 
different, from the hordes 
of blacks he had_ been 
taught to despise and to 
lord it over. 

And Dag Daughtry 
had proved no exception 
from his first greeting of: 
“Hello, you white man’s 
dog! What ’r’ you doin’ 
here in the blacks’ coun- 
try?” Michael had _ re- 
sponded coyly, with an 
assumption of dignified 
aloofness that was given 
the lie by the eager tilt of 
his ears and the good 
humor that shone in his 
eyes. 

Two estimates the 
steward quickly made of Michael: 
he was a likable dog, genial-natured 

on the face of it, and he was a valu- 
able dog. Because of these estimates, 
Dag Daughtry glanced about him quickly. 
No one was observing. 

The steward flung a quick glance over Michael and made 
up his mind. He turned away casually and strolled along 
the beach. A hundred yards away, he sat down in the sand 
and waited. 

“Worth twenty pounds if a penny,” he muttered to him- 
self. “If I couldn’t.get ten pounds for him, just like that, 
with a thank-you-ma’am, I’m a sucker that don’t know a 
terrier from a greyhound. Sure—ten pounds in any pub 
on Sydney beach.”’ And ten pounds, metamorphosed into 
quart-bottles of beer, reared an immense and radiant vision, 
very like a brewery, inside his head. 

A scurry of feet in the sand and low sniffings stiffened him 
to alertness. It was as he had hoped. The dog had liked 
him from the start and had followed him. 

For Dag Daughtry had a way with him, as Michael was 
quickly to learn, when the man’s hand reached out and 
clutched him, half by the jowl, half by the slack of the neck 
under the ear. There was no threat in that reach, nothing 
tentative or timorouvs. It was hearty, all-confident, and it 
produced confidence in Michael. It was roughness without 
hurt, assertion without threat, surety without seduction. 
To him, it was the most natural thing in the world thus to 
be familiarly seized and shaken about by a total stranger, 
while a jovial voice muttered: “That’s right, dog! Stick 
around, stick around, and you'll wear diamonds, maybe.” 

Certainty, Michael had never met a man so immediately 
likable. Dag Daughtry knew, instinctively to be sure, how 
to get on with dogs. By nature, there was no cruelty in him. 
He never exceeded in peremptoriness or in petting. He did 
not overbid for Michael's friendliness. He did bid, but in a 
manner that conveyed no sense of bidding. Hardly had he 
given Michael that introductory jowl-shake, when he re- 


leased him and apparently forgot all about him. 
21 
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He proceeded to light his pipe, using several matches as 
if the wind blew them out. But while they burned close up 
to his fingers, and while he made a simulation of prodigious 
puffing, his keen little blue eyes, under shaggy, grizzled 
brows, intently studied Michael. And Michael, ears cocked 
and eyes intent, gazed at this stranger who seemed never 
to have been a stranger at all. 

If anything, it was disappointment Michael experienced, 
in that this delightful, two-legged god took no further notice 
of him. He even challenged him to closer acquaintance 
with an invitation to play, with an abrupt movement lifting 
his paws from the ground and striking them down, stretched 
out well before, his body bent down from the rump in such 
a curve that almost his chest touched the sand, his stump 
of a tail waving signals of good nature while he uttered a 
sharp, inviting bark. And the man was uninterested, pull- 
ing stolidly away at his pipe in the darkness following upon 
the third match. 

Never was there a more consummate love-making, with all 
the base intent of betrayal, than this cavalier seduction of 
Michael by the elderly, six-quart ship’s steward. When 
Michael, not entirely unwitting of the snub of the man’s 
lack of interest, stirred restlessly with a threat to depart, 
he had flung at him gruffly, 

“Stick around, dog; stick around!” 

Dag Daughtry chuckled to himself as Michael, advanc- 
ing, sniffed his trouser legs long and earnestly. And the man 
took advantage of his nearness to study him some mere. 

“Some dog, some points,” he said aloud, approvingly. 
“Say, dog, you could pull down ribbons like a candy kid in 
any bench show anywheres. Only thing against you is that 

ear, and I could almost iron it 
out myself. A vet could do it.” 
He dropped a hand to Mi- 
chael’s withered ear, and, with 
tips of fingers instinct with 
sensuous sympathy, be- 

gan to manipulate the 

base of the ear where 

j its roots bedded in 
( | the tightness of 
























skin-stretch over the 
skull. And 
Michael liked it. 


“Now don't be blarneyin’ me. ‘Tis well I'm wise to your sprang away after, in a great, 


insidious, snugglin’, heart-stealin’ way” 












Never had a man’s hand been so intimate with his eg 
without hurting it. But these fingers were Provocative 
only of physical pleasure so keen that he twisted anq 
writhed his whole body in acknowledgment. 

Next came a long, steady, upward pull of the ear, the ear 
slipping slowly through the fingers to the very tip of it while 
it tingled exquisitely down to its roots. Now to one ear, noy 
to the other, this happened, and all the while the man yt. 
tered low words that Michael did not understand but whieh 
he accepted as addressed to him. 

‘Head.all right, good ’n’ flat,” Dag Daughtry murmured, 
first sliding his fingers over it, and then lighting a match, 
‘“ An’ no wrinkles, ’n’ some jaw, good ’n’ punishin’ an’ not 
a shade too full in the cheek or too empty.” 

He ran his fingers inside Michael’s mouth and noted the 
strength and evenness of the teeth, measured the breadth 
of shoulders and depth of chest, and picked up a foot. Ip 
the light of another match, he examined all four feet, 

“Black, all black—every nail of ’em,” said Daughtry, 
‘“‘an’ as clean feet as ever a dog walked on—straight-out toes 
with the proper arch ’n’ small ’n’ not too small. I bet your 
daddy and your mother cantered away with the ribbons 
in their day.” 

Michael was far growing restless at such searching exami- 
nation, but Daughtry, in the midst of feeling out the lines and 
bvild of the thighs and hocks, paused and took Michael’s tail 
in his magic fingers, expioring the muscles among which it 
rooted, pressing and prodding the adjacent spinal column 
from which it sprung, and twisting it about in a most 
daringly intimate way. And Michael was ih an ecstasy, 
bracing his hind quarters to one side or the other against the 
caressing fingers. With open hands laid along his sides and 
partly under him, the man suddenly lifted him from the 
ground. But before he could feel alarm, he was back on the 
ground again. 

‘ Twenty-six or-seven—you’re over twenty-five right nov, 
I’ll bet you on it, shillings to ha’pennies, and you'll make 
thirty when you get your full weight,” Dag Daughtry told 
him. “But what of it? Lots of the judges fancy the thirty: 
mark. An’ you could always train off a few ounces. You're 
all dog ’n’ all correct conformation. You’ve got the racin: 
build and the fightin’-weight, an’ there ain’t no feathers o 
your legs. 

“No, sir, Mr. Dog; your weight’s to the good, and that 
ear can be ironed out by any respectable dog-doctor. I bet 
there’s a hundred men in Sydney right now that would fori 
over twenty quid for the right of callin’ you his.” 

And then, just that Michael should not make the mistake 
of thinking he was being much made over, Daugt- 
try leaned back, relighted his pipe, and apparently 
forgot his existence. Instead of bidding for good-wil, 

he was bent on making Michae 
do the bidding. 

Presently, Daughtry stood upan 
turned carelessly along the beach 
Michael looked after him 
but did not follow. He 
was eager to, but had re 
ceived no invitation. 4! 
last, Daughtry made 
low, kissing sound with 
his lips. So low was! 
that he scarcely hearé 


ears, that he had madi 
it. No human bei 
could have heard it acros 
the distance to Michael: 
but Michael heard it, ane 


delighted rush. 





it himself and almos & 
took it on faith, or 1% 
the testimony of hi 
lips rather than of hi 
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pac DAvcuTrry strolled 
ong the beach, Michael at 
hisheels, or running circles of 
‘eight around him at every 
repetition ol that strange 
y lip-noise, and paused 
s+ outside the circle of 
ntern-light where dusky 
mms labored with landing 
«argo from the whale-boats and 
here the commissioner's clerk 
nd the Makambo’s supercargo 
till wrangled over the bill of 
ading. When Michael would 
have gone forward, the man 
withstrained him with the same 
inarticulate, almost inaudible 
kiss, 

For Daughtry did not care 
to be seen on such dog-steal- 
ing enterprise, and was plan- 
ning how to get on board the steamer 
unobserved. He edged around out- 
dde the lantern-shine and went on along 
the beach to the native village. As he had 
foreseen, all the able-bodied men were down 
at the boat-landing working cargo. ‘The 
grass houses seemed lifeless, but at last, 
irom one of them, came a challenge in the 
querulous, high-pitched tones of age. 

“What name?” 

“Me walk about plenty too much,” he 
replied, in the béche-de-mer English 
of the west South Pacific. ‘Me be- 
long along steamer. Suppose ’m you 
take ’m me along canoe, washee- 
washee, me give ’m you fella boy 
two stick tobacco.” 

“Suppose “m vou give ’m me 
tenstick, all right along me,” came 
the reply. 

“Me give ‘m five stick,’ the 
aX-quart steward bargained. 

“Me like "m,”’ the darkness an- 
swered, and, through the darkness, 
the body that owned the voice 
approached with such strange sounds that the steward 
lighted a match to see. 

A blear-eyed ancient stood before him, balancing on a 
single crutch. One leg ceased midway between knee and 
thigh. i 

“My word! What place stop ’m that fella leg?” quoth 
Dag Daughtry, pointing to the space which the member 
would have occupied had it not béen absent. 

“Big fella shark-fish, that fella leg stop ’m along him,” 
the ancient grinned, exposing a horrible aperture of tooth- 
esshess for a mouth. 

The old black, by aid of the crutch, with amazing celerity 
raised himself upstanding on his one leg and hobbled, with 
his hippity-hop, to the beach. Daughtry was compelled to 
‘end his strength to the hauling-down from the sand into the 
Water of the tiny canoe. It was a dugout, as ancient and 
dilapidated as its owner, and, in order to get into it without 
j_Psizing, Daughtry wet one leg to the ankle and the other 
*§ to the knee. The old man contorted himself aboard, 
= his body across the gunwale so quickly that, even 
oe it started to capsize, his weight was across the danger- 
mint and counterbalancing the canoe to its proper equi- 
librium. 
Michael ren 
mind not quite 1 
Tequired was +} 


He passed Mi- 
chael up and into 
hands outstretched 


from the iron wall 


nade up, but so nearly so that all that was 
t lip-noise. Dag Daughtry made the lip- 








ained on the beach, waiting invitation, his, . 
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noise so low that the old 
man did not hear, and Mi- 
chael, springing clear from 
sand to canoe, was on board 
without wetting his feet. 
Using Daughtry’s shoulder 
for a_ stepping-place, he 
passed over him and down 
into the bottom of the canoe. 
Daughtry kissed with his 
lips again, and Michael 
turned round so as to face 
him, sat down, and rested 
his head on the steward’s 
knees. 

“T reckon I can take my 
affydavy on a stack of Bibles 
that the dog just up an’ fol- 
lowed me,” he grinned in 
Michael’s ear. 

‘““Washee-washee quick 
fella!” he commanded. 

The ancient obediently 
dipped his paddle and 
started pottering an erratic 
course in the general direc- 
tion of the cluster of lights 
that marked the Makambo. 
But he was too feeble, pant- 
ing and wheezing continually 
from the exertion and paus- 

ing to rest. The steward 

impatiently took the pad- 
dle away from him and 
bent to the work. 

The gangplank being on 
the port side, Dag Daugh- 
try paddled around to the 
starboard and brought the 
canoe to a stop under a 
certain open port-hole. 

“Kwaque!” he = called 
softly, once, and twice. 

At the second call, the 

light of the port-hole was obscured 
apparently by a head that piped 
. down in a thin squeak, 

“Me stop ’m, marster.” 

“One fella dog stop ‘m along you,” the steward whispered 
up. “Keep ’m door shut. You wait along me. Stand by! 
Now!” 

With a quick catch and lift, he passed Michael up and 
into hands outstretched from the iron wall of the ship, and 
paddled ahead to an open cargo port. Dipping into bis 
tobacco-pocket, he thrust a loose handful of sticks into 
the ancient’s hand, and shoved the canoe adrift. 


If 


In the meanwhile, lifted through the air, exchanged 
into hands that drew him through a narrow diameter 
of brass into a lighted room, Michael looked about 
him in expectancy of Jerry. But Jerry, at that mo- 
ment, lay cuddled beside Villa Kennan’s sleeping-cot on the 
slant deck of the Ariel, as that trim craft, the Shortlands 
astern and New Guinea dead ahead, heeled her scuppers 
awhisper and garrulous to the sea-welter alongside as she 
logged her eleven knots under the press of the freshening 
trades. Instead of Jerry, from whom he had last parted on 
board a boat, Michael saw Kwaque. 

Kwaque? Well, Kwaque was Kwaque, an individual 
more unlike all other men than most men are unlike one 
another. No queerer estray ever drifted along the stream of 
life. Seventeen years old he was, as men measure time; but 
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a century was measured in his lean-linéd face, his wrinkled 
forehead, his hollowed temples, and his deep-sunk eyes. 
From his thin legs, fragile-looking as wind-straws, the bones 
of which were sheathed in withered skin with apparently 
no muscle padding in between—from such frail stems 
sprouted the torso of a fat man. The huge and protuberant 
stomach was amply supported by wide and massive hips, 
and the shoulders were broad as those of a Herctfles. But, 
beheld sidewise, there was no depth to those shoulders and 
the top of the chest. Almost, at that part of his anatomy, 
he seemed built in two dimensions. Thin his arms were 
as his legs, and, as Michael first beheld him, he had all 
the seeming of a big-bellied black spider. 

He proceeded to dress, a matter of moments, slipping into 
duck trousers and blouse, dirty and frayed from long usage. 
Two fingers of his left hand were doubled into a permanent 
bend, and, to an expert, would have advertised that he was 
a leper. Although he belonged to Dag Daughtry just as 
much as if the steward possessed a chattel bill of sale of him, 
his owner did not know that this anesthetic twist of ravaged 
nerves tokened the dread disease. 

The manner of the ownership was simple. At King Wil- 
liam Island, in the Admiralties, Kwaque had made, in the 
parlance of the South Pacific, a pier-head jump. So to 
speak, he had jumped into.Dag Daughtry’s arms. Strolling 
along the native runways in the fringe of jungle just beyond 
the beach, as was his custom to see whatever he might pick 
up, the steward had picked up Kwaque. And he had picked 
him up in extremity. 

Pursued by two very active young men armed with 
fire-hardened spears, tottering along with incredible swift- 
ness on his two spindle-legs, Kwaque had fallen exhausted at 
Daughtry’s feet and looked up at him with the beseeching 
eyes of a deer fleeing from the hounds. Daughtry had in- 
quired into the matter, and the inquiry was violent; for 
he had a wholesome fear of germs and bacilli, and when the 
two active young men tried to run him through with their 
filth-corroded spears, he caught the spear of one young man 
under his arm and put the other young man to sleep with a 
left hook to the jaw. A moment later, the young man whose 
spear he held had joined the other in slumber. 

The elderly steward was not satisfied with the mere 
spears. While the rescued Kwaque continued to moan and 
slobber thankfulness at his feet, he proceeded to strip them 
that were naked. Nothing they wore in the way of clothing, 
but from around each of their necks he removed a necklace 
of porpoise teeth that was worth a gold sovereign in mere 
exchange value. From the kinky locks of one of the naked 
young men, he drew a hand-carved fine-toothed comb, the 
lofty back of which was inlaid with mother-of-pearl, which 
he later sold in Sydney to a curio shop for eight shillings. 
Nose- and ear-ornaments of bone and turtle-shell he also 
rifled, as well as a chest-crescent of pearl-shell, fourteen 
inches across, worth fifteen shillings anywhere. The two 
spears ultimately fetched him five shillings each from the 
tourists at Port Moresby. Not lightly may a ship’s steward 
undertake to maintain a six-quart reputation. 

When he turned to depart from the active young men, 
who, back to consciousness were observing hini with bright, 
quick, wild-animal eyes, Kwaque followed so close at his 
heels as to step upon them and make him stumble. Where- 
upon, he loaded Kwaque with his trove, and put him in 
front to lead along the runway to the beach. And for the 
rest of the way to the steamer, Dag Daughtry grinned and 
chuckled at sight of his plunder and at sight of Kwaque, 
who fantastically titubated and ambled along, barrel-like, 
on his pipe-stems. 

On board the steamer, which happened to be the Cockspur, 
Daughtry persuaded the captain to enter Kwaque on the 
ship’s articles as steward’s helper with a rating of ten shill- 
ings a month. Also, he learned Kwaque’s story. 

It was all on account of a pig. The two active young men 
were brothers who lived in the next village to his, and the pig 
had been theirs—so Kwaque narrated in atrocious béche-de- 


mer English. He, Kwaque, had never seen the pig. He had 
never known of its existence until after it was dead. The 
two young men had loved the pig. But what of that? Jt 
did not concern Kwaque, who was as unaware of their love 
for the pig as he was unaware of the pig itself. 

The first he knew, he averred, was the gossip of the yj. 
lage that the pig was dead and that somebody would haye 
to die for it. It was all right, he said, in reply to a query 
from the steward. It was the custom. Whenever a loved 
pig died, its owners were in custom bound to go out and kil] 
somebody, anybody, Of course, it was better if they killed 
the one whose magic had made the pig sick. But, failing 
that one, anyone would do. Hence Kwaque was selected for 
the atonement. 

A slave Kwaque was, as much as if Daughtry had bought 
him on the auction block. Whenever the steward trans. 
ferred from ship to ship, he always stipulated that Kwaque 
should accompany him, and be duly rated at ten shillings, 
Kwaque had no say in the matter. 

For that matter, Kwaque had little desire to leave his 
master, who, after all, was kindly and just, and never lifted 
a hand to him. Having survived seasickness at the first, 
and never setting foot upon the land, so that he never again 
knew seasickness, Kwaque was certain he lived in an 
earthly paradise. 

And Kwaque it was who pulled Michael through the port- 
hole into Dag Daughtry’s stateroom and waited for that 
worthy to arrive by the roundabout way of the door. After 
a quick look around the room and a sniff of the bunk and 
under the bunk, which informed him that Jerry was not 
present, Michael turned his attention to Kwaque. 

Kwaque tried to be friendly. He uttered a clucking noise 
in advertisement of his friendliness, and Michael snarled 
at this black who had dared to lay hands upon him. 

Kwaque passed off the rebuff with a silly, gibbering laugh, 
and started to step nearer the door to be in readiness to open 
it at his master’s coming. But at first lift of his leg, Michael 
flew at it. Kwaque immediately put it down, and Michael 
subsided, though he kept watchful guard. 

It was upon this tableau that Daughtry entered, and, 
while he admired Michael under the bright electric light, he 
realized the situation. 

“Hey, you, dog,”’ he addressed Michael; “this fella boy. 
he all right! Savvee? He all right.” 

Michael bobbed his tail and flattened his ears in token 
that he was trying to understand. When the steward patted 
the black on the shoulder, Michael advanced and snified 
both the legs he had kept nailed to the floor. 

“Walk about,” Daughtry commanded. “Walk abou! 
slow,” he cautioned, though there was little need. 

Michael bristled, but permitted the first timid step. At 
the second, he glanced up at Daughtry to make certain. 

‘“That’s right,” he was reassured; “that fella boy belong 
me. He all right, you bet!’ Michael smiled with his eyt 
that he understood, and turned casually aside to investigate 
an open box on the floor which contained plates of turtle 
shell, hack-saws, and emory-paper. 

“ And now,” Dag Daughtry muttered weightily aloud, a 
bottle in hand, he leaned back in his armchair while Kwaqut 
knelt at his feet to unlace his shoes, “now to consider 4 
name for you, Mister Dog, that will be just to your breed: 
ing and fair to my powers of invention.” 


IV 


IRISH terriers, when they have gained maturity, are nol 
ble, not alone for their courage, fidelity, and capacity for love 
but for their cool-headedness and power of self-control ait 
restraint. They are less easily excited off their balanté 
they can recognize and obey their master’s voice in UF 
scuffle and rage of battle, and they never fly into nervol 
hysterias. 

Michael possessed no trace of hysteria, though he w’ 
more temperamentally excitable and explosive than hi 
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“Bo's'n. throw that dog overboard! “Throw the dog overboard, sir; yes. sir, the boatswain repeated, but hesitate 
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butes as the human soul. He knew love, sorrow, joy, wrath, _ the floor. 


memory, will, and understanding were Michael’s. rascal!” 


certainly not so wide and deep and recondite as those of gods possessed. 
humans, but concepts nevertheless. 


could Michael have demonstrated a proposition in 
Euclid or solved a quadratic equation. Yet he was 
capable of knowing, beyond all peradventure of a 
doubt, that three bones are more than t:vo 

bones, and that ten dogs compose a more re- 
doubtable host than do two dogs. 

One admission, however, will not be 
made—namely, that Michael could 
not love as devotedly, as _ whole- 
heartedly, unselfishly, madly, _ self- 
sacrificingly as a human. He 
did so love—not because he was 
Michael but because he was a 
dog. 

Michael had loved Captain 
Kellar more than he loved his 
own life. And he was destined, 
as time went by and the convic- 
tion came that Captain Kellar 
had passed into the inevitable 
nothingness along with Meringe 
and the Solomons, to love just 
as absolutely this six-quart 
steward with the understand- 
ing ways and the fascinating 
lip-caress. Kwaque, no; for 
Kwaque was black. Kwaque 
he merely accepted as 
an appurtenance, as a 
part of the human land- 
scape, aS a chattel of 
Dag Daughtry. 

He did not know this 
new god as “Dag Daugh- 
try.” Kwaque called 
him “Marster;” but 
Michael heard other 
white men so addressed 
by the blacks. Many 
blacks had he heard call 
Captain Kellar “Mars- 
ter.” It was Captain Duncan 
who called the steward “Stew- 
ard.”’ Michael came to hear 
him and his officers and all the Immediately Michael wanted to get back 
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blood-brother Jerry. His ebullient spirits were always on passengers so call him; and thus, to Michael, his god's 
tap to spill over on the slightest provocation, and, as he name was “‘ Steward.” . 
was afterward to demonstrate, he could weary a puppy There was the question of his own name. The ney, 
with play. In short, Michael was a merry soul. evening after ke came on board, Dag Daughtry talked it ove, 

“Soul” is used advisedly. Whatever the human soi] with him. Michael sat on his haunches, the length of his 
may be—informing spirit, identity, personality, conscio.s- lower jaw resting on Daughtry’s knee, the while his eye 
ness—that intangible thing Michael certainly possessed. dilated, contracted, and glowed, his ears ever pricking anj 
His soul, differing only in degree, partook »f the same attri- _ repricking to listen, his stump tail thumping ecstatically on 
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pride, self-conscidusness, humor. Three cardinal attributes “It’s this way, son,” the steward told him: “ Your father 
of the human soul are memory, will, and understanding; and and mother were Irish. Now don’t be denyin’ it, you 


Just like a human, with his five senses he contacted with This, as Michael, encouraged by the unmistakable 
the world exterior to him. Just like a human, the results to geniality and kindness in the voice, wriggled his whole bo 
him of these contacts were sensations. Just like a human, and thumped double knocks of delight with his tail. No 
these sensations, on occasion, culminated in emotions. that he understood a word of it, but that he did understand 
Still further, like a human, he could and did perceive, and _ the something behind the speech that informed the string 
such perceptions did flower in his brain as concepts—oh, of sounds with all the mysterious likableness that white 


“Never be ashamed of your ancestry. An’ remember, 
‘ Perhaps, to let the human down a trifle from such dis- God loves the Irish. Kwaque, go fetch ’m two fella bottk 
graceful identity of the highest life’s attributes, it would be _ beer stop ’m along icey-chest. Why, the very mug of you, 
well to admit that Michael’s sensations were not quite so my lad, sticks out Irish all over it.”” (Michael’s tail beat a 
poignant, say in the matter of a needle-thrust through his tattoo.) ‘“ Nowdon’t be blarneyin’ me. ’Tis well I’m wise 
foot as compared with a needle-thrust through the palm of — to your insidious, snugglin’, heart-stealin’ way. I'll have 
a hand. Also, it is admitted, when consciousness suffused ye know my heart’s impervious. ”Tis soaked too long this 
his brain with a thought, that the thought was dimmer, many a day in beer. I stole you to sell you, not to be lovin 
vaguer than a similar thought in a human brain. Further- you. Icould’a’ loved you once; but that was before me and 
more, it is admitted that never, never, in a million lifetimes, | beer was introduced. I'd sell you for twenty quid right nov, 


coin down, if the chance offered. 
An’ I ain’t goin’ to love you; s 
you can put that in your pipe'’n 
smoke it. But as I was about 
to say when so rudely inter 
rupted by your ’fectionate 
ways se 

Here he broke off to tilt to 
his mouth the opened bottle 
Kwaque had handed him. He 
sighed, wiped his lips with the 
back of his hand, and _ pro 
ceeded. 

‘Tis a strange thing, son, 
this silly matter of _ beer 
Kwaque, ‘the Methusalen- 
faced ape grinnin’ there, be 
longs to me. But, by m 
faith, do I belong to beer. 
bottles ’n’ bottles of it 1 
mountains of bottles of it 
enough to sink the ship. Dog 
truly I envy you, settin’ there 
comfortable-like inside you 
body that’s untainted of alco 
hol. I may own you, and the 
man that gives me twenl) 
quid will own you, but neve 
will a mountain of bottle 
own you. You're a fret 
man than I am, Mister Dog 
though I don’t know you 
name. Which remindé: 
me 

He drained the bottle 
tossed it to Kwaque, ane 
made signs for him to opt! 
another. He drank and med! 
tated, and drank again. 

“T’ve got you,” he ah 
nounced solemnly. “‘ Killeny 
is a lovely name, and It: 
‘Killeny Boy’ for you. How: 
that strike your honorable 
ness? High-soundin’, digmilie’ 
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Ye finished his 
pottle, caught Mi- 
hael suddenly by both jowls, and, 
ening forward, rubbed noses 
‘ith him. As suddenly released, 
rith thumping tail and dancing 
eves, Michael gazed up into the 
«d's face. A definite soul, or 
utity, or spirit-thing glimmered behind his 
dog's eyes, already fond with affection for this 

hirgizaled god who talked with him he knew 

not what, but whose very talking carried deli- 
ious and unguessable messages to his heart. 

“Hey! Kwaque, you!” 

Kwaque, squatted on the floor, his hams on his 
heels, paused from the rough-polishing of a shell 
comb designed and cut out by his master, and looked 
up, eager to receive Command and serve. 

“Kwaque, you fella this time now savvee name 
sop along this fella dog. He name belong ’m him 
Killeny Boy. You make ’m name stop ’m along in- 
ide head belong you. All time you speak ‘m 
this fella dog, you speak ’m Killeny Boy.” 


V 





For a number of days, Michael saw only 
Steward and Kwaque. This was because he 
was confined to the steward’s stateroom. Nobody 
ese knew that he was on board, and Dag Daughtry, 
thoroughly aware that he had stolen a white man’s 
dog, hoped to keep his presence secret and smuggle 
him ashore when the Makambo docked at Sydney. 

Quickly the steward learned Michael’s preeminent 
teachableness. In the course of his careful feeding of him, 
ne gave him an occasional chicken-bone. Two lessons, 
suficed to teach Michael that only on the floor of the room 
in the corner nearest the door might he chew chicken-bones. 
Thereafter, without prompting, as a matter of course, when 
landed a bone. he carried it to the corner. 

And why not? He had the wit to grasp what Steward 
desired of him: he had the heart that made it a happiness 
‘orhim to serve. Steward was a god who was kind,who loved 
um with voice and lip, who loved him with touch of hand, 
rub of nose, or cnichliae arm. As all service flourishes 
n the soil of love, so with Michael. Had Steward com- 
manded him to forego the chicken-bone after it was in the 
corner, he would h ave served him by foregoing. Which 
is the way of the dog, the only animal that will cheerfully 
and gladly, with leaping body of joy, leave its food un- 
eaten in order to accompany or to serve its human master. 

Practically his waking-time off duty, Dag Daughtry 
‘pent with the imprisoned Michael, who, at command, 

ad quickly lear ial to refrain from whining and barking. 
And during these hours of companionship, Michael learned 
many things. _ Daughtry found that he already understood 
and obeyed simple things much as: “No,” “Yes,” “Get 
iP ‘and ‘ ‘Lie down;” and he improved on them, teaching 
ae “Go into the bunk and lie down,” “Go under the 
ae a Brit g one shoe,” “Bring two shoes.” And, al- 
ost without any work at all, he taught him to roll over, to 

_ prayers, to play dead, to sit up and smoke a pipe 

th a hat on his head, and not merely to stand up on his 
hind legs but + alk on them. 
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D whee bunk on a level with Michael’s nose, 
aug . - 99 , 
Ughtry simply say, “No can. Nor would 


Jack London 


nose-tantalizing bit of meat or cheese on,. 









Michael regained his feet and soared up in the air, not for 
leg or thigh but for the throat 


Michael touch the food till he received the welcome “Can 
do.” Daughtry, with the “No can” still in force, would 
leave the stateroom, and though he remained away half 
an hour or half a dozen hours, on his return he would find 
the food untouched and Michael perhaps asleep in the 
corner at the head of the bunk which had been allotted him 
for a bed. Early in this trick, once when the steward had 
left the room, and Michael’s eager nose was within an inch 
of the prohibited morsel, Kwaque, playfully inclined, 
reached for the morsel himself and received a lacerated 
hand from the quick flash and clip of Michael’s jaws. 

Michael’s crowning achievement, under Daughtry’s 
tutelage, in the first days in the stateroom, was to learn to 
count up to five. Many hours of work were required, how- 
ever, in spite of his unusual high endowment of intelligence. 
For he had to learn, first, the spoken numerals; second, to 
see with his eyes and in his brain differentiate between one 
object and all other groups of objects up to and including 
the group of five, and, third, in his mind, to relate an ob- 
ject or any group of objects with its numerical name as 
uttered by Steward. 

In the training, Dag Daughtry used balls of paper tied 
about with twine. He would toss the five balls under the 
bunk and tell Michael to fetch three, and neither two nor 
four but three would Michael bring forth and deliver into 
his hand. When Daughtry threw three under the bunk and 
demanded four, Michael would deliver the three, search 
about vainly for the fourth, then dance pleadingly with 
bobs of tail and half-leaps about Steward, and finally leap 
into the bed and secure the fourth from under the pillow 
or among the blankets. It was the same with other 
known objects. Up to five, whether (Continued on page 114) 


























































‘Tenting ‘To-night 


A Chronicle of Sport and Adventure 
in the Northwestern Rockies 









By Mary Roberts Rinehart 






HE trail is narrow—often but the width of the 
pony’s feet, a tiny path that leads on and on 
It is always ahead, sometimes bold and wide, 
as when it leads the way through the 
forest; often narrow, as when it <2 
hugs the sides of the preci- 2 a 
pice; sometimes 22 
even hid- 
ing for a 
time in 
river — 
tom 
swamp, or 
covered by \ 
the débris of 
last winter's 
avalanche. 
Sometimes it 
picks its preca- 
rious way over 
snowfields 
which hang at 
dizzy heights, 
and again it 
flounders through 
mountain streams, 
where the tired 
horses must strug- 
gle for footing, and 
do not even dare to 
stoop and drink. 

It is dusty; it is 
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wet. It climbs; it } the usual gamut Fi; 
falls; itis beautifuland \¥ dinners, dances, aia 
terrible. But always it bridge, with ti 
skirts the coast of ad- usual country-dii ff @ 
venture. Always it goes setting as th | 
on, and always it calls to spring goes o! tha 
those that followit. Tiny And each May! “ 
path that it is, worn by order a numb &T 
the feet of earth’s wan- of flimsy frock: flie 
derers, it is the thread in the convi- f 
which has knit together the tion that Thay * 
solid places of the earth. done all the tho 
The path of feet in the wil- hard going | rh 
derness is the onward march “need to, ab a 
of life itself. ae that ~ sur ae 
. —_ age yo ome mer we will go , 
City-dwellers know ‘nothing - Pi sbord the New England cos: * ® 
of the trail. Poor followers of And then—about the fis “® 
the pavements, what to them is of June there comes a day when I find mys a 
this six-inch path of glory? Life going over the fishing- tackle unearthed by the spntye - ] 
for many of them is but a thing house- cleaning and sorting out of inextricable confusion = 
of avenues and streets, fixed and unmysterious, a matter family’s supply of sweaters, old riding-breeches, putteé a. 
of numbers and lights and post-boxes and people. They rough shoes, trout-flies, quirts, ponchos, spurs, reels, at a 
know whither their streets lead. There is no surprise old felt hats. Some of the hats still have a few dejecté ey 
about them, no sudden discovery of a river to be forded, no flies fastened to the ribbon, melancholy hackles, sad! a 
glimpse of deer in full flight or of an eagle poised over a___ ruffled Royal Coachmen, and here and there the determine oe 
stream. No heights, no depths. To know if it rains at  gaiety of the Parmachene Belle. | 
night, they look down at shining pavements; they do not I look at my worn and rubbed high-laced boots, at ™ tae 
hold their faces to the sky. riding-clothes, snagged with many briers and patched fro The 
Now, I am a near-city-dweller. For ten months in the many saddles, at my old brown velours hat, survival @ ot 








year, I am particular about mail-delivery,and eat an evening many storms in many countries. It has been rained on 
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Flanders, slept on in France, and carried many a refreshing 
draft to my lips in my “ain countree.” 


across the bed, and — I am lost. 

The family professes surprise, but it is acquiescent. And 
that night, or the next day, we wire that we will not take 
the house in Maine, and I discover that the family has never 
expected to go to Maine but has been buying more trout- 
ies nght along. 

Asa family. we are always buying trout-flies. We buy a 
great many. I do not know what becomes of them. To 
those whose lives are limited to the unexciting sport of buy- 
ing golf-balls, which have endless names but no variety, 
[will explain that the trout do not eat the flies but merely 
attempt to. So that one of the eternal mysteries is how our 
les disappear. I have seena junior Rinehart start out with 
a boat, a rod. six large cakes of chocolate, and four dollars’ 
worth of flies. and return a few hours later with one fish, one 
proléssor, one doctor, and one black moth minus the hook. 
And the boat had not upset. 

June, after the decision, becomes a time of subdued excite- 

‘e shall forget to pack them, things are set 
vers hang from chandeliers, quirts from .~ 

e-polish and disgorgers and adhesive 

dressing-tables. Rows of boots line the 
the evenings, those of us who are at home 
ind lists. 

our plans were ambitious. They took in 


two c ane *.* e ~- 
The — te expeditions, each with our own pack-outfit. 
le Irst wv as t 


and cooks 


This last y 


nough horses to carry our outfit—thirty-one 


» take ourselves, some eight packers, guides 


Summit of Dawson Pass, 


Glacier National Park 


Mrs. Rinehart in Glacier National Park 


in all—through the western and practically unknown side of 
Glacier National Park, in northwestern Montana, to the 
Canadian border. If we survived that, we intended to go 
by rail to the Chelan country in northern Washington and 
there, again with a pack-train, cross the Cascades over 
totally unknown country to Puget Sound. 


xy 





Tenting 


We did both, to the eternal credit of our guides and horses. 
And it is of the first expedition that I am writing now. 

The family, luckily for those of us who have the Wander- 
lust, is four-fifths masculine. I am the odd fifth—unlike the 
story of King George the Fifth and Queen Mary the other 
four-fifths. It consists of the head of the family, to be known 
hereafter as the Head, the Big Boy, the Middle Boy, the 
Little Boy, and myself. As the Big Boy is very, very big, 
and the Little Boy is not really very little, being on the verge 
of long trousers, we make a comfortable traveling unit. And, 
because we were leaving the beaten path and going a-gipsy- 
ing, with a new camp each night in no one knew exactly 
where, the party gradually augmented. 

First, we added an optimist named Bob. Then we added 
a “movie” man, called Joe for short and because it was his 
name. And a “still”? photographer, 
who was literally still most of the 
time. Some of these pictures 
are his. He did some beauti- 
ful work, but he really 
only needed a-mouth 
to eat with. 

(The “movie” 
man is being un- 
popular with 
the junior 


The trail 
up Swift- 


current Pass 


members of the family just now, because he hid his camera 
in the bushes and took the Little Boy in a state of goose- 
flesh on the bank of Bowman Lake.) — 

But, of course, we have not got to Bowman Lake yet. 

During the year before, I had ridden over the better 
known trails of Glacier Park with Howard Eaton’s rid- 
ing party, and when I had crossed the Gunsight Pass, 
we had looked north and west to a great country of 


To-night 


mountains capped with snow, with dense forests on the 
lower slopes and in the valleys. 

“What is it?” I had asked the ranger who had accom. 
panied us across the pass. 

“It is the west side of Glacier Park,” he explained. “}; 
is not yet opened up for tourist travel. Once or twice in 
year, a Camping party goes up through this part of the park, 
That is all.”’ j 

‘What is it like?” I asked. 

“Wonderful!” 

So, sitting there on my horse, I made up my mind thy 
sometime J would go up the west side of Glacier Park to the 
Canadian border. 

Roughly speaking, there are at least six hundred square 
miles of Glacier Park on the west side that are easily access. 

ble but that are practically unknown. Probably the 
area is more nearly a thousand square miles. “An¢ 
this does not include the fastnesses of the 
range itself. It comprehends only the 
slopes on the west side to the border 
line of the Flathead River. 
The reason for the isolation oj 
the west side of Glacier Park js 
easily understood. The park is 
divided into two halves by the 
Rocky Mountain range, which 
traverses it from northwest 
to southeast. Over it ther 
is no single wagon-road of any 
sort between the Canadian 
border and Helena, perhap 
two hundred and fifty mile 
A railroad crosses at th 
Marias Pass. But from tha 
to the Canadian line, ox 
hundred miles, travel fron 
the east’ is cut off over th 
range, except by trail. 
To reach the west side 
Glacier Park at the preser: 
time, the tourist, having see! 
the wonders of the east sid 
must return to Glacier Par: 
Station, take a train over th 
Marias Pass, and get out « 
Belton. Even then, he ca 
only go by boat up to Lews: 
Hotel on Lake McDonald, : 
trifling distance. ‘There are! 
hotels beyond Lewis's, and ! 
roads. 
Naturally, this tremendo: 
area is unknown and unvisite 
It is being planned, howeve 
by the new Department of Ne 
. tional Parks | 
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The Rinehart family and party in 
camp in Glacier National Park 
most unique of all our parks, as it is 
most magnificent. The grandeur 
vill be tempered by the more smiling and 
And when, between the e: 
ides, there is constructed the great moto: 
will lead across the range, we shall have 
ost scenic motor-road in the United States 


ae 
build another road acros: 


restern slopes. 


ness of time, we 

1 Washington. 
the day to start west. In spite of warnings, 
r irreducible minimum of luggage filled five 

In vain we went over our lists.and cast 
vt as extra handkerchiefs and silk socks 
kties and toilet-silyer. We started with all 
iling hot; the sun beat in at the windows of 
nental train and stifled us. Over the prairies, 
great clouds, covering the window-sills with 
Big Boy and the Middle Boy and the Little 
scorniully to the flannels and sweaters on 
so insistent. The Head slept across the 

Little Boy counted prairie-dogs. 

suddenly, we were in the mountains—for 
t [ great plain. The air was 
great snow last 


ice-capped peaks overhead 
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he did it every day. 
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mountain my definition 
I have used it before, but 
with shaking fingers and 
soul, I cannot better it. 
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ur foot. 
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Pete, our big guide, whose name is 
really not Pete at all, waved an airy hand 

toward the massed peaks beyond—the : 
land of our dreams. , 
“Well,” he said, “there it is!” - 

And there it was. 










Getting a pack-outfit ready for a long 
trip into the wilderness is a serious mat- 
ter. We were taking thirty-one horses, 
guides, packers, and a cook. But we 
were doing more than that—we were 
taking two boats! This was Bob’s idea. 
Any highly original idea, such as taking 
boats where not even tourists had gone 
before, or putting eggs ona bucking horse, 
or carrying grapefruit for breakfast into 
the wilderness, was Bob’s idea. 

“You see, I figure it out like this,” he 
said, when, on our arrival at Belton, we 
found the boats among our equipment: 
“Tf we can get those boats up to the 
Canadian line and come down the Flat- 
head rapids all the way, it will only take 
about four days on the river. It’s a 
stunt that’s never been pulled off.” 

“Do you mean,” I said, “that we are \ 
going to run four days of rapids that 
have never been run?” 

“That’s it.” 

I looked around. 
There, in a group, 
were the Head 
and the 
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Looking south from summit of 
feet below summ 











It was a bright morning. I 
a corral, the horses were wait- 
ing to be packed. Rolls « 
blankets, crates of food, an 
camping-utensils lay every- 
where. The Big Boy mar 
shaled the fishing-tackle 
Bill, the cook, wa 
searchirg the town for 
the top of an ol 
stove to bake of 
We had provide 
two reflector 
ovens, but he re- 
garded ther 
with suspicion 
They would, hi 
suspected, no! 
do justice to his 
specialty, the cor 
meal saddle-bag 
a sort of sublimatec 
hot cake. 
I strolled to the corral and cast 
“om a horsewoman’s eye on my moust 
He looks like a very nice horse,” I sal¢ 
“He’s quite handsome.” 
9° Pete tightened up the cinch. 
“Ves,” he observed: “he’s all right. He’s a pretty 
good mare.” 


















































Big Boy 
and the 
Middle Boy 
and the Little 
Boy. And a 
fortune-teller at 
Atlantic City had 
told me to beware 
of water! 

“At the worst 
places,” the Optimist 
continued, “ we can send 
Joe ahead in one boat 
with the‘ movie’ outfit, and 
get you as you come along.”’ 

‘I dare say,” I observed, 
with some bitterness, “Of 
course we may upset. But if 
we do, I'll try to go down for the 
third time in front of the camera.” 

But even then the boats were 
being hoisted into a wagon-bed filled 
with hay. And I knew that I was going 
torun fourdaysof rapids. It was written. 
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tion, coffee, cocoa,and soon. Cocoa is 
the cowboy’s friend. Innumerable 
blankets, “tarp” beds, and war-sacks 
lay rolled ready for the pack-saddles. 
The cook was declaiming loudly that 
some one had opened his pack and taken 
out his cleaver. 

For a pack-outfit, the west side of 
Glacier Park is ideal. The east sideis 
much the best so far for those who wish 
to make short trips along the trails into 
the mountains, although as yet only a 
small part, comparatively, of the eastern 

wonderland is open. There, 
one may spend a day, 

or several days, in 

the midst of 

the wildest 


ummit of Pollock Pass, five hundred 
y summit of Piegan Pass 
ing. |r The Head was wandering around 
re wail with lists in his hand. His con- 
Rolls « versation ran something like this: 
od, an “Pocket-flashes, chocolate, jam, 
v every: medicine-case, reels, landing-nets, 
joy mar: cigarettes, tooth-powder, slickers, 
matches.” 
He was always accumulating 
frown for matches. One moment, a_ box of 
an ol matches would be in plain sight and 
ake ol the next it had disappeared. He became 
rovide asort of match-magazine, 
lector so that if anybody had 
ut he re- struck him violently in 
then almost any spot, he 
spicior would have exploded. ‘ 
ould, he Hours went by. The 
d, not sun was getting high ‘ 
e to his and hot. The crowd a 
he cort- which had been watch- ; i 
dle-bag ing gradually disappeared about its business. The 
m.a ted two boats—big, sturdy river-boats they were—had Oh sistas sa aaa 7 
Tumbled along toward the wilderness, one on top of the ' Howard Eaton on Piegan Pass 
nd cast other, with George Locke and Mike Shannon as pilots, 
mount watching for breakers ahead. In the corral, our supplies possible country and yet return at night to excellent 
I said were being packed on the horses, Bill Shea and Pete,Tom hotels. 
Sullivan and Tom Farmer and their assistants working On the west side, however, a pack-outfit is necessary. 
against time. In crates were our cooking-utensils, ham, There is but one hotel, Lewis’s, on Lake McDonald. To 
1 pretty bacon, canned salmon, jam, flour, corn-meal, eggs, baking- ‘get to the Canadian line, there must be camping facilities 


Powder, flies, rods, and reels, reflector ovens, sunburn lo- for at least eight days if there are no (Continued on page 145) 








VER the Middle West, fostering the corn belt In St. Louis, to 


and ripening it to figurative and literal gold, this beating of Aug- ° 
August descends in a kind of visible heat that ust, with no smell 
quivers before the very eyes of the luckless be- of the sea or ocean 


holder, and finally, agglomerating into a black ball, darts board walk within 


across the dizzy gaze and, gaining momentum. fells him a radius of twenty- By EF ; 
into insensate sunstroke. four hours, and y Fannie 


In cities, horses with wet sponges fastened inside awning- heat - waves rolling 
hats and with sides laboring, move crookedly through the _ in like surf, Wasser- 
soft-asphalt streets, often as not dropping in their traces. man and Berlin 


Illustrated by 


Dogs, with flies circling like vultures, drip constant saliva. Avenues, Westminster Place, and the Windsor F amily 
The few pedestrians move slowly, wary of the dancing of Hotel move northward, up to the winy breezes of Michigan 

> « ‘Lr « - ~ » b . ’ 
the black balls. where summer comes filtered through pines and full of their 


pungency, where the American-plan summer hotel, perched 
like a huge packing-case at each boat-landing, opens 
its flimsy doors six weeks in the year to the Doily 
and Bridge-whist Diets of the summer resourcefuls. 
At Elkhorn Lake, a deeply quiet emerald 
studded into pine forest, the Hotel Pines, than 
which there could be no greater insurance 
risk, nestles on a crag above the green jewel 
of the lake—a long, barracks-like building 
with an outlying colony of cottages and an 
unpainted dancing-pavilion with an American 
flag festooned above the entrance. 
America summers like that. All the dis- 
comforts of “back to nature” and no run- 
ning water at thirty-five dollars a week. Forsakes 
the hair mattress for the hairless, and electric- 
irons its own handkerchiefs before going down to 
breakfast. Well, so did Marie Antoinette build a hamlet 
for respite from Versailles. 

In Mrs. Emil Wolfner’s well-ordered home in Westmin- 
ster Place, St. Louis, a white-pillared veranda with a mosaic 
floor scoured to unerring whiteness ran across the front of 
the house, turning in a generous elbow and running back 

half-way. Flower-baskets hung at intervals and a swinging seat. 

Set about, rockers with white-linen covers and a wicker table with 

a potted plant. 

The unpainted floor of the Hotel Pines was littered with the 

' summer toys and beach-pails of children, the rows of wooden 

chairs, backs to lake, veterans of many summers and initial- 

scratched, yet Mrs. Emil Wolfner smiled as she rocked, her 

{ slightly rheumatic fingers darting from a box of infinitesimal 

beads to the design growing beneath her needle. The entire row 

' of rockers, similarly occupied and identically engaged, rocked, too, 

; but with the placidity of women who sew, not that they may reap 

but, killing time, would lay a crocheted gewgaw upon the bier of 

murdered hours. A breeze came flowing in cool from pine-tops 
and full of their scent. Mrs. Wolfner sniffed of it deeply. 

“T wish I could 

bottle some of 

this to send 





































home.” 
Ke : Mrs. Leo 
Nussbaum, 


- prowling a ‘forefinger 
in among her beads, 
reached out across the 
deep shelf of her bust. 

“ “Leo wrote yester- 

day it was ninety-six in 

the shade on the corner 
of Sixth and Olive 

Streets. I wrote back 

I haven’t got any 

sympathy with him; 

he should come up 
here. That business 
won’t run away.” 
“Say, all men are 
alike. Do you think 
before Mr. Wolfner re- 


“Hurry! Can't you see we'll get soaked? With your health, you got a fine right : 
tired from business, !t 


_ to be caught out in a wreck!” 
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was sO easy to get 
him away for a week 
a e lr in summer?” 

“Anyway, though, 

Mrs. Wolfner, you 

got him out of busi- 

Hurst ness. Like I say to 

mine, ‘Linen hand- 

kerchiefs, Leo, was 

a business before 

you went into them, and will be after you go out of them.’’ 

" “Ask my daughter, Mrs. Nussbaum, how easy it was to 

make her papa sell out. For two years before his operation, 

you can believe me or not, there wasn’t a morning that man 

left the house I didn’t cry tears. ‘Ameal,’ I used to say to 

him, ‘all right if you think more of the People’s Store than 

you do of your health, but enough regard you should have 

for your wife and daughter. ’ J always say his operation, 

terrible as it was, anyway was a godsend that it got him 
out of business.” 

“T said yesterday to Mrs. Feibleman, your husband 
beginning to look his old self again.” 

“He ain’t a well man yet, Mrs. Nussbaum.’ 

“Say, when it isn’t one thing, it’s another. Look at me; 
you wouldn’t think either I was a great sufferer. I could 
tell you tales!’ When it comes to operations, Mrs. Wolfner, 
. nothing I can learn. For six weeks, with three doc- 
tors giving me up, I lay on my back in the Delmar Hospital 
until Doctor Raugh——” 

“Nobody, Mrs. Nussbaum, can tell me anything about 
Doctor Raugh. If not for him, I am afraid to say if my hus- 
band would be alive and down fishing in the lake this minute.” 

The line of rockers slowed perceptibly, Mrs. Carrie Gold 
leaning out of it. 

“Speaking of doctors, I hear young Doctor Dessauer is 
coming to the front. My sister-in-law, who had gall-stones, 
swears by him. They say he’s fine on the stomach.” 

Mrs. Nussbaum leaned out across two laps. 

I don’t see, Mrs. Gold, how you can compare a snip like 


T. D. Skidmore 


qe, 


Louis Dessauer with Doctor Raugh. He’s 
forgot more than Louis Dessauer, with all his 
six months’ studying in Vienna, can know in 
lifetime. There’s not a woman on this 
porch this minute, Mrs. Gold, don’t know 
what a sick woman I was and when I lay 
for six weeks on my back with three doc- 
tors giving me up— 
“Say, Mrs. Nuss- 
baum, I assure you 
I've had my operation, 
too; my appendicitis 
Was published all over 
in a medical jour- 
nal under Mrs. 
A. and for ten 
years there ain’t 


been chic} €n-pox 
In our house 
ee 

night away my 


husband ain't on 
the telep} one for 
Doctor Raugh. 
But toget ¢ +3 ‘cited 
nght away when 
I hear hei! sa 
new young doctor 





“I guess you think I like it. Gusta. the way you come down here with a scene 


just before they begin to bite” 


For two years, I 


popular on the stomach—no; not me! 
suffered so with 

‘That Louis Dessauer is a great friend with Alex Tregor, 
so my Rosalee tells me.”’ 

At that Mrs. Gold leaned slyly out of line, her laid-on 
frizzed bangs well to the fore. 

‘I’m the last one to listen to /alkere?, Mrs. Wolfner, but 
my husband writes me from home there’s going to be a new 
fall engagement.” 

A shrug and lifted eyebrows from Mrs. Wolfner. 

“Say, if it happens I ain’t surprised, and if it don’t 
hi ippen, I ain’t surprised.” 

‘Alex Tregor’s a fine boy, Mrs. Wolfner, and, with a nice 
girl like Rosalee, it’s a sweet match. J’m the last one to talk, 
but Nettie Kraus would give her right arm to get him. 
Phil says he’s the best dress-goods salesman in town.” 

“Tf Rosalee’s papa is satisfied with Alex Tregor, you can 
take it from me he has got to be all right. I used to say, 
before Alex got attentive, my husband will have to have a 
man made to order before he can find one to suit him for our 
daughter. If I say it myself, I have never seen a father 
who wanted less his daughter should marry. ‘It ain’t 
right, Ameal,’ I tell him; ‘I love our daughter like you, but 
“that I should stand in the way of the right man—it ain’t 
right.’”’ 

Say, ain’t it natural—an only child? Even when my 
fourth daughter was married, we felt the same way.” 

“But my Rosaiee, Mrs. Nussbaum, ain’t like other girls. 
Do you think that girl will go out with a boy her papa don’t 
approve of? ‘No, papa,’ she says; ‘I’d rather stay at home 
and play rummy with you than get you aggravated over 
something I don’t care for neither myself.’” 

“There goes Mr. La Monque down to the 
woods.” 

‘“He’s got it easy up here, his board and 
room free.”’ 
















ee eae 






































ee ee ee 











36 Solitary 





“Just the same, the management has got good sense to 
have on the place a dancing-teacher. It gives the girls 


something to do with themselves. Irving says now, when 
t mind so much how I 


he comes for the week-ends, he don’t 
: ae ; sa gay sis 

make him dance with Jeannie Lissman since she’s had a few 
lessons in lightness.” 

“In Cleveland, I hear he 
winter.” 

Ves?” 

“Rosalee says he’s grand on the hesitation waltz. She’s 


had the swellest classes last 


studied five years with Mehring, 
in St. Louis and, when she was 
a child, took a twenty-five-dollar 
fancy dance with him. Casta- 
nets we had to buy her. If 
she says La Monque is good, 
he’s good.” 

“Maybe; but such conceit I 
never saw—with his white 
pants and slick hair. ‘Richus 
ponum’ is written all over his 
face.”’ 

“Say, this ain't a religious 
Chautauqua; we don’t care 
what he is, and he don’t need 
to care what we are.”’ ; 

‘There goes Adéle Feibleman 
by the pavilion. How she runs 
after that La Monque! If she 
was my daughter, I'd put a 
stop to it, no matter how much 
in fun such a flirtation is.” 

“That’s just what I tell 
Rosalee. She should keep out 
of the pavilion except for les- 
sons. The girls make a fool out 
of such a young man. He 
should know his place.” 

“Look at her!  Light-pink 
silk in the morning! Irving 
says he can always pick out 
one of the Feibleman girls by 
the loudest color. They should 
wear less clothes and take 
better care of their poor old 
grandmother.” 

The morning heightened, sun- 
light breaking through into the 


green shade of the veranda, 
then receding. Through the 


trees, the lake had taken ona 
shimmer. The breeze had with- 
drawn, leaving a sirupy close- 
ness. Whole schools of insects 
swam in the thickness. 

“T wouldn’t be surprised if 
we didn’t have a little rain.” 

Mrs. Wolfner rolled her 
beaded han |-bag into a wad, poking it into a dried-grass 
work-basket. 

“T guess I'll go down to the lake to call in my hus- 
band from fishing. When it storms, I like my family 
with me.” ; ; 

“If you see my Buster, Mrs. Wolfner, tell him if he don’t 
come right up here away from the Schott boys, hé gets a 
smack.” 

A knife-edge of lightning cut through the growing gloom. 
With a rustling of black taffeta, and her hippy figure acceler- 
ated and limping slightly, Mrs. Wolfner found out her own 
short cut through the pine grove and down an incline to the 
lake edge. A pier jutted out into it, a boat-house at the far 
end. She walked its length, calling through cupped hands 


to a small dot bobbing out mid-lake. 
‘* A-meal! 


You-who-o-o! A—meal!”’ 


Reaper 














The sun had receded now, leaving a frowning sky and a 
darkening, swelling lake. 

“Captain, is that my husband’s boat out there?” 

An old back rose up slightly out of a boat-botto: 

‘Ave, ma’am.” 

“He should come in by now; it’s going to rain.’ 

“Time a plenty, ma’am.” 

‘“‘A-meal! A man what ain’t got any more regard for his 


wife! Look how rough it gets! I tell you I’m better off at 


home—at home on my front porch. Lots of pleasure I get 


“You bring such talk to me from a low-life like him. 
You hear me—where 


out of summer trips, cooped up in a two-rooms cottage and 
only worry. A-meal! He hears me! It’s meanness! He 
won’t answer! If you don’t come in right away, I send out 
Captain after you. A-meal!” 

The black spot veered, neared, then came bobbing right 
merrily. 

“Hurry! Can’t you see we'll get soaked? With your 
health, you got a fine right to be caught out in a wreck! 
I tell you the pleasure I get out of my summer trips I dont 
wish to a dog. My husband out all day fishing in deep 
water, and my daughter I don’t know where, how she dis- 
appears for hours at a time. Look how he wobbles just to 
make me nervous!” 

The boat carved in through roughening water, a small boy 
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at the oars. In the stern, in waistcoat but shirt-sleeves, Mr. 
Wolfner sat, winding in a patent fishing-reel with a small, 
rotary motion. 

“T guess you think I like it, Gusta, the way you 
come down here with a scene just before they begin to 
bite.” 

A not-to-be-contained redness seemed to inflate Mrs. 
Wolfner, puffing her outward. 

“That’s the thanks I get! Another woman would let her 
husband be soaked and boat-wrecked. I get heart-failure 


and 1—J'll kill him where he stands! 


he stands!" 


running down here to get him in from the storm, and what 
do I get for it? Abuse!” 
~ Storm,’ said Mr. Wolfner, with a reiteration calculated 
to scorch, and digging down into a trouser pocket. “‘Storm,’ 
she hollers e ery time what the sun passes behind a cloud.” 
bé ses 9. 56 c ° f i 
I didn’t live through the St. Louis cyclone for nothing, 
en] ’ nlbe . i off ' 
Ameal Wolfner, not to want my family off the water when 
@ Cloud con uD.” 
‘Here. boy, is two bits. To-morrow, the same time, 
you rov ‘ 
felt D.” 
“Be 1 eae , we . 1 ° } 
of th an. said Mr. Wolfner, following her down the length 
ut the pier. The droop of distemper was on his shoulders, the 
ca te, x a ° : j j 
ateen b of his waistcoat quite rounding out, and his 


head, with the horseshoe of baldness scaly from sunburn, 
thrust forward. A bagginess of flesh and garments hung 
about him as if the shrinkage of years had set in. All but the 
face—it had the eagle’s contour, the center strong and the 
cheeks receding, but the wrinkles traced in the still soft 
flesh were laugh-wrinkles, upward strokes that lifted the 
expression. 

‘““Where’s Rosalee?” 

“Where? When it ain’t one craze with that child it’s 
another. Last month, it was bangles for a friendship brace- 
let. This month, all of a sudden, she gets romantic for all 
day in the trees and woods.” 

Mr. Wolfner slid a hand from pocket to pocket. 

“T got a letter here from the post-office she can make 
herself romantic over.” 

‘**A-meal—from Alex?” 

“TI don’t say it is and I don’t say it ain’t: All I know is 
‘Tregor & Ganz, Cotton Voiles,’ it says on the envelop.” 

“Two letters in two days! You can bet a level boy like 
Alex don’t do that without he knows a reason why.” 

They were toiling, arm in arm,-up the shelf of terrace that 
sloped down to the water, Mrs. Wolfner slyly sustaining. 

“Not one thing have I got against Alex Tregor, but 

“Tknow. Iknow. Keep always your daughter out of the 
marrying-idea and wish on me an old maid.” 

“Nowadays, Gusta, girls don’t get to be old maids no 
more. Bachelor girls is——-” 

“Say—the only thing what can save a girl from being an 
old maid is a husband. All the fancy language in the world 
can’t help it.” 

“All right; ’mdone. All I can say is he’s a lucky fellow.” 

“You think it would hurt, Ameal, you should drop him a 
line for sociability? How glad you are he is coming up to 
Elkhorn Sunday, and what a pleasure it is for Rosalee he 
thinks so much of her to make the trip.”’ 

“T should say not I will write such a letter. He should 
think I’m a schnorrer when he himself should have to 
schnorr his head off for such a girl!” 

“Allright. All what I’m good for is to nurse you through 
sickness. Don’t do me a little favor; it might bring me 
some happiness. I ask my husband a little favor, and all 
what I get is abuse.” 

“T’m done, mamma. I’m done.” 

“Come up by the cottage then, Ameal; I got there pen 
and ink. A little sociability coming from the father never 
hurts.” 

They were in the park of pines grown suddenly dark and 
the tops waving: 

“Hurry, Ameal! I wonder where that child is.” 

“Now begin to worry about her. She’s got enough sense 
to go in out of the rain.” 

“Her pink organdy she had to wear and get soaked when 
a shirt-waist I begged her was good enough for the morning.” 

A three-jointed yardstick of lightning danced out, 
thunder immediately on it. 

“Just in time, Ameal; hurry!” 

Within the small two rooms, scant of furniture and that 
furniture scant, gloom had invaded, shrouding the camplike 
interior, two wardrobe-trunks standing grotesquely out. 
Rain was already beating a fine tin tattoo against the roof. 

“Here—Ill bring the table over by the window. Here’s 
a pen and ink. Begin it sociable, papa.” 

He drew up grudgingly beside the table, Mrs. Wolfner 
hovering from all sides 

“Bah, such a pen! Stub! That girl must write with a 
shovel.” 

“Here, Ameal—another.” 

“Don’t breathe in my ear, Gusta; it’s bad enough to have 
to write without that.” 

segin, Ameal, so: ‘Dear Alex: Our Rosalee tells us that 
you will be up to Elkhorn Sunday to visit. We want to 
extend our oo 

A great ball of fire, exploding as it shot down through the 

trees and a man-cowing fusillade of thunder crashing after! 






























Miss Rosalee Wolfner cowered in the sheltering cove of 
Mr. Alvin La Monque’s embrace 







The air suddenly full of twisting tree-tops; rain that slanted 
from three directions and the sound of wind and water 
lashed to fury. 

“Omy God! A-meal! Thatstruck! Mychild! Where 
is she? Rosalee!” 

At that instant, in the open summer-house in the blacker 
heart of the more remote pine woods, her small face, the 
wet hair lashed to it and her pink dress beaten to the skin, 
Miss Rosalee Wolfner cowered in the sheltering cove of 
Mr. Alvin La Monque’s embrace. 












The clearing came timorously as a child, emerging from a 
passion, smiles between a hiccough of sobs. Conciliatory 
sunshine danced down through thinning rain, and half an 
arch of rainbow came out. The lake had relaxed to lapping. 
Then the rain ceased, and a great dripping set in and the 
clear noises of hills throwing off water. A smell came out, 
too—a thinner, cleaner pungency of pine. In the summer- 
house there on the rim of the lower edge of the lake, Miss 
Rosalee Wolfner, a small huddle on the initial-carved 
wooden seat, 2 coat much too large hanging loose-sleeved 
from her shoulders, looked up at the coatless figure beside 
her, her mouth quivering to cry. 

‘Alvin, what—must you think of me!”’ 

He towered over her, his face approaching hers. 

“TI think you're the queen-spot of Elkhorn Lake,’*he said. 

“T’ll bet you think I’m the kind of a—a girl that always 
let’s a fellow get—get spoony with her.” 

“Idonot! That’s the luckiest storm ever came my way.” 

She leaned from his nearness, her quivering face averted. 

“Tt was the lightning, Alvin, scared me so. I—before I 
knew it, I— You know I’m not that kind of a girl, Alvin; 
you know.” 

He stood fingering the damp flounce of her sleeve. 
“Dol! I’ve christened you * Coldest Little Queen Spot!’” 
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“You—you’re the cold one, A}. 
vin; you never let a—a girl or 
anybody know how they stand with 
you.” 

“That was my lucky storm.” 


é 
Tears came flowing over her 
words. 
“T oughtn’t to let you!” 
“You didn’t. I stole ’em.” 
“Oh! Oh!” 
“Tf you don’t watch out, I'll think 
you’re crying to be kissed again. Pink's 
my color, and you’re my girl’—making a 
feint toward her. 
“No! No!” 
RS “What’s the matter, Rosie-posy? You 
wf y y know how you stand with me. Ace high!” 
ee “Do I, Alvin; do I?” 


“You just know you do.” 

“What about Adéle and all the rest?” 

“Can’t see ’em.” 

She looked up at him, her wad of handker- 
chief pressed in a fist against her lips. 

‘**When why—I—I can’t make you out, Alvin. 

Ii—if you think that much of me why—why— 

oh, I—I can’t!” 

“Say it! Say it!” 

“Well if—when a fellow likes a girl the way 

you—you’ve been liking me all summer, and— 

and a girl likes a fellow, don’t he—don’t he— 
after he’s kissed her, don’t he—ask—her—to——”’ 

“Don’t he what, Rosie-posy?”’ 

“Alvin, don’t make me say it.” 

At that, Mr. Alvin La Monque, his silk shirt snap- 
ping in the breeze, emitted a long, low whistle, hands 
plunged into the pockets of his white-flannel trousers. 

‘And to think it took me all these weeks to get your 
little number!” 

“T can’t help it, Alvin; that is, ifi—if you like me as I like 
you!” 

“Well, I guess I do! You had me bluffed, Rosie-posy, 
I thought you were like the rest of the sugar babies up here, 
tied to their mammas-papas, and here I was stepping on 
a live wire and didn’t know it!” 

+. 

“T picked you from the start, but T never knew your 
speed. It’s your old folks put me off the scent, 2nd a fellow 
in my line has got to watch his step.” 

‘“*T—what do you mean?” 

“T read your meter wrong, little one!. I thought you 
belonged to the mamma’s-apron-string brigade up here. 
Now you and me can begin to understand each other. The 
sky’s my limit, kiddie. What’s your’s? Ever been to Mil- 
waukee?”’ 

“Alvin, you mean——”’ 

“Sure,” said Mr. La Monque, stooping, scooping, and 
laying her head backward against his drying shoulder so that 
her small face, oval, even Persian, looked up at him fore- 
shortened. “It was your old folks threw me off. You were 
as strong as any of them on the mammas-papas stuff. A 
little stronger—never saw such gaff as you and your old 
man pull off together.” 

“T know it, Alvin. We’ve always been like that. Pals. 
He’s a grand old man, Alvin. A girl never had a grander 
father than mine. That’s why when we—when we tell him 
about us—he’s got a temper, dear, but only for— 

A shade of red flowed up into Mr. La Monque’s face even 
under the smooth yellow pompadour brushed shiningly 
backward and down the narrow rear of his head. 

“Tell him what?” 

“T’ll break it, dear. 
It'll be the surprise and shock—that’s all. 
don’t know.” 

“Girl, are you cr——” 














I won’t mind if he raves a little. 
You see, they— 
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darling!" She had slid from the chair now. crouching beside him, with her cheek to his knee. 


eo “IT won't do it! You don't want it!” 


ttle. “Oh, papa, papa 
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“Leave it to me, dar- 
ling, to clear the way, and 
then you can do the talk- 
ing. I'll fix it up to-day, 
darling! Oh, Alvin, all—all these 
weeks on the sly, it—it’s been like 
heaven, and it’s been like torture, 
rot knowing how—where I stood 
with you!” 

“My God!” said Mr. Alvin La Monque, 
stepping backward, his hand against a 
rustic railing and pulling violently at the 
small fuzz of blond mustache. 

“Alvin darling, it won’t be hard, I tell you, after the first 
ice is broken. It’ll be pretty stiff at first, ladmit. But it’s 
always been a joke with everybody the way I can wrap my 
popsie around my little finger. He’s up in a temper and 
then over it in a second. I'll clear the way, dear.” 

“Why, girl, we haven’t been talking the same language!” 

“Vou see, Alvin, when they know that—that I just can’t 
live without my boy.” 

A clearing had taken in Mr. La Monque’s face. 

“You mean you've got marrying on the brain?’ F 

_ es, ves, dear. I hate long. engagements.’ 

‘A moneyed old party like.your pa! Why, he can’t see 
me with specs!”’ 

‘Alvin, meeting you has made a new girl out of me!” 

“Hold me tight; I must be coming out of ether,” said 
Mr. La Monque. 

“You hold me tight,” 
embrace. 

Above the impeccable flare of silk shirt, further clearing 
of expression took place. 

‘*Good God!” 

“He is good, « 


« Wé 


b: 
i 


said Miss Wolfner, edging into his 


larling, to send me my wonderful boy.” 


Within the boxlike interior of the Wolfner cottage, silence 
had descended—an almost tangible silence that pressed 
against the ear-drums and constricted breathing. 

Her taffeta dress removed and a cotton-stuff kimono 
flung over her released, uncorseted figure, Mrs. Wolfner 
sat on the edge of the white-iron bedstead, her face straining 
to comprehend. 

“You mean, Rosalee——’”’ 

‘“Sh-h-h-h, Gusta; let her finish.”’ 

Erect between one of the wardrobe-trunks and the flimsy 
oak dresser, Mr. Emil Wolfner, his coat and waistcoat 
removed, and collarless, his neck showing how cruelly time 
can ravage, thrust forward a face already terrible with slow 
comprehension. 

“T mean, papa, that I want to be married to the finest 
fellow a girl ever had the luck to meet. When you get 
to know him, papa, you'll 

‘* Rosalee, a dancing-school teacher; a goy who——”’ 

“Shh-h-h, Gusta; let her go on.” 

“Oh, I knew vou'd be against me! 

~Terpsichorean art?” 

“What?” 

“Does a man to amount to anything in your eyes have to 
be in a department-store business or in wholesale cotton 
voiles? Alvin La Monque has taught modern and classic 
dances to the finest elements. He’s a graduate of the New 
York School of Terpsichorean Art. He’s a fellow any girl 
can be proud to introduce. He loves me, and I love him, and 

he’s asked me to marry him, and if ever a girl had cause 


What if he does teach 


to be proud, it’s me—me!” 

A moan came shiveringly from Mrs. Wolfner, drawn with 
pain from the remotest cockles of her. 

“O my God, Ameal; tell me that my ears don’t hear 
right!” : 

“Tf you begin that, mamma, Ill run out—I’ll run out and 
T'll stay out!” 

Then Mr. Wolfner emerged from his corner, but with a 
quietude so leashed that only his hands trembled. 












“Rosalee, don’t talk so to 
your mamma! Come here!” 
She was immediately on 
the verge of passionate tears, 
catching them in her throat before they formed to sobs. 
‘““Well—she—shouldn’t try to make up things against 
him. He’s the finest—you’re both against me—you—— 


“Mamma has not said a word against him, Rosie. Come 


here on papa’s lap.”’ 

He drew her down beside him on a white-pine rocker, 
she quivering with sobs and twisting her handkerchief to 
rope. 

“Now, Rosie, let papa hear it again. Slow, this time.” 

“You heard it! I want tobe married. You can’t treat me 
all my life like a kid. I want to be married to the finest-—— 

“OQ my God!” broke in Mrs. Wolfner. “Now I see it! 
Them days in the woods. Her organdies in the mornings. 
The excuses for dancing-lessons. Out late at night——” 

“Gusta!” 

“Oh, Ameal, is this a trouble come to us, with a boy like 
Alex Tregor ready to——” 

“Alex Tregor! I knew you’d throw him up to me! Why, 
I must have been crazy ever to think I could marry him 
with his lisp! I—I’m the luckiest girl in the world to have 
met Alvin just in time to wake me up. I was going to say 
yes to Alex because I didn’t know any better. He was just 
one of the boys from home, who—who—papa, you can 
understand, can’t you?” 

“Your mamma, Rosie, has got a sense of humor it would 
fitin a thimble. Come, baby; stop fooling. It ain’t so nice 
you should aggravate mamma with nonsense. 

“Fooling! Papa, honest to God, it’s Alvin! He's the only 
man in the world I—— 

He slid her off his knee at that, rising with her and his 
sleeve, fallen open at the cuff, revealing a hairy forearm. 

“That white-pants dancing man?” 

‘““He’s not—— 

The hairy forearm shot forward, twisted, and: with rope- 
like veins bulging out of it. 

“Vou bring such talk to me from a low-life like him, and 
I—I'll kill him where he stands! 
he stands!” 

“O my God, Ameal! Ameal!” 

“Oh, you—my father to dare to talk to me like— 

“He should just come by me! A goy dancing man what 
ain’t fit to wipe your shoes! Let him once try it! Rosie, 
my girl, you——” 

“That's right, kill me—kill me! Oh, why was I ever 
born! Let me tell you this, papa: TP I marry Alvin La 
Monque or I’ll never so long as I live n 

‘“‘A-meal, A-meal, that this trouble should come on Us 
out of a clear sky!”’ 

Globes of sweat had sprung out on his brow; 
ing at them constantly. 

‘Rosie is excited, mamma. 
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She sprang toward him, her palm to his mouth. 
“Alvin, please!” 


too. She’s a chip off the old block, with her father’s temper. 
She don’t know what she’s saying. Now we both get cool. 
Say, it ain’t so awful she should have a little fascination 
with a man, Gott sei dank! she ain’t never seen the like of be- 


lore. It’s just until she hears from her parents that it ain’t 
night, and then it all blows over. Eh? Ain’t it, papa’s girl?” 


“No! No! No!” 

“Has it ever happened, Rosie, that you can mix oil with 
Water? If such a man would be the one for our girl, would me- 
and mamma be the ones to stand in your way? Eh? Does 
it ever happen that one in ten out of intermixed marriages 
turn out? Is a dancing man the kind for our girl, a child 
what your mamma and me have wrapped our whole lives 
round? You see, mamma, how when she hears it ain’t 
night, how she listens! And then, next week, a fine boy like 
Alex comes and ry 

“T tell you I won’t! I'll kill myself first! I’m going’ to 
Marry Alvin!” 
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“Not while I got a breath in 
my body!”’ 

‘‘Ameal, Ameal, don't hol- 
ler! The neighbors!”’ 

“What do you know against 
Alvin that ma 

“A low-life what don’t look 
you in the eye! A dude what 
lives around off summer re- 
sorts on dancing-school lessons 
and sits all day in white pants 
with the girls! A nix what 
don’t wear a fifteen collar and 
what ain’t got in him the same 
blood as you! Not while I 
got a breath in my body, so 
help me!” 

“‘He’s as good as we are! 
Better!” 

“He ain’t good enough for 
my child!” 

“He’s a gentleman!” 

“T don’t say he ain’t, but he 
ain't the gentleman for——”’ 

“He’s got more refinement 
in his little finger than Alex 
has in his whole 

“He maybe has got it in 
his little finger and in his 
dancing-toes, but he ain't got 
it where my girl’s husband has 
got to got it! He ain't one of 
your kind of people; he don't 
fit in with nothing that be- 
longs.to you; he i 

“You mean he don’t fit in 
with the old-fogy 

‘A girl that’s been raised 
like her, Ameal! Every lux- 
ury that child has had—should 
marry a man with an income 
from dancing-lessons! A man 
what told me himself, one day 
in the pavilion, that not even 
life insurance does he carry! 
My child that can have Alex 
Iregor! You just watch how, 
with his nonsense, Nettie 
Kraus will grab him off of you. 
A goy what don’t even come 
from no town in particular—he told me him- 
self—and sleeps in the same cottage with the 
life-saver! O my God, Ameal, tell me what to 


do!” Mrs. Wolfner fell to swaying as she sat on 
the bed-edge, tears washing wide paths down 
her face. ‘Tell me what to do!”’ 

“She will tell you, Gusta; won’t you, Rosie? Go tell 
your mamma, Rosie, it’s all right. You been shown by 
your parents what a nonsense it is, and to-morrow, to- 
night yet, we pack our trunks and I take you and mamma 
to a little trip to Thousand Islands.” 

“No! No! No! If you want to kill me, take him from 
me; but you can’t! You can’t! He’s a fine fellow, and I 
love him! Other girls have married men their families 
didn’t want, and I can be one of them. I’m going to marry 
Alvin. Ilove him! I can’t live without him! You haven't 
got the right to ruin my life. Nobody has. I love 
him!”’ 

And then Emil Wolfner leaped forward at his daughter 
standing there, her body drawn up Hellenic, his clenched 
arms raised over her and trembling to descend. 

“‘A-meal, your child!” 

““Don’t you dare to touch me! Father!” 

“You—you bring into my house (Continued on page 104} 
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Jacqueline Day, twenty-one, rescues Stuart Cleyden, thirty- 
eight, a poet, from what he calls a ‘‘beautiful’’--although 
unsatisfying—relationship with Mrs. Hendley Warren, by 
the simple expedient of ‘‘wondering?’’ to him, one day, 
whether he would marry her (Jacqueline). Violet Warren 
is known in their circle as the poet’s “‘ Egeria,” and their re- 
lation has been entirely that of the legendary one of Egeria 
and Numa Pompilius, who received only inspiration and in- 
struction from the famous Camena, and not that of her later 
Hippolytus, as related by Vergil. Jacqueline, 
res Cleyden’s work immensely, believes that it is 
deteriorating on account of his purely spiritual worship, and 
hence her unconventional suggestion that he marry her, 
i Mrs. Warren’s wedding-gift is a beautiful 
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which he does. 
















gold inted crystal cup (one of Cleyden’s poems written 
under the inspiration of ** Egeria’’ was named ‘*The Crystal 
Cup”*); and 1 ime Jacqueline meets her after the 
marriage (about a year later), she informs her that she has 
iccidentally broken it 

Clevden feels the same sense of unfulfilment in the marriage 
state that he did in his spiritual intercourse with Mrs. War 
ren, and, fearful that she will discover this, he would prefe: 
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see too much of Jacqueline or of himself. But 


s from the Warrens 





she did 1 
when, in the spring, an invitation come 
for a week-end —with no other guests—at their country 
place, High Hall, on the Hudson, he leaves the matter to his 
wife, and the invitation is accepted. 


IGH HALL was a lovely old place, with lawns 
sloping to a bluff above the river. Tall, tranquil 
trees, now misty with April green, guarded its 
seclusion on every side, and tempered the glare 
of the majestic water beyond, by the fine latticework of their 
branches. It was a place permeated by the spirit of its 
mistress. Even the crocuses, peeping from the soft turf, 
were just the shade of mauve that she best loved. There 
was not a yellow one among them. As if to acctnt the 
strange fact of her intrusion, Jacqueline wore a gown of 
burnt-orange, and her Phrygian-looking cap was crumpled 
by a bunch of golden grapes. She had also brought her 
tennis-racket with her. Hendley Warren was very keen on 
tennis, she informed Cleyden, and she must have some 
exercise. 
The interior of the house was simply a translation of 
Mrs. Warren’s subtle imagination into actualities. Its 
charm, wistfully elusive, lay in delicate combinations of 
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tone and substance—in a richness of simplicity which 
suppressed detail, only to reveal it at its highest in some 
shadowed corner, whence it emerged gradually, as one took 
in the charming room, like some quality in a rare, secretive 
character that one comes imperceptibly to realize. 

Amid this rarefied beauty, Hendley Warren, ruddy, stout, 
and cordial, moving as host, seemed a little sheepish, a 
little overwhelmed, as Bottom might have seemed had 
Titania borne him off to her fairy palace and asked him to 
do its honors. He exclaimed with joy when he noticed 
Jacqueline’s racket, and insisted on taking her at once to 
see the tennis-court, which was is particular pride. 

“Extraord’nary—don't you know—such a woman as 
Vilet married to a proposition like me!” he said to Jacque- 
line, with his hearty grin that showed both rows of teeth. 
‘““Go mad—quite loony—when I’m stopped up in a house 
more than half an hour—and can’t tell purple from navy 
blue; while she can see more colors than there are in a 
rainbow—and loves to be indoors with ’em. Awfully queer— 
don’t you know—how some women can live without 
exercise!” 

“7 can’t,” Jacqueline assured him, laughing. 

“Good for you!” he retorted gleefully, and then and 
there they began a set. : 

Mrs. Warren and Cleyden were following leisurely at a 
pace set by the lady. She had thrown some white furs about 


her, and her smail, pale face was like an anemone half. 


hidden by snow. 

He remembered that he had called her “Anemone” 
sometimes—* the Wind-shaken.” Certainly, such flaws as 
passion raised had shaken her but slightly. There was not 
so much as a petal of her frail beauty that had suffered 
change. 

As they moved sedately along together, she explained her 
gardens to him, and how, a little later, this bed would bea 
mass of deepest purple, and that one a clear lilac, and the 
others all variations of the same mysterious color. d 

“Tt’s so delightful to have that color even in my name, 
she ended, smiling, and he answered before he thought, 

“Ves—I know.” 

The conversation veered suddenly from that point, as by 
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tacit consent, and as they watched the energetic 
players in the court below, she said again how 
wonderfully Jacqueline had “come out,” and 
how happy he must be as master magician of this wonder. 
He replied gravely that he was indeed, that, even to him, 
Jacqueline was proving each day a revelation. 

They all returned shprtly to the house for tea, after which 
Jacqueline was to try the organ. Tea was served in a hall 
that ran along a wing of the house, and which had been 
altered, as Mrs. Warren said, smiling, to fit the “idea of the 
organ.” With its arched roof, plastered and cunningly 
stained to reproduce the tone of time, its Gothic fireplace 
and woodwork, and sober arras of worn Genoa velvet, it 
looked more like a chapel than a hall. The organ was built 
in at one end, opposite a stained-glass window emblazoned 
with the arms of such princes as had been patrons of music. 
White Madonna lilies in a stone font completed this ecclesi- 
astic impression, and their perfume was suggestive of in- 
cense, 

Jacqueline, having drunk two cups of tea and devoured 
a muffin and a_slice of cake with frank gusto, mounted the 
steps to the little balcony before the organ. As‘she took her 
place there, they could just see, above the railing her shoul- 
ders and small head, with its grapelike clusters of black hair. 

That bourdonnement of an organ’s magnificent bass, dully 
throbbing through the walls and floor, came as an almost 
incredible result of the slight fingers pressing the keys. The 
chord that she held, as it seemed to Cleyden, nerve-rack- 
ingly long, was a strange one—had in it a dissonance that 
plained for change into another. But the other did not 
follow. She merely lifted her hands, pushing in the great 
bourdon stop that controlled it, and sat in silence for a little, 
as if thinking what to play. The next moment, they were 
drowned in the most singular welter of sound possible to 
magine—singular, but at times beautiful; at other times, 
sheerly diabolic. The organ moaned, raved, whispered; 


while in the treble there rose insistently a wild, mocking 
'temolo that Cleyden could only liken to the cry of the 
Screech-ow] prolonged into a sort of inhuman laughter. It 
Was as if an angel with a high-pitched voice had gone into 
Paroxysms of hysterical mirth over the helpless groans of 


Even Neve couldn’t win her from her serene listlessness, though he 
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coaxed with eloquent paws and eyes 


some basso devil pleading for reentry into heaven. And 
through the whole was woven, at times, a lovely, simple 
melody, that might have been crooned by a peasant, 
wholly oblivious of the heavenly and infernal duo crashing 
about her. 

Jacqueline stopped at last, and, leaning on the railing, 
smiled down at the others. 

“Tt’s a perfectly beautiful organ,” she said, addressing her 
hostess. “If I’ve never envied you before, I do now.” 

“What on earth, my dear child,” returned Mrs. Warren, 
“was that astonishing thing you played?” 

“Oh, just something I made up,” said Jacqueline. ‘It’s 
rather amusing, isn’t it?” 

“Well,” pondered Mrs. Warren, “I shouldn’t call it 
amusing. Queer—disturbing, rather. What do you really 
call it?” 

““* La rencontre macabre,” smiled Jacqueline. 

“ And what the deuce is that, if I may be allowed to ask?’ 
put in Hendley Warren. ‘What’s it mean, I mean? I’m 
no good at French.” 

“T fancied a meeting,” explained Jacqueline, “between 
the ghost of a woman and a man who had loved her. The 
man’s still alive, but he doesn’t love her any more—at 
least, not as he did before she was a ghost——” 

‘Ho! Very likely!”’ Warren interpolated, with his jovial 
laugh. “But do goon. Let’s have the rest.” 

“The rest,” said Jacqueline, “is just a sort of struggle 
between them. He doesn’t want to be haunted, you see, 
and she’s bent on haunting him.”’ 

“T say!” exclaimed Warren. ‘You do have rum ideas 
for a little lady that can play tennis like a breeze!” 

“Oh, I can play the organ like a breeze, too,” laughed 
Jacqueline, and, turning, she gave them some Bach, winding 
up with “The Cherubimic Hymn,” by Musitchesky and 
part of Smolensky’s “Easter Mass.” 


’ 


’ 


It did not solve Cleyden’s difficulties in the least to recall 
vividly that evening the warning given him by Mrs. Day 
43 
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not to take Jacqueline for granted. He had, in any event, 
taken her for better, for worse, and she seemed bent on 
emphasizing this “worse.”” What, he asked himself dis- 
tressfully, was she “up to?” What had she meant by that 
afternoon’s extraordinary performance on an instrument 
provided by her hostess? The inner meaning of that truly 
demoniacal parable, as explained serenely by her to the only 
person present who couldn’t understand it, was nothing less 
than a smart slap adminis- 
tered to Mrs. Warren’s un- 
prepared cheek. And how 
—he groaned in_ spirit— 
would she take it? Could 
she—gracious heavens!— 
think that he had known or 
permitted it? As for “hav- 
ing it out” with Jacqueline, 
he had long since discovered 
that one couldn’t possibly 
have anything “out” with 
her that she preferred to 
keep “in.” If he had ac- 
cused her of having such a 
meaning, she would simply 
and serenely have denied it. 
But, as he recalled with a ~ 
relief that was only on the 
surface, however, Mrs. War- 
ren had not given the faintest 
sign, whether by look, tone, 
or manner, that she /ad un- 
derstood. She seemed to 
regard the girl with a gently 
amused indulgence, not alto- 
gether devoid of real admi- 
ration. And yet—— 
Cleyden knew of old how 
completely, how exquisitely 
she could veil the emotions 
that she did not wish per- 
ceived. 


VII 











THEY had arrived on a 
Friday and were to leave the 
following Monday. On Sat- 
urday, Jacqueline spent the 
morning playing tennis with 
her host, and the afternoon 
in riding with him. Mrs. 
Warren did not care to ride; 
besides, as she explained, she 
would take that time to 
catch up with her corre- 
spondence. The others were 
not back for tea, so Cleyden 
had it, perforce, alone with 
her in a charming room that 
he only too well remembered, 
and that spoke of her to him 
as the print of Helen’s head 
on the pillow spoke to 
Menelaus. 

There was more said by 
their very avoidance than mere words could have said. 
He came from that strange (éte-d-téte feeling as Orpheus 
might have felt if he had gone to find Eurydice with a living 
wife clinging to his arm. And yet, beyond a poignant, all- 
pervading distress, he could not make out to himself just 
what his feeling was. A cold, steady anger against Jacque- 
line was not an inconsiderable part of it. 

On Sunday, he managed with determination that he and 
not Jacqueline should go off with their host (it was to bea 








motoring-jaunt of a hundred miles this time), though he 
departed with some qualms as to what might transpire 
between the two women before his return. 

Both Jacqueline and Mrs. Warren took their enforced 
companionship very lightly. They pottered about the 


gardens for an hour—Jacqueline having declared that she 
“loved digging things up and setting things out "—then 
had luncheon together, and after luncheon settled down jn 























































“If you don't do it for me,” Jacqueline called 


the library to read. The remarks exchanged between them 
up to that moment had been friendly, bland, and unim- 
portant to a degree. : 
It was when Mrs. Warren, in searching for a book which 
she thought Jacqueline might enjoy, came upon an envelop 
of newspaper clippings between its pages, that a dialogue © 
more interest occurred. 
“TI suppose, of course,” she said, unfolding one of the 
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igh he clippings, “that you’ve Tead Grenling ‘Wraxton’s review Mrs. Warren was still serutinizing the slip of paper. 

nt of your husband’s poems?” On Jacqueline’s assenting, she “Why, what he calls here a poet’s ‘high delight in the 

epee asked, “And what did you think of it?” actual world’’’—her eyes traveled down the slip—‘ ‘the 

as “T thovght it awfully good—so true.” : ecstacy of his return to earth.’ Don’t you think’’—her 

ner Mrs. Warren’s eyes were running over the printed slip in eyes were now raised to Jacqueline’s—* that it’s just that a 

at she her hand. ___ finer critic might deplore in them? 

" 7 a “Didn’t it strike you,” she then remarked, “that some of “You mean,” said Jacqueline, still with her greatly 

ae his praise was of—not faults exactly, but of a certain. interested air, “that they're ‘foo of the earth earthy’?” 
Mrs. Warren smiled in de- 


preciation. 

“That’s not quite my 
meaning,” she said gently. 
“It’s not so clear—so posi- 
tive. What I feel in them, 
despite their undeniable 
beauty, is an absence of 
something his earlier poems 
had so wonderfully.” 

Jacqueline smiled back, 
showing her pretty, strong 
young teeth. 

“Since I interpret you too 
bluntly, won’t you explain 
what you mean yourself?” 
she suggested. 

Mrs. Warren’s eyes were 
now fixed on the cloud 
whitened river behind the 
fretwork of trees. Her voice 
came softly, as if from the 
distance in which her 
thought was plunged. 

“Tt was the spiritual qual 
ity in his other poems that 
made them so—apart, so 
exquisitely above the heads 
of critics like Wraxton,” she 
murmured, 

“Oh, I see!” Jacqueline 
cried brightly. “You're 
thinking of ‘The Crystal 
Cup.’” 

“TT confess,” admitted Mrs. 
Warren, “that I find it 
how shall I say?—rarer, more 
unusual, than‘ Rhea Victrix.’ 
You see,” she qualified, 
‘Rhea has conquered so 
many, but so few have been 
privileged to drink from 
‘The Crystal Cup.’” Be 
fore Jacqueline could 
speak, she added quickly, 
“Have you read it lately 

I nican that poem in 
particular?” 

“No,” said the girl, giving 
her full rein, wondering al 
most delightedly what was 
coming next. 

“Then,” exclaimed Mrs. 
Warren, rising, “do read it 
over now—and compare it 
in your mind with the poem 
in ‘Rhea Victrix’ called 

‘Hippocrene’—the one that has Keats’ lines for heading: 


after him. “I'll never speak to you again” 


quality in the poems that a subtler critic mightn’t have 
eons n the p bem: that a subtler critic mightn’t have “Oh, for a’draught of vintage that hath been 
— - areas - : 5 ; Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth!” 

Jacqueline, looking highly interested, pushed aside a bow! : 

T crocuses that she might see the other’s face more clearly The expression with which Jacqueline’s eyes fixed on 
hey Were seated near one of the windows, and a sky full her slight back while she went toward the book-shelves, 
ol white clouds threw a pale, vivid light into the room. one would have thought must produce a sensation there 
, A certain quality? What quality?” she inquired,‘as if ds of the concentrated spot of light from a burning-glas: 
“eeply anxious to hear. But she seemed quite unconscious, and returned with a 
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copy of “The Crystal Cup,” open at the poem in ques- 
tion. She placed it on the table, saying, before she took her 
hand from the pages which it pressed apart: 

“And when you come to the last lines—please have the 
ones he’s added, in your mind, too. Beautiful as it is here, 
it just misses the touch of completion which they give.” 

‘Lines Stuart has added to it?” asked Jacqueline, her 
brows lifting. ‘*What lines? When?” 

Mrs. Warren's face fell a little. 

“Oh,” she breathed remorsefully, “ hasn’t he showed them 
to you yet? I’m afraid I’ve blundered on something he 
wanted to tell you himself.” 

Jacqueline’s brow had composed itself again to a clear 
calmness. 

“We're not at all sentimental about such things,” she 
said. ‘You tell me.” 

“You're sure he wouldnit be annoyed?” hesitated Mrs. 
Warren. 

‘Not the least in the world!’’ Jacqueline assured her 
cheerfully. 

“Then,” she replied, “I'll fetch them. I think [ left 
them in my sitting-room yesterday, where he wrote them— 
or they may be up-stairs in my portfolio. You don’t mind 
Waiting a few minutes while I look?” 

“Of course not,” said Jacqueline. 

She sat quite still, her elbow on the open book, her chin 
in her hand, gazing out at the pearl-white river until Mrs. 
Warren returned. 

‘“T found I'd carried it up-stairs with me,” she explained, 
laying a sheet of mauve-gray paper on the table. “When 
you've read it, I’m sure you'll agree with me that it ought to 
be printed in the next edition.” 

Jacqueline read the poem as it was published, then, 
placing the sheet of paper over it, read the new lines. 
Cleyden’s small, compact handwriting made her feel as if 
she listened to his voice. The poem without their addition 
was merely the description of the mysterious cup of crystal 
and the magic vintage with which it brimmed. The added 
lines ran as follows: 

Yet should I break the cup, Egeria, 
Its magic halves would swiftly reunite, 
The mystic vintage fill it as of old 
With beauty from the birth of time foretold, 
With ecstacy as of a quenchless light, 
\ware of its own essence. Ah, with all 
That keeps my violent humanhood in thrall, 
That makes my thirst divine, Egeria! 


Jacqueline read these lines over several times; then she 
looked up and said, as if tasting the expression and_ not 
liking the taste, 

“Don’t you think ‘violent humanhood,’ rather forced 
affected?” 

“No; it hadn't struck me so,” answered Mrs. Warren. 
“The beauty of the idea is so great that I never thought of 
picking it apart word by word.” 

“Well,” said Jacqueline, “I suppose I’ve got into that 
habit from working so much with Stuart, word by word, 
literally.” 

“But you must think those lines beautiful as a whole?” 

Jacqueline shook her head. 

‘They don’t seem to me up to what I should call Stuart's 
‘mark,’” she said thoughtfully. ‘On thinking it over, I 
quite hate ‘violent humanhood,’ and ‘thirst divine’ is just 
a crib from * Drink to me only with thine eyes.’ No,’ she 
ended decidedly; ‘I honestly can’t say I'd like to see them 
added to the poem.” 

“Ah, well,” sighed Mrs. Warren, smiling, “I'm sorry 
you don't like them as much as I do. But I suppose, in the 
end, he'll decide the question for himself.” 

“Oh, of course he will!’ said Jacqueline, with ready 
assent. “I wouldn’t interfere with his final decision for 
worlds. You see, it’s just his deciding for himself that gives 
it value.” 

The conversation after this trailed off into a general 


discussion of poets, both major and minor, and then the two 
ladies separated until tea-time. Cleyden was much relieved 
to find them on his return, lapped in an atmosphere of 
serene amenity. 


“By George,” exclaimed Hendley Warren, when, on the 
next morning, the couple took their departure, “that's the 
rippingest girl I’ve seen in a month of Sundays!” 

‘‘She’s certainly the most amazingly self-controlled one,” 
his wife replied thoughtfully. ‘ 

Warren gaped, but said nothing. He was quite used, 
after fifteen years of wedded life, to hear his Violet praise 
people for qualities that he had never suspected, and which, 
in the abstract, he did not particularly admire. 


VIII 


ONE result of this visit—at least, what Cleyden couldn't 
help thinking a result—was a certain pensive attitude on 
Jacqueline’s part that showed itself in long silences, during 
which he would look up to find her eyes fastened on him 
with what seemed a grave surmise in their depths. But when 
he asked her, as he sometimes did at first, ‘What on earth, 
Jack, my dear, are you thinking of?” she would invariably 
reply, “I really don’t think I was thinking at all, Stuart.” 

These absences of mind, however, were accompanied by 
absences of body that struck him even more. It was only 
when he came in, day after day, to find her gone, that he 
realized how acutely he missed her glowing presence. If 
only, he told himself, in these hours of unwilling solitude, 
they could have married when he was younger. Yet that 
idea had a droll sting in it, for, as Jacqueline was now only 
twenty-two, to have had his wish and loved her, say, at 
thirty—would have involved her then being only thirteen. 
It was a most wretched sensation—this belated and re- 
morseful acknowledgment of the fact that he had indeed 
been a “selfish beast” thus to bind to him for life a young 
creature absolutely ignorant of what might mean the love 
between man and woman. He gazed with abject eyes on 
the muddle that, as he had once told her, he had made of 
things, not then foreseeing that her own brilliant young life 
was just the one thing that he would muddle most hope- 
lessly. Such was the mournful conclusion to which he had 
come. 

To add to this conviction of general ‘‘ muddleness,”’ there 
occurred, about two weeks after their visit to High Hall, a 
startling and shocking event that touched him nearly, 
though not as nearly as it would once have done. Coming 
down rather late, one morning, for his cup of coffee, which 
he always had with Jacqueline, he found her gazing at the 
day’s paper with a queer, somber look. When he asked her 
what she had seen in it to make her look like that, she 
replied, by handing him the paper, with the remark, 

‘“T suppose it shocked me more because I’ve seen him so 
lately—but it’s a horrible thing, anyway.” 

Cleyden was in his turn staring at the head-lines, which 
had sprung at him with the effect of a sharp blow. 


Tracic DEATH OF PROMINENT MILLIONAIRE 
HENDLEY WARREN DASHED TO DEATH IN His Own CAR 


He somehow knew that Jacqueline’s eyes were now fixed 
on him with the same look with which she had regarded 
those head-lines, and, though he put forth all his will, he 
was dismayed to feel how, in spite of it, the blood rushed to 
his face, then ebbed as suddenly. ‘ 

He knew, as he sat there, reading the horrid, gloating 
description, that he must show in every line of his face some, 
at least, of the intense emotion it aroused. And it was at 
this juncture that Jacqueline made a remark that shocked 
him almost as much as the news of Warren’s death. ; 

“She'll look perfectly lovely in black,” was what she said. 

Cleyden didn’t comment on what seemed to him the crude 
heartlessness, almost commonness, of this singular observa- 
tion. He couldn’t have spoken if he had wanted to, and he 
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Now suddenly. behind a mass of lichened granite, he came upon her. She was seated on the brown fir-needles, her 


violin. like a sleeping baby. across her knees, her eyes. vague and unfocused, gazing before her 
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very much didn’t want to just then. It was all assailing 
him in short, rough waves that gave him no breathing- 
intervals—the past, his barren love, what was at that 
moment, what might have been. And, under this merciless 
assault from the deep of feeling, he was striving with all his 
might to maintain the appearance of a man who, from a 
secure refuge on dry land, watches, not unmoved but with 
composure, a storm at sea. 

Jacqueline jerked out suddenly, with rancor, 

‘Life is hideous!’’ then rose and left the table. At the 
door, she paused, however, to say in a milder tone: “It 
brings it home to me so—our having played tennis together 
only two weeks ago. He was a good sort. I liked him.” 

Her voice had a girlish gulp in it over these last sentences, 
She went out abruptly, closing the door behind her. 

The ultimate effect on him of this event was to fill him 
with a hungry craving for more of the affection to which, 
as one stupidly says, he “had a right.” Having burned his 
bridges, he didn’t purpose sitting on the bank of an unford- 
able stream, bestrewing his head with their ashes. He 
determined that, if there were a key to Jacqueline’s strange 
heart, he would find it. If not—why, he had the pride, 
peculiar to some men, which forbids them to force even 
symbolical locks, or to enjoy the methods of the Magyar 
in love. : 

And still she kept up her long absences—returning often 
so tired out that, while he read aloud to her after dinner, she 
would fall fast asleep. At these times, her unconscious face 
looked thin and haggard. Her eyebrows would lift piteously, 
as if under the unbearable sadness of her dreams. He would 
wake her with a kiss, and she would smile, yawn, stretch, 
and go off to bed, saying that she must have a long sleep, 
as she wanted to get to work very early next morning. 

On one of these occasions, after watching her intently for 
some time, Cleyden put aside the book he had been reading, 
and going over, laid his hand on hers. It twitched away 
from him, and she sat up, her eyes confused and startled. 
Then, with a disconcerted little laugh, she exclaimed: 

“Was I asleep again? I’m so sorry! I can’t imagine 
what makes me so stupid.” 

“My dear girl,” replied Cleyden, “you’re not stupid. 
You’re simply worn out, and I’m going to insist on a few 
days’ rest at Fair Winds.” 

He looked obstinate as only an anxious man 
can look, and Jacqueline, whose first impulse 
had been -to refuse sharply, smiled suddenly 
after a pause, and said: 

“Very well. I don’t mind a day or two off. 
I'll confess, too, that I’ve been rather pining 
for a sight of Neve.”’ - 

Neve was her collie, and he stayed 
always at Fair Winds, the Days’ 
place on Long Island. 

They went there the next after- 
noon, but during the three days that 
followed, Cleyden 
found himself no 
nearer the inmost 
Jacqueline than he 
had been in New 
York. She was all 











A fortnight later, Mrs. Warren received the unpublished lines to “Egeria,’”’ with the 
correct date on which they had been written typed above them 






a smooth, bright surface, her real center as hidden from 
him as the center of a silver ball. 

She talked very little, in spite of her cheerful air oj 
acquiescence, saying that he wanted her to rest, and that 
one couldn’t rest and talk at the same time. 

Even Neve couldn’t win her from her serene listlessness 
though he coaxed with eloquent paws and eyes. 

When they returned to town, at once she withdrew again 
into her work, and when he ventured to complain that he 
never saw her from morning until night, she only said that 
she had to make up for those three days of idleness. 

The mere human missing of her became so great, finally, 
that he decided, one afternoon, to hunt her down in what she 
called her ‘“‘lair’’—the place where, of late, she had taken 
to spending such long hours together. Her reason—her 
‘excuse,’ he sadly named it in his heart—was that she was 
working out a musical idea which haunted her and which 
she couldn’t quite catch. This “lair” was a room that she 
had used as a studio since she was eighteen, and which her 
father, much amused at what he called her “artistic airs,” 
had leased for her in Forty-seventh Street. It contained a 
grand piano, an organ, a Jacobean refectory-table, and a 
few other articles of furniture equally severe. Oddly con- 
trasting with these was a little wheeled table for five-o’clock 
tea, and a cottage bookcase, filled with music and the books 
that she had most loved since she was six years old. 

At the door of this retreat, Cleyden humbly knocked one 
afternoon toward the middle of June. Jacqueline herself 
opened to him, with a petulant snapping-back of the latch 
that made him know how she resented the interruption. 

When she saw who it was, her color flared, though she 
had been noticeably pale before. She had nothing for him in 
the first few seconds but that leap of scarlet—not an exclam- 
ation, not a greeting. It was like the silent stare of one 
suddenly confronted with an apparition. 

‘Do forgive me if I’ve interrupted a ‘mood’,”’ he pleaded, 
a little shamefaced. “The fact is, I missed you oo horribly 
this afternoon. I thought you must be nearly through— 
that we might have tea together.” 

She had quite recovered her usual composure by now, and 
said: 

“Oh, it’s all right! Do come in—but I’m sorry about 
tea. I’ve just had it with Conny Brett, and I’m afraid we 
took the last leaf from the caddy.” 

She went before him across the 
little red-tiled antechamber with 
its two laurel trees and stone table, 
pushing in the gold comb that held 
her bunched hair in place with one 

hand, and opening the 
inner door with the 
other. 

“Here’s Stuart come 
for some tea, Conny,” 
she said. “Js there any 
left?” 

Conway Brett, a big, 
fair young fellow of 

: twenty-five, who had 





(Continued on page 135) 
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aatt® KING, who plays the star role in the Pathé serial, “The Mystery of the Double Cross,” 
i is only nineteen, but can claim the stage experience of one twice her years, for her first appearance 
was at the age of two. She grew up through musical comedy and vaudeville to great success in motion pictures. 
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* * Bate ted ¥ 


Lyre KELLY effected a quick change of art when she gave up her work as an illustrator to become 
i | photo-play actress. As the adventuress, Madame Savutz, in the big Vitagraph serial, “The Secret 


mm,” she had to do things that scared her nearly to death, but pluckily went through her difficult part. 
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ELL] STORY is a recent accession to the ranks of our concert singers, having decided to do more artistic things 
with her highly cultivated soprano voice than musical comedy permitted. To her repertoire she has now adde 
a new and charming waltz-song, “‘ Blue Bird.” Miss Story is an American girl, and comes from the Middle West 
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At night, Gyp, looking from her bedroom through the 
flat branches of .the pine, would get a feeling of being the 


only creature in the world, The crinkled, silvery sea, that 
" | 4 | ae Sa 
tree, the cold moon, the sky dark corn-flowe: 

and sucking rustle of the surf over the beach- 
en the salt. chill air, seemed lonely. SY day, 
too—in the hazy heat when the clouds merged, scarce 
drifting, into the blue, and the coarse sea-grass tufts hardly 
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quivered, and sea-birds passed close above the water with 
chuckle and cry—it all often seemed part of a dream. She 
bathed, and grew as tanned as her little daughter, a regular 
Gipsy, in her broad hat and linen frocks; and yet she 
hardly seemed to be living down here at all, for she was 
never free of the memory of that last meeting with Summer- 
vay. Why had he spoken and put an end to their quiet 
friendship, and left her to such heart-searchings all by her- 
self? But she did not want his words unsaid. Only, how 
or to pass beyond the 









to know whether to recoil and fly, 
dread of letting herself go, of plunging deep into the 
unknown depths of love—of that passion whose nature for 
the first time she had tremulously felt watching * Pagliacci” 

-and had ever since been feeling and trembling at! Must 
it really be neck or nothing? Did she care enough to break 
through all barriers, fling herself into midstream? When 
they could see each other every day, it was so easy to live 
for the next meeting—not think of what was coming alter. 
But now, with all else cut away, there was only the future 
to think about—hers and his. But need she trouble about 
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his? Would he not just love her as long as he hiked: 
Then she thought of her father—still faithful to a memory 
yes—even 


“Am J 





Some men loved on 





and felt ashamed. , 
beyond death! But, sometimes, she would think: 
i. candle-flame again? Is he just 
going to burn himself? What real 
good can I be to him—TI, with- 
out freedom and with my 
baby, who will grow up?” 

Yet all these thoughts 
were, ina Way, unreal. 

The struggle was in 











herself, so deep that 
she could hardly un- 
derstand it; asmight 
be an effort to sub- 
due the instinctive 
dread of a preci- 
pice. And she 
would feel a kind 
of resentment 
against all the 
happy life 
round here these 
summer days. 
To the’ one 
post each day 
she looked for- 
ward — terribly. 
And vet his let- 
ters, which be- 
gan like hers: 
“My dear 
friend,” might 
have been read 
by anyone— 
almost. She 
spenta long time 
over her an- 
swers. She was not 
sleeping well; and, 
lving awake, she could 
see his face very distinct 
before her closed eves- its 
r teasing, lazy smile, its sud- 
den intent gravity. Once 
she had a dream of him, 
rushing past her down into 
the sea. She called, but, e 
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she lost sight of him, and woke up suddenly with 
in her heart. 
away. His face, his flung-back head reminded 
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sharply of those words. 
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He came up to the veranda and 


without turning his head, he swam out further, further, till 


‘If you can't love me, [ve got to break 


ner too 


Now that he was aWay irom her, 





would he not feel that it was best to break—and forget 
her? Up there, he would meet girls untouched by life— 
not like herself. He had everything before him; could he 
possibly go on wanting one who had nothing before her? 
Some blue-eyed girl with auburn hair—that type so superior 
to her own—would sweep, perhaps had already swept him, 
away from her! What then? No worse than it used to he? 
Ah, so much worse that she dared not think of it! 

Then, for five days, no letter came. And, with each 
blank morning, the ache in her grew—a sharp, definite ache 
of longing and jealousy, utterly unlike the mere feeling of 
outraged pride when she had surprised Fiorsen and Daphne 
Wing in the music-room—a hundred years ago, it seemed. 
When on the fifth day the postman left nothing but « bill 
for little Gyp’s shoes, and a note from aunt Rosan 1 at 


Harrogate, where she had gone with Winton for the iual 
cure, Gyp’s heart sank to the depths. Was this the end? 
And, with a blind, numb feeling, she wandered out int the 
wood, where the fall of the pine-needles, season after sv.son, 
had made of the ground one soft, dark, dust-colored bed, on 


which the sunlight traced the pattern of the pine boughs, 
and ants rummaged about their great heaped dwelling-. 


Gyp went along till she could see no outer world the 
gray-brown tree-stems streaked with gum-resin, and. throw- 
ing herself down on her face, dug her elbows deep into 

the pine dust. Tears, so rare with her, forced their 

way up, and trickled slowly to the hands whereon her 
chin rested. No good—crying! Crying only 


made her ill; crying was no relief. She turne 
over on her back and lay motionless, the sun- 
beams warm on her cheeks. Silent here, 


even at noon! The sough of the calm 
sea could not reach so far; the flies 


were few; no bird sang. Cloud-ilveces 

drifted slowly over the blue. There 

should be peace—but in her there 
Was none! 


A dusky shape came padding 
through the trees a little way off, 
another—two donkeys loose irom 
somewhere, who stood _ licking 
each other’s necks and SES. 
Those two humble beasts. so 
friendly, made her feel ashamed. 
Why should she be sorry tor her- 
self, she who had everything in 


life she wanted 
—except e— 
the love she had 
thought she 
would never 
want? Ah, but 
she wanted it 
now, wanted it 
at last with al! her 
being! 

With a shudder, she =prang 
up; the ants had got to her. and 
she had to pick them off her neck 

and dress. She wandered back 

toward the beach. If he had truly 


found some one to fill his tho ights 
and drive her out, all the better for 
him; she would never, by word or 
sign, show him that she missed and 
wanted him—never! She yuld 


sooner die! ‘ 
She came out into the sun-nine. 


The tide was low, and the wet tore- 
shore gleamed with opal tints lere 
were wandering tracks on the as 
of great serpents winding their ways 
beneath the surface; and awa} st 
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it off the line of coast was like a dream-shape. All was 


get 
@ ireamy. And, suddenly, her heart began beating to sutfo- 
he ‘ation. nd the color flooded up in her cheeks. On the edge 
er? { the low cliff bank, by the side of the path, Summerhay 
rior vas sitting! 
‘im, He got up and came toward her. Putting her hands up 
he? to her glowing face, she said: * 
“Ves: it’s me. Did you ever see such a gipsified object? 
ich [ thought you were still in Scotland. How’s dear Ossy?”’ 
he Then her self-possession failed, and she looked down. 
t of “It's no good, Gyp. I must know.” 
ne It seemed to Gyp that her heart had given up beating. 
ed. She said quietly, *Let’s sit down a minute,” and moved 
bill nder the cliff bank where they could not be seen from the 
1 at wuse. There, drawing the coarse grass blades through her 
ual ngers, she said, with a shiver: 
nd? ‘IT didn't try to make you, did I? I never tried.” 
the ‘No never.” 
on, “It's wrong.’ \ ; 
, on ‘Who cares? No one could care who loves as I do. Oh, ‘ ‘4 
shs. Gyp, can't you love me? I know I’m nothing much.” 
How quaint and boyish! ‘But it’s eleven weeks to-day f i 
the since we met in the train. I don’t think I’ve had one i z 
W- inute’s let-up since.”’ i 
into “Have you tried?” f 
1eir “Why should I, when I love you?” ; 
her Gyp sighed—relief, delight, pain? She did not know. < 
nly “Then what is to be done? Look over there—that bit r 
ned {blue in the grass is my baby daughter. There’s her—and . 
in- vy father—and _ : 


And what?” 
‘lm afraid—afraid of love, Bryan.” 
At that first use of his name, Summerhay turned pale 








ces nd seized her hand. . 5 
ere \fraid —how—afraid?” 
1ere Gyp said, very low: . 
“T might love too much. Don't say any more now. No; 
ling lont! Let’s go in and have lunch.’ And she got up. er 
off, He stayed till tea-time, and not a word more of love did ‘ 
rom he speak. But when he was gone, she sat under the pine i 
ing * tree with little Gyp on her lap. Love! If her mother had % 
Ses, hecked love, she herself would never have been born. , y 
50 he midges were biting before she went in. After watching 
ed. Betty give littke Gyp her bath, she crossed the passage to 3 
1eT- ler bedroom and leaned out of the window. Could it have e 
: in en to-day she had lain on the ground with tears of despair 
ted tunning down onto her hands? Away to the left of the £ 
e pine tree, the moon had floated up, soft, barely visible in 3 
had the paling sky. A new world, an enchanted garden! And a 
she between her and it—what was there? me, + 
er That evening, she sat with a book on her lap, not reading; ; 
put ind in her went on the strange revolution which comes in . 
it the souls of all women who are not half-men when first they " 
| it love—the sinking of ‘‘I” into “Thou,” the passionate, - 
her spiritual subjection, the intense, unconscious giving-up of 
will In preparation for completer union. She could see all the workings of his face—passion, 
__ She slept without dreaming, awoke heavy and oppressed. reverence, above all, amazement is 
loo languid to bathe, she sat listless on the beach with et 
uttle Gyp all the morning. Had she energy or spirit to high; in them humblebees were hard at work; and. = 
meet him in the afternoon by the rock archway, as she had — above, the white-throated swallows dipped and _ soared. , 
promised? For the first time since she was a small and Gyp gathered a bunch of chicory flowers. She was close x 
haughty child, she avoided the eyes of Betty. One could above the shore before she saw him standing in the rock yi 
hot be afraid of that stout, devoted soul, but one could feel archway, looking for her across the beach. After the hum a 
re she knew too much. When the time came, after early of the bees and flies, it was very quiet here—only the 2 
ta, she started out; for if she did not go, he would come, faintest hiss of tiny waves. He had not yet heard her i 
and she did not want the servants to see him two days coming, and the thought flashed through her, “If I take a 
mang. another step, it is forever!” She stood there scarcely P 
ine. This last day of August was warm and still, and had a__ breathing, the chicory flowers held before her lips. Then " 
yre- kind ol beneficence—the corn all gathered in, the apples she heard him sigh, and, moving quickly forward, said, a 
nere mellowing, robins singing already, a few slumberous, soft “Here IT am!” a 
, as Clouds, a pale-blue sky, a smiling sea. She went inland He turned round, seized her hand, and, without a word, 
avs cross the stream, and took a footpath back to the shore." they passed through the archway. They waiked on the 


No pines gr 


mor v on that side, where the soil was richer—of a hard sand, side by side, till he said, 
‘iddy brown. The second crops of clover were already “Let’s go up into the fields.” 
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They scrambled up the low cliff and went along the 
grassy top to a gate into a stubble field. He held it open 
for her, but, as she passed, caught her in his arms and 
kissed her lips as if he would never stop. To her, who had 
been kissed a thousand times, it was the first kiss. Deadly 
pale, she fell back from him against the gate; then, her lips 
still quivering, her eves very dark, she looked at him dis- 
traught, drunk on that kiss. And, suddenly turning 
round to the gate, she laid her arms on the top. bar 
and buried her face on them. A sob came up in her throat 
that seemed to tear her to bits, and she cried if her 
heart would break. His timid, despairing touches, his voice 
close to her eer: “Gyp, Gyp! My darling! My love! Oh, 
don’t, Gyp!” were not of the least avail; she could not 
stop. That kiss had broken down something in her soul, 
—_ away her life up to that moment, done something 
errible and wonderful. At last, she struggled out: 


‘I’m sorry—so sorry! Don’t—don't look at me! Go 
away a little, and P'II—T'll be all right.” 
He obeyed without a word, and, pcssing through the 


gate, sat down on the edge of the cliff with his back to her. 

Gripping the wood of the old gray gate till it hurt her 
hands, Gyp gazed at the chicory flowers and poppies tht 
had grown up again in the stubble field, at the. butterflies 
chasing in the sunlight over the hedge toward the crinkly 
foam edging the quiet sea till they were but flutterin: 
white specks in the blue. 

But when she had rubbed her cheeks and smoothed h 
face, she was no nearer to feeling that she could trust her- 
self. What had happened in her was too violent, too sweet, 
too terrifying. And going up to him, she said: 

‘Let me go home now by myself. Please let me go, dear! 
To-morrow!” Summerhay looked up. 

“Whatever you wish, Gyp always!” : 

He pressed her hand against his cheek, then let it go, and, 
folding his arms tight, resumed his meaningless stare at 
the sea. Gyp turned away. She crossed back to the other 
side of the stream, but did not go in for a long time, sitting 
in the pine wood till the evening gcthered and the stars 
crept out in a sky of that mauve- -blue which the psychic 
say is the soul-garment color of the good. 

Late that night, when she had finished brushing her heir 
she opened her window and stepped out onto the verand: 
How warm! How still! Not a sound from the sleeping 
house—not a breath of wind! Her face framed in her hair, 
her hands, and all her body felt as if on fire. The moon 
behind the pine-tree branches was filling every cranny of 
her brain with wakefulness. The soft shiver of the well- 
nigh surfless sea on a rising tide, rose, fell, rose, fell. The 
sand cliff shone like a bank of snow. And all wes inhabited, 
as a moonlit night is wont to be, by a magical Presence. 
A big moth went past her face, so close that she felt the 
flutter of its wings. A little right beast somewhere was 
scruttling in bushes or the sand. Suddenly, across the wan 
grass, the shadow of the pine-trunk moved. It moved—ever 
so little—moved! And, petrified, Gyp stared. There, 
joined to the trunk, Summerhay was standing, his face 
just visible against the stem, the moonlight on one cheek, « 
hand shading his eyes. He moved that hand, held it out in 
supplication. For long—how long!—Gyp did not stir, look- 
ing straight at that beseeching figure. Then, with a feeling 
she had never known, she saw him coming. He came up 
to the veranda and stood — ing up at She could 
see all the workings of his f: passion, reverence, 
all, amazement; and she wine his awed whisper: 

‘Is it you, Gyp? Really you? You look 
young. 
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she passed straight into a state the more enchanted because 
she had never believed in it, had never thought that she 
could love as she now loved. Days and nights went by in a 
sort of dream, and when Summerhay was not with her, she 
wes simply waiting with a smile on her lips for the next-hour 
of meeting. Just as she had never felt it possible to admit 
the world into the secrets of her married life, so now she 
did not consider the world at all. Only the thought of her 
father weighed on her conscience. He was back in town, 
And she felt that she must tell him. When Summerhay 


heard this he only said, “All right, Gyp; whatever yoy 
think best.” 
And two days before her month at the bungalow was up, 


she went, leaving Betty and little Gyp to follow on the last 
day. Winton, pale and somewhat languid, as men are 
when they have been cured, found her when he came in 
from the club. She had put on evening dress, and above 
the pallor of her shoulders, her sun-warmed face and throat 


had almost the color of a nectarine. He had never seen 
her look like that, never seen her eyes so full of light. 
And he uttered a quiet grunt of satisfaction. It was as ifa 


fower which he had last seen in close and elegant shape 
had bloomed in full perfection. She did not meet his gaze 
qu ite steadily, and all that evening kept putting her confes- 
sion off and off. It was not easy—far from easy. At last, 
when he was smoking his ‘*‘go-to-bed” cigarette, she took 
a cushion and sank down on it beside his cheir ining 
ageinst his knee, where her face was hidden from him, as 
on that day, after her first ball, when she hed listened to 
i is confession. And she began, 

“Dad, do you remember my saying once that I didn’t 
understand what you and my mother felt for each other?” 
Winton did not speak: 1 misgiving hed taken possession of 
him. Gyp went on, “I know nov; how one would rather 
die than give some one up.” 

Winton drew his breath in sharply. 





“Who? Summerhay?” 

“Yes; I used to think I should never be in love; but you 
knew better.” 

Better! In disconsolate silence, he thought rapidly: 


‘What's to be done? What canI do? Gethera divorce? 

Perhaps because of the ring in, her voice or the sheer 
scriousness of the position, he did not feel resentment as 
when he lost her to Fiorsen. Love such as had overtaken 
her mother and himself! And this young man? A decent 
fellow, a good rider, comprehensible! Ah, if the course had 
only been clear! He put his hand on her shoulder and said, 

“Well, Gyp, we must go for the divorce, then, after all.” 

She shook her head. 

“It’s too late. Let ‘im divorce me, if he only will!” 
\vinton needed all his self-control at that moment. Too 
late? Already! Sudden recollection that he had not the 
ritvht to say a word alone kept him silent. Gyp went 
on: “IT love him with every bit of me. I don't car 
what comes—\ ‘hether it’s open or secret. I don’t care 
what anybody thinks 

: had turned roi nd now, and if Winton had doubt o! 
hen fecline, he lost it. This was a Gyp he had never seen. 


A glowing, soft, quic! -breathing creature, with just tha! 
or lioness whose" 


lithe, watchful look of the mother cct 
whelps are threatened. At last, he said, 
‘I’m sorry you didn’t tell me sooner.” 


‘Icouldn’t. I didn’t know. Ch, dad, I’m always hurtin 
you! Forgive me!” c 
She was pressing his hand to her cheek that felt burnin” 


hot. And he thought: “Forgive! Of course I forgive. 
That's not the point; the point is——” 

And a vision of his loved one talked about, besn irched, 
bandied from mouth to mouth, or else—for he r what there 


had been for him, a hole-and-corner life, an ondergrenil 

‘istence of stealthy meetings kept dark, above all from 
her own little daughter. Ah, not that! And yet—was nol 
even that better than the other, which revolted to the soul 
pride in her, roused in advance his fury 


his fnstidious 
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W hat had happened in her was too violent, too sweet, too terrifying. And going up to him, she said: “Let me go 


home now by myself. Please let me go, dear! To-morrow r 
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against tongues that would wag, and eyes that would wink 
or be uplifted in righteousness? Summerhay’s world was 
more or less his world; scandal, which—like all parasitic 
srowths—flourishes in enclosed spaces, would have every 
chance. And, at once, his brain began to search, steely 
and quick, for some way out; and the expression as when a 
fox breaks covert came on his face. 

‘Nobody knows, Gyp?” 

“‘No; nobody.” 

That was something! With 
an irritation that rose from 
his very soul, he muttered: 

‘I can’t stand it that you 
should suffer, and that fellow 
Fiorsen go scot-free. Can you 
give up seeing Summerhay 
while we get. you a divorce? 
We might do it, if no one 
knows. I think you oye it to 
me, Gyp.” 

Gyp got up and stood by the 
window a long time without 
answering. Winton watched 
her face. At last, she said: 

“Tcouldn’t. We might stop 
seeing each other; it isn't that. 
It's what I should feel. I 
shouldn’t respect myself after; 
I should feel so mean. Qh, 
dad, don’t you see? He really 
loved me in his way. And to 
pretend! To make out a 
case for myself, tell about 
Daphne Wing, about his drink- 
ing, and baby; pretend that I 
wanted him to love me, when 
I got to hate it and didn't care 
really whether he was faithful 
or not—and knowing all the 
while that I’ve been everything 
to some one else! I couldn't. 
I'd much rather let him 
know, and ask him to divorce 
me.” 

Winton replied, 

‘And suppose he won’t?” 

“Then my mind would be 
clear, anyway; and we would 
take what we could. 

* And little Gyp?” 

Staring before her as if try- 
ing to see into the future, she 
said slowly: 

“Some day, she'll under- 
stand—asI do. Or perhaps it 
will be all over before she knows. 
Does happiness ever last?” 

And, going up to him, she 
bent over, kissed his forehead, 
and went out. The warmth 
from her lips and the scent of 
her remained with Winton like 
a sensation wafted from the 
past. Was there, then, nothing to be done—nothing? 
Men of his stamp do not, as a general thing, see very 
deep, even into those who are nearest to them; but to- 
night he saw his daughter’s nature more fully perhaps 
than ever before. No use to importune her to act against 
her instincts—not a bit of use! And yet—how to sit and 
watch it all—perhaps for many years? And the old vulgar 
saying passed through his mind: ‘What's bred in the 
bone will come out in the meat.’ Now she had given, she 
would give with both hands—beyond measure—beyond !— 
as he himself, as her mother had given! Ah, well, she was 


better off than his own loved one had been. On ust 
not go ahead of trouble or cry over spilled milk. 


VIII 
Gyr had a wakeful night. The question she herse\! had 
raised—of telling Fiorsen—kept her thoughts in 1 oil. 
Was he likely to divorce her if she did? His conte: lor 
what he called ‘these bourgeois morals,’ his instability. the 


When the door ,was shut, she retreated against 


while her heart throbbed as if it 


very unpleasantness, and offense to his vanity—a this 
would prevent him. No; he would not divorce her. she 
was sure, unless, by any chance, he wanted legal freecom, 
and that was quite unlikely. What, then, would be gained 
Ease for her conscience? But had she any right to ea- 
conscience if it brought harm to her lover? And was it not 


ridiculous to think of conscience in regard to one “10, 
within a year of marriage, had taken to himself a mistress, 
Vv 


and not even spared the home paid for and support 
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> No; ifshe told Fiorsen, it would only be tosalve her 

wounded by doing what she did not avow. 

ashe? At theotherend of the world, for all she knew. 

ame down to breakfast, dark under the eves and 

advanced toward decision. Neither of them men 

tioned their last night’s talk, and Gyp went back to her 

» busy herself with dress after. those weeks away. 

past noon when, at a muilfled knock, 
outside her door. 


Besides, 


ee 
she found 


It wa 


Marke 


her dressing-table and stood gazing at her husband, 
would leap through its coverings 


_ Mr. Fiorsen, m'm.”’ Gyp beckoned him in and closed 
tne door. ‘In the hall m’m—slipped in when I an- 
*Wered the bell—short of shoving, I couldn’t keep him 
out. 


Gyp stood full half a minute before she said, 


Is my father in?” 
No, mm; the major’s gone to the fencin’ club.” 
What did vou say?” 


said | would see. So far as I was aware, nobody was in.” 


a 

“Shall I have a try to shift him, m’m?” 

With a faint smile, Gyp shook her head. 

“Say no one can see him.” 

Markey’s woodcock eyes, under their thin, dark, twisting 
brows, fastened on her dolefully; he opened the door to go. 
Fiorsen was standing there, and, with a quick movement, 
came in. She saw Markey raise his arms as if to catch 
him round the waist, and said quietly, 

* Markey 
side, please.” 

When the door was shut, she 
retreated against her dressing- 
table and stood gazing at her 
husband, while her heart 
throbbed as if it would leap 
through its coverings. 

He had grown a short beard, 
his cheeks seemed a little 
fatter,and his eves surely more 
green; otherwise, he looked 
much as she remembéred him. 
And the first thought that 
passed through her was: ** Why 
did I ever pity him? He'll 
never fret or drink himself to 
death—he’s got enough vitality 
for twenty men.” 

His face, which had worn a 
fixed, nervous smile, grew sud- 
denly as her own, and 
his eves roved round the room 
in the old half- 
furtive way. 

“Well, Gyp,” he said, and 
his voice little; “at 
last! Mav 1 kiss vou?” 

The question seemed to Gyp 
idiotic, and suddenly she felt 
quite cool. 

“If you want to speak to my 
father, you must come later; 
he’s out.” 

Fiorsen gave one of his fierce 
shrugs. : 

“Isit likely? Look, Gyp! J 
returned from Russia yester- 
day. I was a great success, 
made a lot of money out there. 
Come back to me! I will be 
good—I swear it! Now [have 
seen you again, I can't be 
without you. Ah, Gyp, come 
back tome! And see how good 
I will be. I will take you 
abroad, you and the bambina. 
We will go to Rome—anyavhere 
vou like—live how you like. 
Only come back to me!” 

Gyp answered stonily, 

‘You are talking nonsense.” 

“Gyp, [swear to you I have 
not seen a woman—not one 

fit to put beside you. Oh, Gyp, be good to me once more! 
This time I will not fail. Try me! Try me, my Gyp!”’ 

Only at this moment of his pleading, whose tragic tones 
seemed to her both false and childish, did Gyp realize the 
strength of the new feeling in her heart. And the more 
that feeling throbbed within her, the harder her face and 
her voice grew. She said: 

“Tf that is all you came to say—please go. I will never 
come back to you. Once for all, understand —please!” 

The silence in which he received her words, and his 
expression, impressed her far more than his appeal; with 


if you'd wait out- 


erave 


half-tierce, 


shook a 








f 


one of his stealthy movements, he came quite close and, 
putting his face forward till it almost touched her, said: 

“You are my wife. I want vou back. I must have you 
back. If you do not come, I will kill either you or myself.” 

And suddenly she felt his arms knotted behind her back, 
crushing her to him. She stifled a scream, then, very 
swiftly, took a resolve and, rigid in his arms, said: 

“Let go; vou hurt me. Sit down quietly. I will tell 
you something.” 

The tone of her voice made him loosen his grasp and 
crane back to see her face. Gyp detached his arms from 
her completely, sat down on an old oak chest, and motioned 
him to the window-seat. Her heart thumped pitifully; 
cold waves of almost physical sickness passed through and 
through her. She had smelled brandy in his breath when he 
was close to her. It was like being in the cage of a wild 
beast; it was like being with a madman. The remembrance 
of him with his fingers stretched out like claws above her 
baby was so vivid at that moment that she could scarcely 
see him as he was, sitting there quietly, waiting for what she 
was going to say. And, fixing her eyes on him, she said softly: 

‘You say you love me, Gustav. I tried to love you, too, 
but I never could—never from the first. I tried very hard. 
Surely you care what a woman feels, even if she happens to 
be your wife.”’ She could see his face quiver, and she went 
on: “When I found I couldn’t love you, I felt I had 
no right over you. I didn’t stand on my rights—did I?” 
Again his face quivered, and again she hurried on: ‘But 
you wouldn't expect me to go all through my life without 

































“Dad, do you remember 
my saying once that I 
didn't understand what you and 
my mother felt for each other?” 
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ever feeling love—vou who've felt it so many times?” Then, 
clasping her hands tight, with a sort of wonder at herself. 
she murmured: ‘I am in love. I’ve given myself.” 

He made a queer, whining sound, covering his face. 

And the beggar’s tag: * “Ave a feelin’ ‘eart, gentle: 
‘ave a feelin’ ’eart!”’ passed idiotically through Gyp’s mind. 
Would he get up and strangle her? Should she dash to 
the door, escape? For a long, miserable moment. she 
watched him swaying on the window-seat, with his face 
covered. Then, without looking at her, he crammed a 
clenched hand up against his mouth and rushed out. 

Through the open door, Gyp had a glimpse of Markev’s 
motionless figure, coming to life as Fiorsen passed. She 
drew a long breath, locked the door, and lay down on her 
bed. Her heart beat dreadfully. For a moment, something 
had checked his jealous rage. But if, on this shock, he 
began to drink, what might not happen? He had said 
something wild. And she shuddered. But what right had 
he to feel jealousy and rage against her? - What right? 
She got up and went to the glass, trembling, mechanically 
tidying her hair. Miraculous that she had come through 
unscathed! 

Her thoughts flew to Summerhay. They were to meet 
at three o’clock by the seat in St. James’s Park. but all 
was different now—difficult and dangerous! She must wait, 
take counsel with her father. And yet if she did not keep 
that tryst, how anxious he would be—thinking that all 
sorts of things had happened to her; thinking perhaps—oh, 
foolish!—that she had forgotten, or even repented of her 
love. What would she herself think, if he were to fail her 
at their first tryst after those days of bliss? Certainly that 
he had changed his mind, seen she was not worth it, seen 
that a woman who could give herself so soon, so easily, was 
one to whom he could not sacrifice his life. 

In this cruel uncertainty, she spent the next two hours 
till it was nearly three. If she did not go, he would come 
on to Bury Street, and that would be still more dangerous. 
She put on her hat and walked swiftly toward St. James's 
Palace. Once sure that she was not being followed, her 

courage rose, and she passed rapidly down toward the 
water. She was ten minutes late, and seeing him 
there,walking up and down, turning his head 
every few seconds so as not to lose sight 
of the bench, she felt almost light-headed 
from joy. When they had greeted with 
that pathetic casualness of lovers which 
deceives so few, they walked on together 
past Buckingham Palace, up into the 
Green Park beneath the trees. Dur- 
ing this progress, she told him about 
her father; but only when they were 
seated in that comparative 
refuge, and his hand was hold- 
ing hers under cover of the sun- 
shade that lay across her knee, 
did she speak of Fiorsen. He 
tightened his grasp of her hand, 
then, suddenly dropping 
it, said, 


Gyp?” 

Gyp heard that ques 
tion witha shock. Touch 
her? Yes! But what did 
it matter? 

He made a little shuc- 
dering sound, and, wol- 
dering, mournful, she 
looked at him. His hands 
and teeth were clenched. 
She said softly: 

“Bryan—don't! 1 
wouldn't let him kiss 
me.” 


“Did he touch you, 
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injustice burned in her. 
+ heart had never been 
uched; it was his utter- 


enough for a man—he 
wanted an untouched body, 


Lor 


ive: he should have 


serably, she, too, stared 
before her,and her face hardened. 

A little boy came and stood 
still in front of them, regarding 
her with round, unmoving eyes. 
1@ was conscious of a slice of 
bread and jam in his hand, and 
that his mouth and cheeks were 


ut his bread and jam as though 





merhay s arm slipping round her. 
“It's over,darling. Never again—I promise you!” 
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seemed to have to force his Ah, she had loved him—little Daphne! It was past 


eves look at her. three. Going in, he took his place in the stalls, close to the 
“Tt's all right,” he said, and, f stage, and stared before him, with a sort of bitter 
: before him, bit his nails. / amusement. This was irony indeed! Ah—and here 
Gvp sat motionless, cut to ; 
the heart. She was soiled, jf 
poiled for him! Of j 
irse! And yet a sense 7 


But that was not 


That she could not 


icht of that sooner, in- 
ad of only now. And, 


smeared with red. A woman 

called out: “Jacky! Come on, 

iow!” and he was hauled away, ' 

still looking back, and holding } we 3 , Alan? ah MP dm 


ing herabite. She felt Sum- 


he might promise—might even keep that 
rise Sut he would suffer, always suffer, thinking of There followed a ‘ong moment 
ther. And she said: 


“You can only have me as I am, Bryan. I can’t make she came! A Pierrette--in short, diaphanous muslin, her 
myself new for you. I wish I could—oh, I wish I could!” face whitened to match it—a Pierrette who stood slowly 


‘T ought to have cut my tongue out first! Don’t think spinning on her toes, with arms raised and hands joined 
Come home to me and have tea—there’s no one in an arch above her glistening hair. 


‘e. Ah, do, Gyp—come!” Idiotic pose! Idiotic! But there was the old expression 
He took her hands and pulled her up. And all else left on her face, limpid, dovelike. And that something of the 
the joy of being close to him, going to happiness. divine about her dancing smote Fiorsen through all the 


sheer imbecility of her posturings. Across and across she 
IX flitted, pirouetting, caught up at intervals by a Pierrot in 
black tights with a face as whitened as her own, held 


FioksEN, passing Markey like a blind man, made his — upside down, or right end up with one knee bent sideways, 


into the street, but had not gone a hundred yards and the toe of a foot pressed against the ankle of the other, 
he was hurrying back. He had left his hat. The and arms arched above her. Then, with Pierrot’s hands 


servant, still standing there, handed him that wide-brimmed grasping her waist, she would stand upon one toe and 
ob} and closed the door in his face. Once more he — slowly twiddle, lifting her other leg toward the roof, while 
moved away, going toward Piccadilly. If it had not been the trembling of her form manifested cunningly to all how 
lor the expression on Gyp’s face, what might he not have hard it was; then, off the toe, she capered out to the wings, 
done? And, mixed with sickening jealousy, he felt a sort and capered back, wearing on her face that divine, lost, 
ol rele, as if he had been saved from something horrible. dovelike look, while her perfect legs gleamed white up to 
So she had never loved him! Never at all? Impossible! the very thigh-joint. Yes; on the stage she was adorable! 
Innum« rable images of her passed before him—surrender- And raising his hands high, Fiorsen clapped and called out, 
ing, always surrendering. It could not all have been pre- “ Brava!’’ He marked the sudden roundness of her eyes; 
tense. He was not a common man—she herself had said a tiny start—no more. She had seen him. “Ah! Some 
$0; he had charm—or, other women thought so! She had don’t forget me!” he thought. 

ied; she must have lied to excuse herself! And now she came on for her second dance, assisted, this 
: He nt into a café and asked for a fine champagne. time, only by her own image reflected in a little weedy pool 
they ught him a carafe, with the measures marked. about the middle of the stage. From the program, Fiorsen 
He sat there a long time. When he rose, he had drunk nine, _ read, “Ophelia’s Last Dance,” and again he grinned. ina 


t better, with a kind of ferocity that was pleasant clinging sea-green gown, cut here and there to show her 


in his veins and a kind of nobility that was pleasant in his inevitable legs, with marguerites and corn-flowers in her 


In {fr 


Let her love, and be happy with her lover! But let unbound hair, she circled her own reflection, languid, pale, 
get his fingers on that fellow’s throat! Let her be desolate; then, slowly gaining the abandon needful to a full 

t she could keep her lover from him! And suddenly display, danced with frenzy till, in a gleam of limelight, 
stopped in his tracks, for there on a sandwich-board jyst she sank into the apparent water and floated among paper 
t him were the words: ** Daphne Wing. Pantheon. water-lilies on her back. Lovely she looked there, with 


arnhy re . ° . . ° . eye . 
“re Wing. Plastic Danseuse. Poetry of Motion. her eyes still open, her lips parted, her hair trailing behind. 
Gay at three o'clock. Pantheon. Daphne Wing.’’ And again Fiorsen raised his hands high (Continued on page 110) 
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She wasa little out of the 
group, in the shadow 


bustling-about in the town of Sunbury as during 

the days that led up to the performances of 

“Tolanthe”’ for the benefit of the local hospital 

perhaps not since the Lady Lansdowne went to the 

bottom of the lake in a November gale off Pennyweather 

Point and the entire community was impressed in the 
work of rescue and resuscitation. 

There was a wide-spread, frantic sewing on costumes. 
The committee on decoration was at it night and day, 
beautifying the canvas walls and the entrance of the 
enclosure in Thompson’s Grove. The stage committee 
suffered endless hours of despair supervising the work on 
the outdoor scenery and the constructing and assembling 
of innumerable small and large stage-properties. The 
committee on printing was struggling miserably with the 
page of sample proof-corrections in the back of Webster’s 
Dictionary. There was continuous hammering, painting, 
darting-about on bicycles, talking in a high key, selling and 
buving of tickets. To the rehearsing there was no limit— 
full chorus and cast in the evenings; special numbers, 
mornings and afternoons. 

And not a day or evening passed that various groups of 
flustered adults failed to ask the director of rehearsals, 
Henry Calverly, 3d, his precise attitude regarding this or 
that. They stopped him in the streets. They ambushed 
him at the country club before and after rehearsals. They 
hunted him out late and early at Mrs. Wilcox’s boarding- 
house in Douglass Street, where he lived with his mother. 
They were all perceptibly worn as to nerves—these honest 
iolk struggling with unaccustomed tasks against the 
inexorable rush of time. They presented a moving picture 
1 swiftly forming and dissolving cliques. They bore tales 
recklessly. Certain ladies wept. And all this confusion, 
since the eighteen-year-old Henry knew nothing of delegat- 

ng work and ‘had no tact whatever, settled down upon 
his none-too-broad shoulders and wore his own nerves to 
the breaking-point. 

Everything considered, I think John W. MacLouden, of 
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the opera committee and the hospital board, 

whatever his motives, was far from unsound in 

trying, as he insistently did, to impress on 

the committee, and particularly on the 

chairman, William B. Snow, that Henry 

was far too inexperienced for the burden 

he was carrying. ‘“There’s sure to 

be things happen at the last min- 

ute,” that canny insurance man would 

say. “’Tis a shrewd man that can 

handle a flock of amateurs. And what 

shall we do with that kid in com- 

- mand? Why, he may wreck every- 

thing! He may easily work harm to 

the hospital that years won’t patch 
up.” 

[ think myself that if Henry had once stopped, during 
these last days, to look at himself—and, normally, he would 
have been looking at himself much of the time—and to 
consider all those committees, that big chorus, the cast 
made up of great singers from Chicago, self- important local 
favorites, and frightened amateurs, he would have turned 
white, refused food, and locked himself in his attic room with 
alternating nervous chills and nausea. In which event, harm 
would certainly have resulted; for they were, as Henry 
Harper Hispeth, the famous tenor and our Lord Tololler, 
had said on an occasion, doing the thing Henry’s way. 

If, that is, he had stopped.to think. As the ~_ ran, 
however, he didn’t stop. And he couldn’t think, in the 
circumstances. So it fell out that the great moment, the 
one big success in Henry’s early life, went through with 
every rag flying. The details, as quite unknown to old 
MacLouden or Mr. Snow or Mrs. Arthur V. Henderson or 
any of thém, follow. 

Take him on the Sunday evening, August 2oth. It was 
the very threshold of the perhaps fatal week. The per- 
formances were to begin on the Wednesday evening and 
continue through the Saturday. Distracted committee- 
ladies were at the moment scouring the town for Henry. 
But that very young man was seated quietly enough in a 
shadowy corner of Mary Ames’ front porch. Quietly enough 
to the casual eye; but his fingers were tapping against the 
sides of the willow chair, and at intervals he bit his lip. 
Before him, in the hammock, in chairs, on the railing, were 
other boysand girls—Mary Ames herself; one Fanny Wilson, 
from across the tracks (a soprano in the chorus); Bancroft 
Widdicombe, business-manager of the opera; Art Cliiton, 
and the tall, complacent Elberforce Jenkins. All these were 
in bright, bantering good humor, talking the jargon of 
their crowd and their moment. But Henry’s eyes, any- 
thing but merry, were fixed on the slim little person of 
Ernestine Lambert, curled up in the big chair on the farther 
side of Elberforce Jenkins’ comfortably relaxed figure. She, 
like himself, was a little out of the group, in the shadow. 
She, like himself, was silent. 
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He couldn’t see her distinctly—just the flufiy outline of 
her light bair, shining like spun gold against the light ol 
the front doorway, and the shadowy, delicately oval face 


beneath it, and one little hand resting on the arm of the 
chair. He was wondering tempestuously if her thoughts 
were of himself. He strained his eyes in the effort to make 
out whether she was looking at him. He couldn't 
be certain. More likely, when her head turned 
wt way, she was looking at the complacent 
youth in the chair next to hers. She never 

seemed to find difficulty in looking at 

him. Henry knew definitely, positively, 

that he hated Elbow Jenkins—just the 

way he stretched his long legs out and 

lolled back and laughed lazily. Once 

he thought Mary Ames glanced rather 
soberly from the silent, shadowy 
Emestine to his equally silent, 
shadowy self; which suggestive ac- 
tion might be interpreted as a point 
in his favor. 

The bantering ran on: 

“Let's have some opera!” cried 
Art Clifton. ‘* Ernestine and Henry 
can sing, and Mary and Ban and 
Fanny ll be the chorus.”’ 

“Me? Nothing doing! Got 
acat in my gorge!”’ said Ban, 
who had taken French in high 
school. , 
“Ernie,” observed Mary, 4 - 


again thoughtfully eying 


her sometimes baffling if ‘a 





nearly always charming oma 
little house-guest, ** vouand 

Henry could do the Tolan- . 
the’ duet.” 7 


“Shucks!” said Elbow 
Jenkins. “Start something 
we can all sing.” 

Henry thought Ernestine te 
stirred in her chair. He slid 
forward in his. His hungry 
eves tried to catch hers 
the large, heavily fringed brown eyes 
that, from the day Ernestine came to 
Sunbury, nearly a month ago now, had 
stirred in him, whenever they met his, so 
extraordinarily vital a sense of contact. One 
oi her tiny feet (she was sitting on the 
other) projected a little way-into the light. 
Henry vonde red if there could be, anywhere 
in the world, another pair of feet as daintily 


eet 


beautiful as is hers. He thought of Cinder- 
élia and of iar-off Arabian prin- 
cesses. Then he thought of the 
fairy Iolanthe who was to find oa fF 


hers self, beginning on Wednesday 

evening, appearing before all Sunbury in the 
very person of this same small Ernestine. 

Henry. j in fact, was in a rather serious condi- 
ion. Reason, never strongly represented 
among his psychological processes, had lately 
fled him it despair. The little person yonder 
in the willow chair was to him a longer just 
a girl. with possible parents and teachers and 
boy Iriends, with human virtues and faults; 
she had ittingly become the queerly unreal embodiment 


of his own dream-nature. She was the answer to something 
painfully like the prayer of his being. Just to think of her, 
” the way she walked or spoke, | just to be here on Mary 
Ames 1 and see her sitting in a willow chair actaally 


like the one he was sitting in, yet not a mixed-up, difficult 


Se in a ae ae = me 
uman ire like himself but a fairy princess hovering 
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He satona rail fence. and stared 


out over the prairic 
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in his perilously bubblelike little paradise, stirred within 
him a thrill that bordered on the unbearable. He tried to 
tell himself that he must be careful, that the others must 
not know how he felt, what he was going through. Did 
they know? He couldn’t help it; but did they? They 
knew, of course, that he and Elbow were fighting over her. 

And that sober glance of Mary’s provoked 

contradictory thoughts. Mary was hostile. 

Her folks, he had thought lately, were hostile, 
LOO. 

All this in a mad moment of whirl 
ing thoughts.’ 

Still that empty banter, mock- 
ing the great poetry, the hero- 
stuff, in his soul. 

“Guess [ll sing myself.” This 
from Art Clifton. It was ac- 
cepted as humor. 

‘Youand I might do that duet, 
Art’’—from the rather harsh- 
voiced Ban Widdicombe. 

‘And everything was so pleas 
ant!” murmured Fanny Wilson; 
at which even the thoughtful 
Marvy smiled. 

I:rnestine, slowly, as if she 
had heard none of this, got 
out of her chair. 

“What is it, child?” asked 
Mary rather quickly. 

‘My bracelet—I just no- 
ticed —it’s gone!” 

“Oh, no; Ernie: not that 
lovely gold chain! Where do 
vou suppose ; 

‘I thought of the tree 
perhaps when we were all 
out there f 

“Oh let me look!’ cried 
Ban. Which was wit. 

Henry, the last shreds of 
any sense of contact with 
re ality that may, at moments, 
have been his now hopelessly 
gone, sprang up to his feet 

ree and walked through the 
/ a croup, past Ernestine, to the 
steps. 
‘You'll need matches,” re 
marked Fanny Wilson dryly. 

‘Notthey!” putin Ban. “Not they!” 

This bit of infelicity brought about 
a rather awkward silence. Sut Henry 
appeared unaware. And Ernestine, as 
if in a dream, moved toward the 
steps. 

Henry’s mind had seized on the idea 
of matches. Without a by-your-leave to 
Marv, he rushed into the house. He 
could be seen rummaging about the 
mantel inthe parlor. He came out with 
a box in his hand. And then he and 
Ernestine, without a word, for all the 
world as if they had planned it, went 
down the steps, wandered off under the 
oaks and maples, and disappeared from 
view. 

Ban Widdicombe broke the hush with a soft whistle. 

‘Well,’ he remarked, apparently addressing Elberforce 
Jenkins, “it looks as if you’d have to sing. “y 

At the edge of the Ames property, half a hundred yards 
from the house, stood’ an immense, low-spreading oak, 
in the gnarled branches of which had been built, when 
Mary was a child, a platform with seats and a railing around 
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v. curiously out of breath, his hand none too steady, 
match for Ernestine, then fodowed her up the 
He blew out the match. Then he heard her say, 


: it another one.’ 

He obeyed. The bit of gold chain lay on the boards at 
heir feet. 

‘Better put it on,” he said huskily, “so you won't drop 
it again.” 

‘I—I think the catch is broken.”’ 

Oh, that’s too bad! I’m awfully sorry.” 

“It can be fixed. But I’m glad we found it.”’ 

‘IT didn’t know-—I sorta thought 

“What? Tell me.” 

‘**Well—that maybe vou hadn’t really lost it. You know, 
just——”’ a 

Henry, vou didn’t think Id fib like that!” 

Oh, no, of course; but-——’”’ 

‘“We must go back.”’ 

Henry dropped on a seat. 

“Oh, Ernie—” he broke out. 

“Sh! Not so loud, Henry!” 

* What are we going to do? You know 
how it’s going to be this week. There 
wont be a minute. Most likely there 
won t be another chance after to-night. 

Al! the time I'll be seeing vou—at 
the rehearsals, the perform- 
ances—I'll have to carry all 
that burden and try to act 
natural and—oh, Ernie, | just 
can't stand it! I don’t know 
what to do!” 

There was more than the 
hint of a sob in his voice. His 
head dropped on his hands. 

She could see him—there was 
a little light from the sky. She 
moved impulsively toward him, 
hesitated, then came quite 
close. 

“You 
ing—I 
to-day.” 

“Ves!” breathed Ernestine. 

“And that'll make it worse. [ll 
never see vou then. Ernie, she’s going 
to take vou back.” 

“Oh, Henry, I couldn't bear to tell 
you 7 

“When?” 

‘“Next—next Sunday.” 

“Has she heard about—us?” 

‘I don't know. I’m afraid—Mrs. 
Ames—I've thought once or 
twice——” 

“But, Ernie, what'll we do?”’ 

She leaned very lightly against his 
shoulder. Then, as if in a desperate 
effort to be matter of fact, she seated 
herself beside him and began speaking rapidly. 

“Listen Henry: I don’t know how to savy it. I do get 
frightened. I’m not like the other girls. I don’t know 
what it is, but 

Ernie dear, that’s why " ‘ 

They were silent for a long moment. Never before in 
Henry's life had he used that word “dear” in its present 
meaning and emphasis. The sound, as the word passed his 
lips, awed him. Again he felt her shoulder lightly touching 

is. It seemed to him that flames were leaping up around 
the edges of his brain. 

Then Ernestine, very resolute, went on, 

‘Now Mary is so steady, Henry - 

* Shucks—Mary!” . 


+ 


vour mother’s com- 
heard Mary say so 


Sut she’s an awfully nice girl, Henry. And she’s done , 


“Tt would be 7 


me good. She just never has these queer Gipsy feelings 
that get me all unsettled. Henry, I am a Gipsy!” 

“Somt!”’ 

She feit him turn, and stopped. She folded her 
in her lap and looked down at them. The silence was long. 
this time. She could feel his eves on her. They seemed to 
be drawing hers up to meet them. He whispered, 

“T love you.” 

‘*O—oh!” she breathed. 

It was the first time he had said those words in earnest 
to a girl. Always, in the cases of the other girls that had 
come and gone, even in previous stirring moments with 
Ernestine herself, he had dodged back. He had never told 
Martha Caldwell that he loved her, or Bessie Alston, or 
Janet Bulger, or Clemency Snow. But now he had said it. 
And, on the instant, he was turning cold. An imp popped 
up among his disordered thoughts and whispered that he 


ands 


* She sighed. “What, dear?” he whispered 


was caught; his foot was in the trap at last. Regrets even 
came, a swilt little swirl of them, like dead leaves caught 
up by a twisting gust of wind. 

Dimly, as if from a mile away, he heard the chattering 0! 
voices and a snatch of song from the porch. 

“We ought to go back,” she whispered. 

* Do vou love me?” 

‘Oh, I—Henry, I think so; but mother— 

**When does she get here?”’ 

He was deliberate, solemn. She thought, * He is verystrors. 

Oh, Henry—to-morrow!” 

“You can’t go back with her, Ernie.” 

* But—but 5 

“We must do something. Can’t you see, Ernie? Weve 
gol to!” 
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“T know; but——”’ 
“T won’t let you go back with her.” 

-oh, Henry!”’ 

1ink—back there to New York state! It’s a thousand 
n There’d be other people—all sorts of things. I 
couldn't stand it! If you go, that means that this probably is 
our last talk, right now. 

En iestine leaned back on the railing and studied the 
leaves overhead. 

“But, Henry, suppose I didn’t—go, what could we 
He cleared his throat. She went on, hurriedly: “Oh, no; 
it's impossible! You don’t know how it is with a girl. 
They take care of me so hard that they drive me crazy. 
Why. think, Henry—I’ve never been left to run around the 
way I've done with you! It’s been wonderful, but—oh, no! 
They'll just pack me up and bundle me off. You don’t 
know. Mrs. Ames’ll be in it—and Mr. Ames. They'll 
have me all talked over—even Mary. [I'll be alone.” 

“Youll have me.” 

“I know; but’’—she pressed her lips together and slowly 
shook her head—‘T’ll have to do just what they tell me. 
That's the worst of it.” 

“Ernestine—” His voice failed him. Timidly, hesi- 
tantly, he took her hand. He cleared his throat again. 
He felt as if a million little pointed hammers were beating 
at his skull. Yet he knew that he was going on with i 
An unseen force was dragging him on. “Ernestine 

Her lips moved. Faintly she whispered, 

“Yes? 

“Dear, we—we’ve got to—to elope.”’ 

“Q—oh!”’ 

“We've gotto! Wecan’t let them take you home like this.” 

“T know. It’s dreadful.” 

‘They don’t understand us.” 

‘That’s it— 
they don’t! 
They've never 
understood me. 





Father and 
mother have 
been aW i ully 
good to me—it 
isn't that 2 Pr4 
“You can’t j “ 





go! I couldn’t 
standit! Ernie, 


were still for a time. She 
red a little. 

“Are vou cold, Ernie?”’ 

He thought she shook her head. 





“Comty??’ 

“Yes. Are you, Henry?” 

“Oh, ves!” , 

a Was just thinking 

“What?” 

“Do you think we could really 
be happy?” 

ppy: 
“Oh, ves 


“T'mairaid I—I’m pretty 
expensive, Henry.”’ 

“What do we care? I 

intvou tobe. I’m going 
) have vou always look 
hice. And we'll travel—interesting 
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think so, but lately everything comes to me. And other 
people notice it. They offer me credit everywhere—charge- 
accounts more than | want. I can have everything - 

*T can be economical : 

“Of course we might have to be at first. 
couples do; but 

That phri ise, “most young couples,” thrilled them both. 
They were still again. 

Henry? 

“What, Ernie?” 

‘I’m afraid I—it—well, I get frightened.” 

“We'll take the boat over to St. Joe,’ he said boldly. 
“We can get married there. You don’t have have a 
license in Michigan or Wisconsin.” 

“I’m afraid we're not very sensible.’ 

“We might have to stay around C hicago, just at first 
where I am known.” He produced a little roll of news- 
paper clippings in a rubber band and lit a match to show it. 
‘These are all about me—Chicago papers, too!” 

‘It’s perfectly remarkable, Henry! Everybody says so. 

“We might have to stay around—so’s we could save up 
lor Europe, you know.’ 

“T wouldn’t mind.” 

“No; we'd be together. We just wouldn’t care. You 
see, I'd get a good choir job in Chicago. It wouldn’t be 
hard now. And I could do things like this—putting on 
operas and such—for a while. There’s a lot of money in it.”’ 

‘And I wouldn’t need any clothes for a while—oh, even 
a year or two! I’ve got lots.’ 

“We'll have to plan—about getting your trunk away, 
and everything. I can plan it. There'll be chances to talk 

little now and then—during the performances.  It’ll 
have to be Sunday.” 

Her face was resting 
against his shoulder. He 
slipped his arm behind 
her. His chin was still 
high; his eyes were on 
the stars. 

‘Henry?”’ 

‘Yes, Ernie?” 

“Tt will hurt mother 
and—and father.” 

“Tknow.” Hethought, 
in some confusion, of his 
own mother. She had 
been ailing of late. 

‘Ll wonder if it doesn’t 
always hurt people when 

their children get 

married, Henry.” 
‘**Of course.” 
“It would 


] 

ff \ be—” Shesighed. 
4 “What, dear?” 
4 he whispered. 


There was a 
sudden outburst 
of laughter, not 
; two rods off, 
tt, among the trees. 

“Oh—Henry 
what shall we 


Most young 


do?” 
“They haven't 
heard. Never 


places. Maybe”— there was the mind.” He with- 
hush of dreamland his voice— drew his arm. 
maybe we'll go to Switzerland and ‘T don’t want 
“and Holland—and the North you to go.” 
Cape.” He filled out his chest, $ ‘I won’t—not right away. 
sare ) his chin. “It’s easy for % It'll be hard—this week—so 
me to make money, Ernie. I have There was a sudden outburst of laughter, not busy -_ 


that gift, | think. I didn’t use to 





two rods off, among 


the trees “Tt’ll be dreadful!” She 
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pressed her hands to her face. “‘They mustn’t see me 
like this. I'm all flushed.” 

“So'm I. Never mind. We'll walk back slowly. 
I'}] plan and tell vou what to do.” 

Oh, Henry—I'm afraid——” 

There were voices now, and more laughter. 

Found the bracelet vet?” 

‘Have another match, Hen?” 

Ernestine’s hand was on his. 

‘Don't say anything,” she whispered. 

Slowly, with dignity, they descended the ladder and 
returned with the others to the porch. 

Henry stayed until after eleven. But Elbow Jenkins 
and Art Clifton stayed later. Even Henry finally became 
aware that Mary must have asked them to sit him out. 
\t last, beside himself, his secret burning within his breast, 
he said good-night. 

When he drew near to the dark boarding-house on 
Douglass Street, his thrilling self-absorption slowly opened 
to the fact that some one was sitting on the top step—a 
forlorn figure of a boy, rather plump, with an unconvinc- 
ingly assertive chin and doglike eves. Henry needed only 
the dim cutlines, as revealed by the corner street-light, to 
add these details. It was Alfred Knight. 

There was hardly another boy in Sunbury who could, 
hy merely sitting on that top step at midnight, on this 
particular evening, have stirred such discomfort in Henry’s 
feelings. For Alfred had played, during the spring and 
summer, 4 rather peculiar part in Henry’s life. Readers 
of earlier episodes in this series will perhaps recall the 
details. Alfred had been the devoted slave of Clemency 
Snow just before the succession of Henry to that far-from- 
inconspicuous position in the Lake Shore crowd. Shortly 


And 


after this blow, Alfred had countered on Henry with a 
pretty relative in Borea, up the railroad, had gone to the 
pains to exhibit her to Henry, only to find himself the 
bewildered third member of a quite new triangle of youth- 
ful susceptibilities. 

Henry had never known what had started him in that 
queer little flirtation with Janet Bulger. She had attrac- 
tions, of course; she was ripely pretty, with a silent, dis- 
quieting sort of experience in such affairs, and she could 
=ing—had, in fact, been greatly liked in the Borea perform- 
ance of “TIolanthe,” as Leila. Henry had sung Lord 
Mountararat for the first time then. It had been a flurried, 
half-shamefaced little attachment, over as suddenly as it 
had begun. He didn't like to think about it. It was a 
rather confusing incident in a deeply confusing year. He 
had managed. in a way, to forget about it, even when trying 
to be nice to Janet. For he felt, vaguely, a little respon- 
sibility. That she had flirted widely, in her quiet way, he 
knew; but that made no difference. She was to be Leila 
in the Sunbury performance, too. 

Henry paused, a foot on the bottom step. He felt the 
hot color mounting his cheeks. Ever since the little diffi- 
culty over Clem Snow began, and until just lately, Alfred 
had hung around. 

He wished he could stop flushing like this. And his 
hands, in his coat pockets, were clenched tight. ‘‘ No sense 
in my minding him,” he thought. “I’m not the fellow I 
was. Didn't know Ernie then. I’m all different. I’ve 
grown up since that nonsense. I’m aman.” He said, 

‘Hello, Al!” 

* Hello!” 

Now that he had found his voice, Henry began to feel 
sorry for Alfred—an ineffectual youth, with no particular 
gift of hand or brain.. The boy sat there, chin on hand, quite 
-till. His eyes, even more evasive than usual, looked off 
toward the sizzing, sputtering arc-light at the corner. 

‘How's the show going?” Alfred asked now, in an aimless 


. 


voice. 
“Oh—why, fine!) Awful job—thank the Lord it’s most 
over. I’m dead.” 


Well, guess I'd better trot along.” 


‘7 Ss pose sO. 





Instead, after descending the steps, Alfred stood digging 
with his toe in the dirt at the edge of the plank walk. 


‘Where you been lately?” asked Henry politely. “Haven't 
seen you around so much.” 
‘*Oh—been over at Borea some, and going back and forth 


with Janet.” Alfred raised his chin now with a touch of 
defiance, but continued to avoid Henry’s eyes. There was a 


pause. Then: ‘Well, I'll trot along. Ta-ta!” 

The next. morning, while dressing, Henry thought of 
Alfred. ‘‘What was he doing here that time o’ night? 
Why didn’t I have sense enough to ask him? Funny 
thing!”’ : 

Before noon he learned. He whirled up to the Knight's 


house on Rufus Bowes’ bicycle. Alfred was reported in his 


room. Up the stairs, hot, dripping, out of breath, pounded 
Henry. 
Alfred was sitting before a card-table, a stamp album 


spread open, a cup of flour paste, and small heaps of loose 
stamps. He called, “Come in!” without changing his posi- 
tion. He was staring out the window. His color was bad. 
Even the preoccupied Henry could see that. 


“Say,” cried that young director of opera, here's 
Janet?” 
*S-sh!” said Alfred. 


“She was to have been here at ten for a rehearsal of the 
‘Don’t go’ number. Mr. Hispeth came out from Chicago 
specially. And all the girls’ chorus were there. It the 
limit!” 

“Shut the door! Don’t talk so loud! Ma'll hear y: 

“T don’t care. Where's Janet?” 

Al shut the door himself, then went over to the window, 
leaned limply there. He seemed to be swallowing repeatedly. 

‘She must ’a’ forgot it,’ he said. 

“But I need her here! She'd have to be on hand, anyway, 
at four.”’ 

Without looking around, Alfred said, in a breathy voice, 

“T’m in an awful scrape, Hen.” 

‘But it ain’t a matter of you! Janet 

“She’s in it, too. Fact is, we—yesterday afternoon—we— 
we got married.” 

“Go on! You're fooling!” 

‘No, I'm not. We were out driving, and we went over 
the Wisconsin line and got married.” 

‘But she’s your cousin, Al!” 

“She ain’t a first cousin.” Alfred gulped. “You don't 
know how I feel, Hen. Ma doesn’t know about it. I can't 
think why we did it. It seems.to me now I Must have been 
crazy. If her father finds out, Hen, he'll kill me!” 

Henry dropped into the chair by the table and studied the 
album. He even sorted out a little pile of British Colonial 
issues for closer observation. He felt that he must be 
sympathetic, but found difficulty in arranging a sentence 
that would sound right. Then, quite suddenly, Janet's 
small share in the opera took first place in his mind, and he 
remarked, with some anxiety, 

“Can't you keep it secret?” 

“IT don’t know. And I don’t know if she can. Hen. it’s 
awful! She’s waiting for me over there now. I never felt 
so. We were both sort 0’ scared. We just drove back. and 
I caught the train.’’ His voice broke. 

‘“T suppose,” said Henry wearily, “that there'll be some- 
body in the chorus that could do Leila. It ain’t a big part. 
He sighed and rose. ‘I can’t just sit around, Al. I’m rushed 
to death. You've no idea!” ; 

Henry got as far as the door, stood there, one hand on the 
knob. Alfred hadn’t even looked round. He was stil! /ean- 
ing against the wall by the window. 

“Say, Al,” Henry heard his own voice saying, “it’s tierce. 
I’m sure I feel almost as bad as you do yourself. Well, 1 
guess I can make Grace Hamilton sing Leila. Well—I've 
got to run. So long!” He rode away on Rufus Bowes 
bicycle, feeling like a murderer. 

As he pedaled out Simpson Street, just beyond the t 
he was hailed by one Peony Smith, the colored hack: 
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aw now that she was softly crying, and became even tivre exvited. “Oh, Henry.” she murmured, “I don't know what to 


7 Ernie! You're not giving up? You can mail me the check for the trunk. The post-office is Open Sunday mornings” 
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seat of a tattered station surrey. Peony, 
like the surrey, was tattered, but beamed with a wide white 
smile across the lower half of his glistening black face. The 
rear seat of the vehicle was occupied by a large, round 
woman, an impressive woman, and, besideuher, his long legs 
twisted uncomfortably in the cramped quarters, John W. 
MacLouden, of the opera committee. 

Henry leaned on his wheel beside the surrey, removed his 
hat, and mopped his dripping face. Mr. MacLouden, in his 
whispery voice, introduced Miss Handley—Miss Heliotrope 
Handley—of Chicago. 

The name was familiar. A well-known soprano, an ora- 
torio singer. Commanded big pay. 

‘“‘T was setting out to find you, Henry.” Thus Mr. Mac- 
Louden. “‘We were near a disaster—verra near. Anne 
Maver Stelton was taken to the hospital this morning for an 
operation—appendiceetus. It was a stroke of luck that I 
found Miss Handley and fetched her right out. She will do 
Phyllis.” 

Henry looked coldly at the lady, knit his brows. Mr. Mac- 
Louden leaned out and laid a long hand on Henry’s shoulder 
a mottled, freckled hand, bearing a growth of sandy hair. 

“TI took it on myself to speak for the committee. A 
special arrangement will be made—in the emergency.” 

A‘shiver ran through Henry’s boyishly athletic Trame. 
A flush spread over his cheeks. His usually pleasant gray 
eves grew dark. 

There are personal crises in which almost any passion 
will serve, if only it is strong enough. The passion of 
anger came to Henry now as a sort of perverted bless- 
ing. It surged through his overwrought nervous system 
with an almost soothing power. It broke the frightful 
strain of trying to think. It was a relief, a luxury. 

‘Wonder they wouldn’t let me know!” he thought, 
glaring at the patronizingly tactful Scot in the surrey. 
‘Who's director of this show, anyway? What right’s he 
got butting in—old goat? I won’t have that fat thing!” 

‘When is the next rehearsal?”’ asked Mr. MacLouden. 

“Four o'clock,” Henry snapped. 

“Til see that Miss Handley gets there. 

“Oh, you will, will you?” thought Henry. 
of reply, he inclined his head, pe rhaps an inch. 

They drove on. Henry looked after, thinking savagely 
that something might be done with Peony Smith—in a 
minstrel show, say. He had funny legs—and that grin! 

Henry's next act was unpremeditated and, in view of 


from the front. 
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By 


way 


all that was happening about him and of the pressure / 


of real work on him, not uninteresting. It was not, as 
he had planned, a brief call at Grace Hamilton’s. Sud- 
denly, he knew that all he had to say to her could be said 

in two minutes at the rehearsal. It was the way to 
handle her, too—not give her a chance to get frightened. 
Nor did he seek Ernestine. No; what he did was to ride 
out over the one small hill in Sunbury, out just beyond the 
fringe of houses that marked the western limit of the town. 
There he dismounted, sat on a rail fence, and stared out 
over the prairie. 

He thought he was thinking about old MacLouden. He 
muttered boyishly unrepeatable comments on that gentle- 
man’s nature. But he was not thinking at all. He was feel- 
ing. The best of Henry came that way. It was all his life 
to come that way—sharp, emotional stimulus working out 
in what we call the mind. The result of this process was 
known in his secret heart of hearts as the Power. It came, 
really, only when he was stirred too deeply to think at all. 
His thoughts, of course, his ideas, were no more than the 
usual superficial patchwork of things he had been told and 
things he had read—a smattering of second-hand netions, 
altogether valueless. An odd fact about the other, deeper, 
side of him-—‘‘ the Power”—was that either elation or pain 
could bring it on. Within the past twenty hours he had ex- 
perienced both in a new intensity. He was shaken to his 
foundations—nearly off them. He was caught in a tidal 
wave of feeling on which the second-hand structure of his 


The Counter-irritant 











conscious thoughts, torn to small pieces, was no more than 
the broken boards and bits of furniture that float on « river 


flood. 
The Power was the interesting thing ‘about Henry Cal- 


verly. It is the reason I am writing about him instead of 
about Alfred Knight or Elberforce Jenkins or Rufus Bowes. 
Not, however, that Henry was the only interesting member 
of that generation in Sunbury. Bancroft Widdicombe would 
make a fascinating study of a wholly different sort. His 


later financial operations had about them a rather delightful 
tang of buccaneering, and his early death was dramatic. 
And others. One in particular—Clemency Snow. I have 
regretted more than once, while writing these narratives, 


that Clemency played so fleeting and episodic a part in 
We shall hear of her again before we are 
for many of 


Henry’s life. 


through with Henry; { his chickens were 


yet 


That night, later. for one 
the shadows. while Er- 


coming home to roost. But her 
her mother and the 


life lies, in the main, off our path. 

Another young person who pre- 
sents a case of considerable interest to the student of the 
small Middle-Western town as a social organism was this 


Janet Bulger, who had twisted her life so casually with 
Alfred Knight's. Janet, I think, was a true type. As | 


recall small-town life in the "Nineties, there were Janets 
everywhere playing a large if secret part in the lives of 


many plastic boys. Henry’ s own queer, sudden little 
flirtation with her was a typical instance. Her unac- 
countable marriage with Alfred was another. She was 
attractive; some thought her beautiful. In her singing, sh 
was competent to give pleasure out of all propertide to the 
small training her voice had received. In the little amateur 


affairs that now and then caught her up, she exhibite | an 
ease and a purely physical effectiveness that were often 
downright captivating. I think now that, in her slow, 
fringed, glances, her demure silences, her occasional remarks 
that never had meaning or point, her good-humored eva- 
siveness, she was keeping quiet in fear of unwitting 
revelations. Behind those provocative eyes, she must have 
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the faded legend in what had 


ites. The next thing he did was to spring __ relaxed his grip on Alfred’s arm and leaned confidingly over 
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. wanted. Among once been black-and-gold 
herquietly managed lettering—The Borea Ban- 
sing relationships ner. Andall the way Henry 


firmly held Al’s upper arm, 
gripped it like a sheriff with 
a prisoner. It was a rather 


painful fact that Al let 
him hold it. Al was all 
to pieces, leaning limply 
on Henry’s guidance. 
Not until they paused 
at the door of the Ban- 
ner office did Alfred 
hang back. He seemed 
to be shivering, and, for 
a moment, whimpering. 
Henry had almost to 
hold him up. 

Henry opened the 
door and marched in. 

Mr. Bulger sat in -a 
little inner office at an 
old roll-top desk. The 
door stood wide open, 
with dusty old heaps of 
circulars and unopened 
exchanges piled against 
it. Thedesk was heaped 
with papers; the dingy 
pigeonholes were 
crammed with - them. 
Mr. Bulger himself was 
asmall man (Janet must 
have caught her vivid- 
ness from her mother, 
or perhaps from a casual 
ancestor) or, at least, a 
short man, with a round 
face, a paunch, over 
which his shabby office 
coat wrinkled as of long 
habit, and short, fat 
legs. He wore his eye- 
glasses far down his 
nose, the springs fitting 
in little red grooves in 
the skin. 

A pimply youth, who 
sat at the outer coun- 
ter folding circulars, 
looked up inquiringly; 


but him Henry hardly saw as he dragged 
Alfred straight through the wooden gate. 


generation in its turn. And I doubt if the hardware man ‘Leggo! Leggo me!” 
‘ams that he is her second husband. It is possible that Mr. Bulger, pen in hand, looked up over his glasses. 
“it hardly recalls it herself, excepting once in a long while, “Can we close the door?” asked Henry politely. “It’s 
* you recall. in an odd little flash, some capricious, incom- very important.” 
‘hensibie act of your own, years and years back, when The editor’s gaze strayed to the dusty heaps of circulars 
; ‘ere quite another person. and unopened exchanges. 
bul this, too, is off our path. ‘Not very well,”’ he said. 
Henry co i0t have been on that rail fence longer than Henry glanced back toward the pimply youth. Then hi 


Y 


€ bicy ! ride like mad back to Alfred Knight’s _ the desk. 
Alire strained, puzzled look about his dull eves, ‘What's the matter?” asked Mr. Bulger now, considering 
il Ne, pasting stamps into his album. How- Alfred. 

Tiong Henry was there, I am certain that he and Alfred “Tt’s a misunderstanding. I’m Henry Calverly 

ne tiwe ( rtv-eight to Borea. “Yes; I know.” 

_ ther briskly up the main street of Borea ‘I'm director of the‘ Ilolanthe’ down at Sunbury this week.”’ 
a Te ce rt-house and the stores and the Wilson “Yes, yes!” Mr. Bulger tapped his pen on the deck. “I 
as indows and its row of lounging travel-. - gave you a notice last week.” 

emen Up] k in the yellow armchairs, straight to the ‘Oh, that was nice!” said Henry. “I didn’t see it.” 

Vince t bevond that bore, on its frosted surface, * Well, what can I do for you?” Continued on page 1; ) 
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Various disg a 
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gery; Blake sets out to visit the various wig- 

of New York. Allaire is engaged to Allison Courtney, 
well-to-do orphan, who makes her home with her uncle, 
Peter Courtney. She is unswerving in her loyalty to her 
>, but Courtney objects to his coming to their home 
Allaire i iffair has been 


acquired by in the 
young law ver agrees to ] 


| the notoriety 
rotten. So the 


LLISON COURTNEY was of a peculiarly just nature, 

rare in all youth, and possibly rarer in the gentler 

i sex than in the alleged sterner. She was not tre- 

mendously fond of her uncle, though, feeling it her 

duty to love him, she tried to do so. He was her father’s 

brother and her guardian, and had been good to her. But 

affection is not a matter of the will; Allison could not warm 

toward this cold man who, courteous, kind, and alw: iys fair 

and generous, had yet held himself aloof from her, even in 

the efflorescent days of girlhood, when, motherless, father- 

less, without other relatives, she had wished to make her 

uncle the repository of those confidences and hopes so dear 
to childhood. 

So the budding affection of the girl had been chilled. 
Kindness she returned by obedience, courtesy by good 
manners. But their relations were not close. The blood- 
tie had become so. thinned that it was almost dissolved. 
Allison, at luncheon, shortly after Allaire’s departure, mused 
on these things. She thought of the many times when she 
had longed to bring some childish trouble to her uncle, but 


had known better 
than to expect 
sympathetic un- 
derstanding from 
the frosty gentle- 
man who sat at 
the other end of 
the table. 

So different from that warm-hearted father who had di 
in Allison's tenth year—so different from her father’s tale: 
to her of his brother! But the East had changed uncle Peter 
Allison remembered now, for the thousandth time, hor 
different uncle Peter had seemed in the flesh from the 
mythical—it must be that—uncle Peter who, following « 
trivial quarrel with his father, had run away from home 
and never been heard of again until shortly after the 
simultaneous deaths of ‘Allison’s father, Thomas Courtne 
Junior, and his father, Thomas, Senior. 

‘Allison had been ten at the time. Her father and grant: 
father had gone into New Hampshire to visit a mill whic! 
they contemplated buying. There had been a railroa 
wreck, and they had been killed. There had been the 
funeral, to which Allison had gone, happily hardly under- 
standing her tragedy as yet. Allison inherited all he 
father left; the grandfather had divided his estate betwee! 
Allison’s father and the other son, who had left home a 
twenty, sore fifteen years before, who had never commv- 
nicated with his well-to-do father again, but who had never 
ceased to be mourned, wild, hot-tempered, harum-scarun 
youth though he had been, and whose death old Thoma 
refused to believe in. 

There had been the convent-school, to which Aliso! 
now an orphan—her mother had died when she was but: 
year old—had been sent by the executors of her father’s 
will. Then had come the di xy when this frigid gentlema! 
now opposite her had called at the convent, told her that 
he was her uncle come back from his wanderings in the 
East, and took her away from the rigid school w hich she 
disliked to place her at the foot of the table in his home 
in the Murray Hill section of New York city. 

At first, Allison had been ov erjoyed. But Peter Courtne 
had been rendered hard by the fires of experience. Fron 
what little he let fall, Allison learned that he had not matt 
a success of life, dnd that only pride had kept him fror 
returning home years before he ‘did. He had been a sailot 
had prospected in Africa for gold and diamonds. In fact 
it was in Africa that, in an old New York ya he hae 
read of the deaths of brother and father, and had_at om 
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Arthur Somers Roche abandoned his lat- 
est mining venture 

ree Gib} and returned to 
the city of his birth. 

sold out the paper business which his 


ther had founded to the trust, and had invested 
{isons funds so wisely that on coming of age, a 
var before this time, she found that her fortune had 
reased almost a hundred per cert. How her 





l affairs had prospered, she did not know, 
athough she believed that he speculeted in Wall 
‘ret. But he kept up the Murray Hill house in 














how 1 did she owe him? Had there been 
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odds. He has trouble enough at pre 


VU & “1-7 ¢ : 7 a ] } 
J Wi ne paper and iooked at her. 


5 
\ She had not noticed 


wed style, and indignantly refused her plea to share 
theexpenditure. He still insisted on paying for her 

thes an¢ giving her a generous allowence. 

Yes; he had been good to her in a fleshless, spirit- 
Ssort of way—good, so far as keeping her in luxury 

i disdaining her money. But as for the other 

dness, the companionship, the understanding that she 
‘ad craved with all her emotional,.though repressed, nature 
~they had been as far apart as*the poles. And 


son, looking at him, prematurely aged in manner, 


still youthful-enough appearing at forty-five or 
tabouts, irosty-eyed and grim-lipped, wondered hoy 


M% a negligible duty would hold her back from the path 


fOr, just to the core of her, she felt that Peter Courtney 
“i been extremely unjust in his attitude toward Allaire. 
le a lot, despite his coldness, his aloofness. 


im of affect satisfied, she would hardly have asked 

fell this tion. She would have feit it her stern duty 

{UIESCe iporarily at least. in her uncle’s demand 

“al she see nothing of Allaire. But all that her uncle had 
, her | be measured in terms of money—e\ 

% providing ‘with a home. The debt she owed him 


name €len a @1 | OR ad 
r tne paper that he Nabitually read 
I 7 
n, she caught his eye. 


now. She tried to forget his coldness. 
‘I think we dBught to have an unde The girl shrank from seeing any of her friends. She spe 


I t wish Bob to leave here thinking that 


lorbade her to €% 


“Ves?” he said. 
*“Tcan’t let you think,” said the 
girl, “‘that I intend to desert Bob 
at this time.” 

“T never imagined such a thing,” 
he protested. “I didn't think 
you'd cease to love a man merely 
because he finds himself unpleas- 
antly in the public eye. I merely 
thought that -you’d use ordinary 
precautions to saye your name from 
being smirched.”’ 

“That’s tomfoolery, uncle, and 
you must know it!” she blazed. 
“How could it smirch my 
name—to have Bob call here?” 

“The notoriety,” he said, 
shrugging his shoulders. 

“T’m not unduly sensi- 
tive,’ she answered. ‘|! 
dislike the thought of noto- 

riety; but—I guess I can 

stand it if I have to 

But let’s not quarrel 

about it, uncle. I merely 

want to tell you that il 

Bob needs me, or if | 

think he needs me, in any 

way at all, [| shall cither 

send for him or go to 

him. If that is offensive 

to you, I will move to 

an apartment-hotel thi 
afternoon.” 

Courtney colored 

: ee faintly. Sut his voice 

Was cool and composed 
as he replied: 

“Hardly that, my 
dear. My dislike-—for 


; how close were his . ‘ 
your sake—of notoriety 


fingers to the elec- 


' 
| tric-light switch 
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is not so great that ! 

would deny my own niece 

the shelter of my home. 

ij But I trust that Allaire will see wh 

; y you do not—the inadvisability of hi 

\ continuing to call for the present.’ 
“But Dve told you that [Il go to 


him if he needs me!” she cried. 

He bowed. 

“Very well, my dear; but I hope that you will be certain 
of his need before attracting unpleasant public attention.” 

“Vou understand, though, that I don’t feel bound by 
anything I may have said a while ago while he was here 
that I'll feel free to see him.” 

‘I understand,” he said. He rose from the table and 
bowed once more. “I am sorry not to be able to be home 
for dinner, my dear. An engagement ; 

‘Very well,’ she told him. 

He left the room, and Allison had an uncomfortable feeling 
of having been worsted in a battle of wits—not exactly that 
perhaps, but as though she had failed to make the slighte: 
impression upon her uncle, try as she had. He was cold 
blooded; not one word had he said of sympathy for her 
over or for herself. 

Then she roused herself from contemplation of his lac! 
of lovableness. He was her uncle. In his way, he had beer 


- in his way, he was undoubtedly trying to act for the 


nt 


the afternoon ajone, and dined alone. waited upon by the 
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vitnessed in the hall that morning. 
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The Gray Hair 


\iison read the afternoon papers zviter dinner. She 
voured line bearing on the mysterious killings. 
tried with every bit of her brain and feminine intuition 
‘ead some answer in cold print to the riddle that had 
ably ruined her lover. The y itself fascinated 
She put the papers down, wishing that there had 
Then she noticed that they were not the 
These might be found at the Martinette, 
iust around the corner. She felt the inaction of the past 
hours chating her. Allaire had been out, undoubtedly, 
doing something to ferret out the mystery. She, to whom 
the solution was just wes doing nothing. 
She felt the need of air, and the late editions to be found 
at the news-stand outside the Martinette afforded an excuse. 
True. it was after dark, and she ought to send a servant, 
woman of twenty-two ought to be able to walk down 
to the corner without coming to harm. She left the library 
and donned hat and coat. She slipped quietly out of the 
house and turned west toward the Martinette. 

She bought allthe latest editions and recrossed Madison 
Avenue, on which street was the Martinette. Her uncle's 
house was on East Thirty-sixth Street, on the north side 
of the block, half-way between Madison and Park Avenues. 
\s she crossed the avenue, she saw a familiar figure going 
toward Thirty-sevénth Street. It was her uncle. 
v he should have passed his own street, she did not 
know: indeed, she did not stop to consider. She only knew 
that, despite his coldness, she would like to talk to him and 


every 


mystery 


more. 


ist editions. 


as important, 


hit 
Out a 


] . 
OC 


north 


L 


get a masculine opinion of the tangle that she had seen 
from a glance at the head-lines, and which was not only 
still unraveled but more perplexing than ever. She sped 
the street after her uncle. 

turned into Thirty-seventh Street. 


‘ A tl } 
preoccupauion. one 


Evidently he'd 


past his street in turned the 


“T can’t let you think,”’ said the girl, “that I intend 


to desert Bob at this time” 


corner thirty yards behind him. Her gait i 
caught up with him in the middle of the 
touched his arm. 

“Well, uncle, you made me hurry to catch you,” 
laughed. Then her laugh died away as the man whom 
had taken, by reason of his walk and figure and })| 
coat and dark hat, to be her uncle, turned 
upon her. 

“T beg pardon,” said the stranger, in a har: 

Allison crimsoned. 

“Oh,” she said breathlessly, “J beg pardon! I though: 
you were my uncle. You—why even your face is like his 
she gasped. “Not really like, but suggesting his, B it 
excuse me, I—”’ Her voice trailed away in embarrassment 

“Not at all; the apologies are mine for leading vou astray 
I wish that I might have been your uncle. Fortune would 
then have been kind to me.” He lifted his hat as | 
and the silver hair that gleamed in the light of 
offered the excuse of age for what might hav 
pertinence in youth. 

Allison inclined her head in recognition of the bow. 

“] think I’m stupid, or my eyes are failing me,” she said, 
smiling. Then she passed by the courteous stranger and 
walked on. 

As she reached Park Avenue, to turn south and complete 
the circuit of the block which would bring her home, sh 
looked back. The elderly stranger, whose gait was so lik 
that of her uncle, had been left a score of vards behind her 
A faint doubt came to her. Then she tried to shake it of 
The stranger's walk and build were similar to her uncle's 
his face was vaguely familiar. Yet the features wer 
difierent. The resemblance was merely passing: also, th 
hair and voice were totally different. Her uncle's h 
was black, and his voice was smooth and deep. * 

stranger’s voice was harsh and high. 
“T’m a silly,” she told herself. 
uncle—I know that—and yet—— 
She felt relief when she 
her home. She saw her un 
coat on a stand in the hall. An 
then he called to her from th 
library. 

“Why, Allison; 
you been ?” 

She joined him before theopet 
fire. Thena new thought cam 
to her—an idea that made her 
shudder. 

“Uncle,” she cried, “has the 
Society for the Redistributi 

you know—has it ev er threat- 
ened you?” 

He raised his eyebrows. 

“Why do you ask?” 

“ Because I just saw a man; # 
looked like you, and I thought 
he was you until he spoke, at 

oh, I don’t know why, bu! 

there’s so much impersonal: 
seemed ! 


alien { i 
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ne spoke 
arc-lamy 
been im- 


} 
] 
les he 
le s 


where have 


ing going on—he 
harmless old 

don’t know. Tell 
ran on: “It didn't 
you, independent of the wor 
to mind what people said! 
day—your not letting Bi 
come here—tell me!” 

‘I didn’t want to, Allisot 
but—yes; I have been threatened. But dos! 
be alarmed, ‘my dear!” he cried, as she gt 
white. “No demand has been made upon . 
yet. I’m merely.one, I suppose, of scores W 
have been told to get ready to cash 0! e-half thes 
fortune and turn it over to the society. [8 
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letter 2 week ago. And I was told that I 
wld be notified in ample season of when to send 
f contri ution and where. They'll hardly move 
ninst me When I haven't refused their demands 
vet. And even if they should, my dear, 
tere is no cause for alarm. Did the 
n look exactly like me?” 

Oh, no!” She told him how vague 
sthe resemblance. 

Mere chance,” he said. 
on vour nerves, Allison.” 
She shuddered. 

‘Ican’t help it.” 

He smiled. 

“But there is no need for alarm. To- 

v1 telephoned Heenan, the famous de- 
ative, who has just been made com- 
sioner of police. If you were to cross 
thestreet, Allison, you would undoubtedly find 

oof his men hiding in areas, watching this 
we. I’m safe. But naw, perhaps, you 
nderstand why I didn’t want Allaire to come 
ee. But I tried to keep this from you to save 
u alarm.” 

How she had misjudged him—this cold, aloof man 

kept the secret of hi$ danger from her even through 

fearsome news of the day! Most elderly men, she 
uiged, would have been panic-stricken with fear after 
the killings of the past twenty-four hours. 
He had thought of her, first, last and all the time! 

Her head 
de patted her hair. 

There, there, my dear! There, there, my dear!” 


‘This affair 





XI 


ALLAIRE, after leaving Blake, bolted some chops at a 


restaurant on Park Row, drank some black coffee, and 
then made his brief way to the Star office. 


The night editor ordered the office-boy who presented 
n¢ lawyer's card to usher him in at once. They were 


cquaintances of long standing; graduates of the same 


ollege, though not of the same class, they had known 
ach other casually for half a dozen years. The night 
itor shook Allaire’s hand. 

‘I thought you’d be dodging us chaps,” he laughed. 
But | we men of the old college stick together. I suppose 


ucame in to give me a ‘beat.’ Got the best photog- 


‘apher in town, Allaire—take a picture of you that will 
make you proud.” 


“Look here, Jenkins,” replied Allaire: “I know you'll 


‘sist on having something from me, and the easiest way is 


give it to you now. Here are the facts: I don’t know 


‘no killed Hastings or the others. I haven't the slightest 
ta. I never heard of the Society for the Redistribution of 
Surplus Wealth before to-day. So far as I know, I haven't an 
nemy in the world, 
‘ave been selected as the victim of the murderer’s imper- 


I can imagine no reason why I should 


lation. Now, then, that’s all I can tell you.” 


Oh, but, I want a three-column interview!” protested 


Your bright young men could make. three pages out of 


laughed Allaire. “And they have my permission to 
rig F rihermore, you may run a signed story by me 
ring how it feels to be arrested for murder and grille od by 
“police. | know. I'll sign the thing—on conditions.’ 





“on his chair closer to the night editor. 
JA8INs, vou Can realize, without my telling you, what 
wus allair this is tome. I have a theory, vague, wild, 


vate. but there may be something in it, and I want a 


a te x It out by myself. If there is anything in 
re — d 11 . ; . ce “7 
pror 1¢ Star shall have it exclusively, if that 


Somers Roche 


But her uncle! 


was on his breast as she gave way to tears. 


He lifted his hat 
as he spoke 


ni! ‘ 


‘A little criminology, eh?” 

‘Maybe,” said Allaire. “I want to look in your * morgue 

undisturbed. If you'll let me, I'll stand for the signed 
story I mentioned.”’ 

Jenkins was a good newspaper man. He realized that a 
story alleged to be written by Allaire and signed by him 
would jump the Star’s circulation. And he didn’t believe 
that Allaire had any theory worth a hang. If he should 
have, why, the Star had Allaire’s promise that he would 
give it to that paper first. 

‘You’re on,” said Jenkins. ‘‘Though how you’re going 
to find out the murderer from our ‘morgue’—go to it! 
Here’s a note to the man in charge. I'll have a man 
elaborate the ‘interview’ you’ve just given me, and I'll turn 
one of the sob-squad loose on your own signed story. 

“Not too slushy,” warned Allaire. 

“Oh, you can reagl it,” laughed Jenkins. He gave Allaire 
the card he had written. ‘By the way, old man, one of 
our editorial writers is going to pan the police for not listen 
ing to your story when first arrested. I got him to do it. 
For, of course, I knew you weren't guilty.” 

Thanks,” s al Allaire. “But let Blake down easy; he’ 
all right.” 

“Oh, the idea is just to impress the public that this sheet 
knows you're innocent,” explained Jenkins. 

‘Thanks again,” said Allaire. Then he left the night 
editor and managed to find the clipping-room, cheerfully 
known as the “morgue.” He gave the card Jenkins hi d 
written to the attendant in charge, and asked for the inde: 
on “ Forgers.” 

The Star has the most complete “morgue” in the world 





It is as well indexed, too, as any public library. But its 
indices are not subdivided. J he actor- forgers were not 
‘grouped together. And it is surprising v mber of 


people have found the cost of living so high that they ve 
felt compelled to write other persons’ names on bank-checks. 
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It is also surprising how few actors have been guilty of that 
particular crime, considering how much we heer of dis- 

nded troupes. It took Allaire over an hour to go through 
he list of names of forgers, picking out and noting on a 
piece of paper those whose occupations—aside from forgery 

1ad todo with the stage. Then he returned the index 
to the attendant, and, consulting his list, asked for the 
envelop containing the clippings relating to one Charles 
Conover, the firs t upon his list. 

He read the clippings. He put them back in the envelop. 
This actor’s crime > icomalded in signing some one else’s name 
to a check in a vear of 1888. He was then, according to 
E e wou Id “a be 
murderer of 

1e—Peter 


the-worn clippings, fifty years of age. 
SEVE enty-six, No man th: it age Was the active 
the four financiers. Allaire consulted the next na 
Firkins. 

Firkins’ crime was of later date—1goo. He was a one- 
legged acrobat. Allaire read no further; he wasn’t interested 
in the details of Firkins’ offense against law and order. He 
looked up the thifd name on his list. But John Crantley 
had been adjudged insane and had died in an asylum in 
1904. And Robley Johnson had died in jail in 19¢6. Allcire 
rned to the last of his list—-Stillman ‘Overton. Overton 


ty 


iadl been a vaudeville player; he had delineated “great 
men, past and present.” But, in 1897, he had been con- 
victed of forging a check for one hundred thousand dollars 
He had been convicted in Chicago, but escaped from ily 
Prison in 1898. Allaire read this last clipping with excite- 
ment. A man who was not only en actor, but a man who 
made up to look like many different types of men, a forger, 


a desperate criminal—Overton had shot two guards in 





making his oe Me turned to later « lipy pings. These 
told of the cha for Overton and the failure to rec: apture 
hi Allaire’s he rt was beating fast as he pi ked up the 
last lipping. And then his wild hopes faded. Sti a 
Overton, according to this clipping, which contained a brief 
cable-despatch and a el of obituary, had been killed 
ina drunken brawl in Johannesburg, South Africa. Papers 
found upon the body had identified him as the actor-forger 
so earnestly wanted by the state of Illinois. Eis death 
had creel in Igol. 





And this was the lest of the list. Undoubtedly, other 
actors had been forgers and been arrested and jailed, but 
the Vv had k ept their p! rofession a secret. There was no way 
of tracing these. And, anyway, it had been a foolish quest. 
Allaire had another idea. "The murderer of the millionaires 
vas undoubtedly an anarchist. He micht find some actor 
vho was a pees: anarchist and thus But it swept 
over him su iddenly what a waste of time it ell was. There 








*) 


vere hundreds, possibly thovsends, of men who hed never 
appeared on the stage, and who yet could disguise them- 
selves, could impersonate other people. His foolish obsession 
of the past few hours hed not let him anywhere except 
dee per into the maze of bewilderment. He would co better 
to forget all silly theories and bend his energics toward 


wat hit g his friends, arorg whom must be the murderer. 


a 


He wuld study them all, find out which one po: sessed 
histrioric ability, and then— He yawned; suddenly fa tigue 


ept over him. He had been up “all the previous night, 
subjected to cascie mental strain—let the murderer 
» hang! (Allaire hoped he might, smiling rrimly. ut, 
t the roment, Allaire wanted sleep. He left the ‘“‘rorgue,’ 
-1¢0': his head when Jenl ikins asked him if he’d discovered 
anything, signed a column written in the first person and 
p-rporting to explain the feelings of a man unjustly accused 
; murder—it was extremely good stuff, and Allaire felt 
that the akin might not receive public credit for 

the work—and took the subway up-town 
Jim, the night elevator-man, was as gled to see Allaire 
had been Henry. Allaire thanked him, tipped him, 

1€@ Me 


i 


i to talk to th ‘Wwspc per men, and was taken to his 
rtment. He flurg himself into a chair and rested there 
ment, staring desperately, blankly, at the well. Then 
hin to-<ther ond began undressirg. The 





wall telephone- bell rang. It was Blake, Cown-st 5, askin 
pern itor to come up. Allaire grontecd it, | the ex. 
comm cr of pouce entered the lite | tment a 
moment later. One glance at Allaire’s tired, couraged 
face told him that the lewyer had learned nothing by his 


pursuit of his far-fetched theory. 
‘Find anything?” Ela e asked perfunctoriiy 
Allaire briefly related the results of his search in the 
“morgue” of the Séar. 
“And you?” he inquired. 
Blake sat down. 
“Allaire,” he said gravely, ‘ 


society is too many for Us. 


‘I’m almost afraid that this 


The lawy yer smiled feintly. 
‘Did 2 ' — anythiz © else? What did you do?” 
[ wen SA pner’s,”” answered Blake. ‘* His is the big- 


gest wig, -up, and theetrical costuming-place in the 
city. So I ‘tho ght I'd try him first, and, if I failed there 
well, I didn’t feil there. That is, I- sees [ happen, 
fortun: tely, to belong to the same fraternal order. He Was 
wearing his button, ~— I gave him the grip and it was 
plain sailing after th He summoned his clerks, threatened 
them with the loss 2 their jobs if they didn't keep their 

t, and let me question them. Well, here’s what 
Ten days 270, a Man ‘= ob ¢ wt 7 y buile l, or 


mouths shu 


I learned: 








yours, or Hastings’, or the taxi-chauffeur’s, for that matter= 
we're ; . tall and slender came in and bought a red wig. 
Heenan has red hair. Yesterday, the sare man boughta 
brovn wig. Your hair is brown. Last night, about tem 
the same man bought a blond wig, straw-color. They 
showed me a similar one; it’s the same color as the heir of 
the rightful chavffeur of the taxi the murderer used last 
nicht. There’s no mi the same man bought all 





three. The clerks remember him distinctly. They cag 
describe his figure fairly well, but his face—beyond that hig 
eyes, they thor cht, were grey; his hcir i 
“Black, of course,” said Allaire. “Your hair is black 
and he bovght no wig for your impersonation.” 
vow that 


“Of course,” said Blake. “Well, the clerks 
they could recognize the man, but as far as des¢ ribing him 
—I don’t suppose it wouid do any good, a way. He 
probably wasn't using his regular face when he boug cht the 
wigs.’ And Blake essayed a feeble smile. 

‘That all?’ demanded Allaire. 

“No; there’s more. I got farther along than that. If 
seemed that the last wig the man bought—the chauffeur’s 
wig—didn't fit well. He said that he couldn't wait; he 
wanted it sent to him at Once—as soon as it was altered; 
that is, you see, he told Jepner’s people that he was a ‘ movie’ 
actor, and his requiring wigs didn’t seem out of the way to 
them, not even his buying two on the same day. ‘Movie 
ectors have to pli y so many different parts—well, anyway, 
he gove the name of Otis Fenno, and his address as 150 East 
Twenty-first Street, just off Gramercy Park. He wanted 
it sent to him by messenger at once it was altered. Andi 
was sent there at midnight last night.” 

“Ves?” Once again excitement banished Allaire’s & 
haustion. “And you went to that address and——” 

‘Found that Mr. Samuel Fenno was a traveling sale 
man who rented the room about a week ago. He 
never slept the te, didn’t have any of his things there. But 
he'd told the landlady that he wanted a voting-resident 
in New York city, and also some place to whic h he co 
send things while on the road; and he paid in advaneé 
Well, the package from Jepner’s came last night. The 
landlady ceed t; a little later, Mr. Fenno came ina 
asked for the package. She gave it to him and he left, 
telling her that he was to take a midnight train. I hardly 
imegine thet he’ll ever go back there.” 

‘Nor I,” seid Allsire gloomily. 
planted in the event of need arisirg. He’s probably go 
Fe thought a momen 
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nat 


‘He had the room 


dozen other places—or they heve.” 
‘No,”’ he went on; “the sociciv is one man. 1T 
‘Why do you sey that 
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get it by blackmail if they come to me with murder in their hearts and guns in their hands. There ain't mu 


» »d in me and he sneered at the rich men who scowled at ham but there + plenty of red blood 








16 


‘Would the murderer have needed to take such risks as 
did this morning, impersonating the real chauffeur of 
taxi in the court-room if he’d had accomplices who 
For some 


the 
could have informed him of all that happened? 
reason, he wished to be in that court-room, probably to 
study you, most likely to note how you were dressed; he 
undoubtedly had studied your face before. The only 
yv he could be sure of getting in there and getting a look 
at you was by being there as a witness. And, as he was 
there, that proves he works alone and has no accomplices.” 
“You forget that the man who did drive his taxi last 
night knew of the killing of Hastings, must have been an 
accomplice,” said Blake. 
“By George, you're right!” cried Allaire. “Then why 
why didn’t that chauffeur, unsuspected—no one 
saw his face—why didn’t /e act for the slayer, 
visit the court-room and——”’ 
“Oh, don’t ask me,” said Blake. ‘ My head’s 
dizzy. I don’t understand anything about the 
affair. I only know that we haven't learned a 
single thing.”’ 
‘We are pretty sure that 
black hair,” said Allaire. 
‘ ‘“*Not much in a city where there are probably 
hundreds of thousands of black-haired men,” said 
Blake. ‘‘No, Allaire; as theorists, I’m afraid 
that you and I are failures. Reasoning from the 
facts to the person will never get us anywhere. 
We ought to reason from the person to the facts. 
We ought to take, singly, each person that you 
know and use the method of elimination. We 
ought, first, to find out what friend of yours has 
ever been on the stage or possesses impersonative 
ey ability and—don’t fit the facts to the person 
it would take forever—fit the person to the facts. 
begin by —’’ 
“Getting a night’s rest, Blake,” 
groaned with weariness. He yawned. 
t Blake yawned, too. 
“Come around for breakfast, Blake,” invited Allaire. 
t now—if the murderer were coming around in half an 
r to kill me, I’d just leave a note for him asking him to 
be quiet about the job and not wake me up.”’ 
‘I feel about the same,” said Blake. ‘Till the morning, 
then.” ‘ 
: He left the apartment. Allaire managed to undress 
before falling asleep; but once his head touched the pillow, 
he was as one drugged. 


the murderer has 


Let’s 


protested Allaire. He 
The act was infec- 
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THERE is certain work that the police can do well; they 
can round up, through their informers, every known crook 
in the city in a short space of time, provided the crooks, 
having committed no crimes in the immediate past, feel that 
they have nothing to fear from the law and are not in hiding. 
But the average criminal—professional—has his society as 
have the denizens of the upper world. He has his own cafés, 
his own resorts that might be called clubs, his own com- 
panions. And these are ali known to the police, and many 
' the resorts are but a stone’s throw from police head- 
So it was that, within a quarter of an hour after 
the inspectors left the new commissioner’s presence, officers 


wi began “turning up” the members of that class which defies 
the law. 
2 Heenan quizzed the first to be brought in himself. But, 


as has been said, he soon gave it up in disgust, convinced 
that, despite what he had told the inspectors, he was facing 
mething altogether new in crime, and must look for its 
perpetrator to some one altogether unknown in criminal 
] 


arnr 
afltiais 


, Shut in his private office, Heenan brought to bear upon 
1 


the situation all the knowledge that years of experience had 
given him. But at the end of some hours, he was just as far 
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The Gray Hair 





from even the beginning of the right trail as before the 


first murder had been committed. He must wait 
agency operatives had turned in reports to him 
Of course, he had not been able to devote hi 
to thought. The ten financiers who had asked his 
this morning, and who had been instrumental! 
Mayor Phinney to place him at the head of the 
that this would make for their own safety, had each tele. 
phoned him in panic. Four of them had even called at head. 
quarters, but Heenan had pointed out to these the fact thay 
two of his operatives trailed them, and that they were as 
safe as men could be. Further, he assured them that he was 
on the trail of the murderer. The same with the telephonic 
one and all, he assured them that he,*Heenan, 


until his 
t his home. 
vhole time 
protection 
in Causing 
orce, feeling 


Mnquirers 






“Honest, Chief, I don’t know a blessed 


thing,” said the informer 





was now in absolute command of the situation and that the 
had nothing to fear. Moreover, he added to all the 
frightened ones, the society had thus far killed no ot 
without due warning. And as none of these ten finance! 
had received any requests as yet, but merely been told tha 
they would be called upon in future for contributions, ther 
was really no need for alarm. 

And so he got rid of their importunities. But, needlesst 
state, he was not so assured as he appeared. In fact, for ™ 
first time in his career of detection, Heenan was alarmet 
The man lacked personal cowardice to an immense degree 
but he feared for his reputation as some men fear lor the: 
lives. But his conceit was too great for him to advise thes 
clients to flee the city. If he did that, his great reputati 
would be pricked as a bubble. Heenan had no conscience” 
none at all. He preferred that the lives of these men show 
be risked rather than that the Heenan fame should ® 
clouded ever so slightly. i 

So the hours passed; criminal after criminal was 6 
ined and denied all knowledge of the mysterious society 2” 
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doings, save What was contained in the day’s papers. 
tod their denials were made known to Heenan. But that 
- super-bulldoggedness that had stood him well in the 
t, that made him turn io a new trail, yet not give up - 
brought results to-night. For, at about ten o’clock, 
qool” gave forth information which the inspector, quizzing 
vn ‘though t worthy of being brought to the commissioner’s 


the A 
his 


ime 


ling vention. He brought the cringing informer directly to 
cl. feenan. 

a: @ Well, give me the straight of this,”’ said Heenan threat- 
ha aingly, after the inspector had told his purpose in bringing 


he man there. 

Honest, Chief, I don’t know a blessed thing,” said the 
omer. ‘I only tells the inspector here that Casey Red 
blowin’ a wad o’ coin and ‘talkin’ outa the side of his 

uth about a big job he turned last night.” 

Heenan pursed his lips. 


an, 























sed e -—— 
2 
hat the’ , tJ IE . 
ill thes 
no ol Casey Red?” he said, musingly. 

nancie!: “Exprize ighter—got a stand-in with Alderman Klits- 
‘old that °° put in the inspector. “Belongs toa gang. Tough nut. 
ns, thet “ut never been jailed. Thought I’d go slow about grabbin’ 

= because he’s got no record.” 
edless t ,jieenan’s eves flashed angrily; this was a fine time to be 
+ for th ae aDo litical pull and going siow! He glared at 
ilarmet sy, ‘ormer 
> degree 3u must w more. Spill the rest of it! 
for thei “Well, ( he usta be a chauffe hined the 
ise thes era Lost icense for jo y- ridin’ and bustin’ up a 
yutatio! But 2 i s out ' vay. he talked 
cience- ut this r eiped tur and ho he ent 
n shou ue Ste miles, ar 
ould & ” stuff pullec st night?” der des 

2. : pector 7 ne inspector shook his head. 
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~ Up “csey Red!” snapped Heenan. “Get 


Arthur Somers Roche 


But the inspector was out of the office, dragging the luck 
after him. Heenan paced nervously up and 
down the office floor. It paid, this following the trails that 
seemed no good. Once this Casey Red was in his clutches, 
he'd talk. Heenan knew how to make him talk. 

But he caught himself. This was not like him-—to walk 
nervously about. He wondered, as he sat down and tried to 
compose himself, if he’d wished for too much when he'd 
wished to face something new in crime. He'd never been 
nervous in his life before that he could remember, and it was 
a new and unwelcome sensation. He tried to forget this 
sudden lead up an old trail, and devoted himself to that 
concentration along the new trail, which alone would bring 
results. But his centering of thought upon the side of the 
mystery which was being covered by his own private agency 
Was not very successful, for he was able to bring himself out 
of his study and back to the ex-prize-fighter the second that 
the inspector returned. 

“Well, you got him?” demanded the commissioner. ‘The 
inspector’s eyes were frightened; he licked his lips. 

‘Yes, Commissioner; we got him—found him in his room 
on Pell Street. He'd been hittin’ the hop there; found a 
regular layout alongside his bed, and the pipe 
was on the floor R 

“Well, where is he?” 

‘Dead.” 

Heenan held his subordinate with his eye 
‘Dead? Murdered?” 

‘The gas was turned on; 
it was goin’ full-blast when 
we got there,” replied the 


less “‘stool”’ 





inspector. “Its.a shabby 
joint. It ain’t a regular 


smokin’-place, but lots of 

hopheads hang out there 

and cook their own pills 

Most of ‘em are out around 

somewhere this time o'night 

house almost deserted. 

Them that was there was 

dopey with the stuff, and, 

as the chinks in the door 
of Casey Red’s room was 
stuffed with rags, they 
hadn’t noticed the smell of 
gas. The woman that runs 
thedumpdidn’t know when 
Red had come home or if he 
came home alone. It’s either 
suicide or murder, all right; 
and it don’t look like suicide, for Casey had 
been drinking hard, according to the ‘stool,’ 
and it don’t seem like he’d had enough life 
in him even to cook his pill, much Jess stop up the door 
with rags, and- 
‘““He was aiid of course,” said Heenan. He sat 
a moment in deep thought. “Round up all his pals. Find 
out where he was drinking, and with whom. ‘Trace him 
down to his last drink. You know—if anything big break 
out of it, let me know. I’m going home.’ 

The inspector saluted and departed. Heenan gathered 
together all the reports that had come to himself or Blak 
during the day, put them in a bag, and left the office. He 
vas studying these, in the seclusion of his apartment, at 
eleven o'clock, when Dexter arrived and gave to him the 
brief dossiers of several of Allaire’s friends. Phelan’s, Swin 


ton’s. and Lane’s were among them, and Heenan read thes 
first. But they were all innocent enough—a most harmle 
trio of middle-aged gentlemen. 
Indeed, when other operatives, later in the ening 
brought in more dossiers, Heenan found them of as small 
lue. - The gentlemen who comprised the Maple Club, and 
he seemed to be Allaire’s closest friend ere all men ol 
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M vself and Others 


By Lilhe Langtry (Lady De Bathe) 





Girlhood 






A manor-house on the 











Y name is really Emilie i 
Charlotte—a dreadful but one, coming in between the 


last two mentioned. My mother 








one, ton but ‘ ‘ 
oe te was a Miss Martin, whom my 
mother’s, I was called “Lillie” very father met, fell in love with and 









early in life,and that sobriquet has married during his incumbency 
' clung to me ever since. An only of St. Olive’s, Southwar, 
daughter, with six brothers, named London. At the age of 


t 


thirty-four, my father 
William Corbet Le Bre. 
ton, became dean of Jer 
sey, my birthplace. The At 
appointment had _ beer 
offered him at the earl 
age of twenty-nine, but 
acting under the advice of 
his father, who thought FF“22 
him too young for so serious 
a responsibility, he preferred #°" 
to remain for a further perio! §P ™™ : 





respectivel) all 
William, Trevor, 
Maurice, Clemen 
and Reginald, 
I ranked 


youngest 
























‘ in the curacy of St. Olive’s. Five Do 
years later, the deanship was be fi" ¥¢ 
stowed on him, and he left for the FP" ¥: 
: island of his birth, where he re FP" 5 
Lillie Langtry or eS . : : } ° 290 Notwi 
Lady De Bathe mained until his death, in 16 ek 3 
On leaving St. Olive’s, his pans: 
ioners presented him with a silver salver which B* *\42 
was lengthily inscribed, one ities of the inscrip 9 “a 
tion alluding to his zeal and solicitous care for the J and 
poor, “whereby he has endeared himself to d me 
who know him.” eX 
My father was educated at Winchester, at the! os 
time an eight days’ journey from Jersey, where, Mat 
: as a freshman, he had been fag to Lord Selbournt - ho 
‘ who, I believe, once rapped him unmer« ifully ove! pal 
er Vo 


the head with a frying-pan for not cooking his bac , 
properly. So I imagine the culinary art was 
one of his minor accomplishments. -His roommate 
at Winchester were Cardwell, Lowe, and Randa! Palme: 
who afterward, oddly enough, became ministers in tt 
same Cabinet. From Winchester, he went to Oxford, 
where he became scholar of Pembroke and fellow of Exeté 
He was a remarkably handsome man, and widely adoreé 
for his geniality and charm of disposition. His hair turne 
white at a very early age. Indeed, I never re -membet 
otherwise. His eyes, very blue, looked one through 2 
through. He was over six feet in height and of majest* 
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om reat deal, also devoting much of her time to a 

“Gefing fr . e ‘na ‘ Ag cs ——— 

oe © was passionately fond of flowers: and 1] Bay A ad oe aaa 
must ’ ¢ ay 
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cogniia, | am = sure, to 
most people. Asa mat- 
ter of fact, it is surpri 








ing to tind how little ¥8 
even the average Briton ; 






knows. of Jersey. Lo . 
him, it is generally no ¢ 






more than an unin 
portant speck on the 
map, and even of i 







exact location he is ver 

hazy indeed. He also 
seems quite uncertial! 
as to whether its i 

habitants are English ot 
lrene h. I 
may say al 
once that 
they are 
pure No 






























wand of Jersey 


wring, a Character 
iticwhich he retained 
throughout his life. 
Perhaps the follow- 
ing little anecdote 
mllconvey a bet- 
tt idea of his 
pearance than 


thing I Can 








At one of 
heen Victoria's 
evees, General 


wr John Penne- 





























ow, sir, that 

the Church, 
ced fine sergeant- 
Rectory of St. Saviour 's Church. 


Jersey. birthplace of 
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ling Sir John’s 
vinced that 
tiered a greater 
he army, for my father had the true histrionic 
dramatic talent would undoubtedly have made 
lavery fine actor. He had an extraordinarily retentive 
ory, which he trained so assiduously by committing a 
4in amount of poetry every day that it became a diffi- 
(matter to find any English or Latin verse which he 


Mrs Langtry 
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1 not recite verbatim the instant it was suggested. 
“etry must have been a fondness of my mother’s, also, 
“et youtt I have in my possession a book filled with 
facts tro} poets, selected for her by Charles Kings 

WRO Was riend of the Martin family. Personally, 


tite and lovely, with blue eyes, a perfect 


rn hair, and a most fascinating smile 


1 of an open-air life, she rode, drove, 










age ; 
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peen tf healthy outdoor life she led 










uty to the end. 








- fl bo t mv birthpl ce, an island Mrs. Langtry « father. the Very Reverend William 


Corbet Le Breton, Dean of Jersey 











Alane in Jersey 


man, the islands, which 
are Great Britain’s pos- 
sessions, being now all that 
remain to her of the duchy 
of Normandy. 

The island has its own 
jurisdiction as wei! as its 
own assembly, or !ocal par- 
liament. This assembly or 
States, as it is termed in Jersey, 
consists of the lieutenant-gov- 
ernor, bailiff (the civil head), the 
dean (the ecclesiastical head), 
twelve jurats (aldermen), twelve 
rectors, twelve constables (conne- 
tablés), and fourteen deputies. It 
also includes the Crown officers, 
who are allowed to speak but not 
to vote. 

The official language of the States 
and, indeed, of the churches and law- 
courts was, until two years ago, French, 
and we natives speak a patois which so 
nearly resembles the Norman patois of the 
present day that, when traveling in Nor- 
mandy recently, I found little difficulty in 
making myself intelligible to the peasants. 

The law of Jersey still continues full of pic- 
turesque and feudal customs. One of the most 
curious of these sanctioned survivals is the 
Clameur de Haro (the Outcry of Haro). Although 
long since abolished in Normandy, the Clameur 
may still be raised by any Jerseyman who thinks 
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in no_ benefit 





either to op-@seldo 

pressed or oppressor. ™ genealk 

The “Haro” ap §§ iamilie 

pealed to is Rollo, first duke ff «trao1 


of Normandy, and I once saw thef ances 
clameur put into practise myself. Vis ff Noirm 
count Ranelagh, years ago, bought «fff among 
very pretty cottage overlooking one wed 
of the bays and divided by a lane and fou 
from a Jerseyman’s farm. Finding and thi 
this passage in very had condition, purpose 
and regarding it as a joint prop-§ blance 
erty, Lord Ranelagh magnani- ff appears 
mously commenced to improvell #ignew 
it; but to this the Jerseymaff Norma 
offered violent opposition. the arcl 
claiming the lane as his ovaj Anot: 
ground. He preferred it with bishop | 
its deep cart-ruts; and aff the sam 
often as Lord Ranelagiff contriby 
filled them up, the Jerse 
man redug them, finaly 
outwitting the Englis: 
man by digging a det 
trench across the ¢ 
bated road during t 
night. In the mot 
ing, falling on 44 
knees, he raised tt 
Clameur de Ha 
and thus made" 
prisals impossb« 
Probably the chasm 
dug remains to this day, thor! 
both disputants have long since be 


: f . ; = otd ‘ 7 
his rights are challenged or his property threatened. go , we in their graves. / 
If he wishes to avail himself of this ancient form of | ¥+™ The island of Jersey is studded with old, gi 


protection, he falls upon his knees and, in the pres- 

ence of two witnesses, cries aloud three times: ‘‘Har! 

Haro! Haro!’ A Vaide, mon prince; on me fait tort!” (Haro! 
Haro! Haro! Help, my prince; I am being wronged!) This 
invocation stays any proceedings on the part of the sup- 
posed or real oppressor until the case comes before the 
court, and as that local body has a tantalizing method of 
pigeonholing cases au greffe (in the registry office)—in other 
words, of postponing them indefinitely- ‘it is apt to result 


stone manor-houses, which carry with them the &* 
seigneur. Many curious rents were exacted by the seigm 
in olden days, one being the picturesque payment 
chaplet of roses on St. John’s day. Another still mf 
airy one is chronicled in an old book as having been 
on pain of imprisonment, viz., a dozen butterflies. 
a dainty tribute! Many of these singular tithes still 
and even Sieur Le Breton has every year to pay 
shillings and threepence, the equivalent of a “cart-loa 
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ton, who seems to have run 
through all his money and 
to have become so hard up 
that the king graciously 4 
presented him with his 
robes. Lonly hope he served 






jes.’ While another family 
ys four and sixpence a year 
lieu of the presentation of 








dighty eels! 
The climate of Jersey is so 
t idthat ixic is, camellias, palms, 








nd geraniums flourish in the his majesty especially well a3 
yen air throughout the winter. in consequence. But my 
he sky is as blue and sea as favorite herg is Raoul le i 






Breton, a man after my 
own heart, an adventurous 
spirit, who, in King John’s 
reign, fought his way vp 
the Seine with five hundred 
retainers to take Paris. | 
love Raoul for his pluck , 
-and enterprise, and I cor 

dially endorse his taste in 


spire as the Mediterranean. 
indeed, Jersey, with its in- 
iated shores fashioned by 
ature into numberless small 
nd beautiful bays, its country 
ues with their cool, green 
ides of arching trees, its apple 
rhards, its fine cattle and 
netty milk maids in native cos- 

















we, all help to make the desiring to possess so fasci $3 
ace one of the most attractive nating a city. He pushed 

gots of the world. his way to the very gates o} f 
Of the smaller Channel the citadel, but, needless to 2 





add, his ambitious designs 
were there checked, and he 
and his bold followers cap 
tured. a to add 


lands, Guernsey, Alderney, 

ewroaus M and Sark, I know very little ex- 
ee" Tot for a passing visit, as the 
habitants of each are clan- 

ish, keeping aloof from the 

benefit st of the group and very 
to op-™stidom intermarrying. The 
p ngs genealogy of many of the Jersey 
iro” ap- i lumilies can be traced back an 
rst dul atraordinarily long way. My 
saw theMancestors were seigneurs of 
elf. Vis Noirmont, and one of them was 
bought aff among the Jerseymen who fol- 
king one owed William the Conqueror 
y a lane andfought in the battle of Hastings. He figures in the Bayeux Tapestry, 
Finding and this fact incited me recently to inspect the famous fabric for the 
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Portrait of Sir Thomas Le Breton great- 
uncle of Mrs. Langtry) by Sir 
Thomas Lawrence 


ondition, purpose of tracing in the features of this distinguished person a resem- 

int prop ance to myself, but the result was not very satisfactory. He also | 
magnani- i appears to have had some dispute regarding the boundary of the | 
improve “igneurie, and took his grievance to Rouen, 


erseymalg™ Normandy, where the facts are chronicled 
»position jf te archives of that ancient city. 

vi Another Le Breton was a distinguished 
bishop under Edward I., and in 
ihesame king’s reign my family 
contributed a Judge Le Bree 













Mrs. Langtry 


at the time of 






her marriage 











was incumbent and whe s 





Saviour's Church. Sr. Helier's. Jersey. of which Mrs. Langtry s father 
she was married to Edward Langtry 
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the deplorable fact that the year at Oxford. These books afterward fou 





























service of commu-_ to be painted by Sir Thomas, who had then retired. 


Victorien Sardou, the 
French dramatist, whom 
Mrs Langtry consulted on 


the subject of spiritualism 


These appear to me 
to be the more interest- 
ing of my progenitors 
and the only ones about 
whom I remember de- 
tails, though a shameful 
Le Breton helped to 
murder the saintly 
Thomas a Becket and 
another fought gallant- 
ly under Lord Howe and 
was one of the bearers of 
the news of victory. He 
died of his wounds and 
is buried in Salisbury 
Cathedral. Yet an- 
other ancestor was the 
first bishop of Ely. 

I had almost forgot- 
ten to mention one 
who was dean of the 
island in the Cromwel- 
lian period, who was 
cast into a dungeon in 
the feudal castle, Mont 
Orgeuil, for his Royal- 
istic plotting, and 
found a means of es- 
cape by lowering him- 
self with a rope into a 
waiting boat. The “ Flat- 
iron Building” on Broad- 
way, New York, being remi- 
niscent of the seaward 
side of his political prison, 
it was undoubtedly a bold under- 
taking. bore the date 1100, cut in a 

To come to later days, a great- “ce “ Z” ing-stone, but the original building 
uncle of mine, Sir Thomas Le Breton, a ; evidently been added to from time © 
was a distinguished scholar who re- “Ss time. Its face was almost entiteY 
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autle 


Mont Orgeuil Castle, Jer- 
Cromwellian period, the 
escaped by lowering 





The making of this 
mild beverage had long 
been discontinued, but 
the great stone wheel 
for the crushing of the 
apples, together with 
the huge stone troughs, 
vats, and other prim 
tive appliances, still 1 
mained. A dovecote, 
symbolical of the rector’ 
calling, stood in the court 
yard. 
A portion of the house prop 





as a prize for the best Latin poem of Mrs. Langtry, at fourteen pink, blush, and, to me most be 


aa lac 
Seigneur Raoul is insult- in my father’s library in Jersey, and I have heard the ater fo F and 
ingly referred to in say that the presentation to Sir Thomas was made ] by | 
French histories as ‘The Doctor Johnson, who wrote in them: “Spariam quam 
hy Channel Islands Pirate.’ eclus es ornasti,’ which I suppose may be freely trans. 
I think it must have lated by: ‘You adorn the country of your adoption.” He 
been this same Le must have been a handsome man, if Sir Thomas Lay. 
Breton who gave a rence’s portrait of him does not flatter—and he was lucky 


nion plate to the The old rectory of St. Saviour’s (familiarly known dur- 
Church of St. Bre- ing my father’s incumbency as “the deanery” snuggled 
lade’s, where it is comfortably at the bottom of a hilly lane leading from the 
still treasured. Pos- parish main road. It was built of the gray granite quarried 
sibly this gift was in the island, and occupied three sides of a square. Two 


intendedasanatone- sides were covered by the dwelling; the third, forming the 
ment for his piratical large courtyard, being given over to a row of buildings used 


misdeeds. } in olden days for the home manufacture of cider, 
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: il], the single damask. Underlying these were cherry 
; ud pear trees of great age, the blossoms of which, in 
ye springtime, rivaled the roses in delicious fragrance. 
timbing to my own bedroom window, and gracefully fram- 
wit, was an immense white jessamine, warring for exist- 
ae with a clambering, heavily laden tree of deep-red 
«es, The high-walled garden to the east was given equally 
»fowers and fruit, and here a fig tree, rich in season 
th its purple yield, reared its fertile head. A long ter- 
ae, With undulating lawn beyond, comprised the re- 
winder of the place, with evidences on all sides of my 
sther’s wonderful love of flowers. 
There were two main entrances to the rectory, the door 
nsecrated to my mother’s use being dignified with a 
wrtico, in sharp contrast to the severely businesslike en- 
mnce to my father’s study and our schoolroom. The 
terior was a labyrinth of small, low rooms, with very deep 
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i, that are known in Jersey as “cotils.” 
e deanery was set apart for the children, 
ped unhindered to our heart’s content, in 
hite-haired nurse named Madame Bisson. 





Lillie Langtry 


‘eanary: it died of starvation. 





and I add parenthetically that I never see a certain piece of 
sculpture advertising a more or less familiar brand of soap 
without recalling instantly the dear old soul’s vigorous and 
wholesome methods in the discharge of her duties. A born 
story-teller, she used to fill our easily excited minds with 
narratives of daring French invasions and bold smugglers. 
An especially fascinating tale had to do with one Baron de 
Rullecourt, who, with a handful of followers, had landed on 
the island some eighty years previously, with conquest in 
mind,and had been ignominiously defeated by Major Pierson 
at the head of the military. Madame Bisson’s father had 
witnessed the thrilling event, and had seén my great-grand- 
mother flee with her youthful family from the scene of con- 
flict in the Royal Square, the skirmish having later been 
immortalized in Copley’s picture of ‘‘The Battle of Jer- 
sey.” As may be imagined, our nurse’s stories had a very 
disquieting effect on childish minds, and any unusuii noises 
at night brought us bolt upright in bed, terrified at the 
possible return of our French enemies. There was, of 
course, no danger of such a happening; but smuggling 
still continued, and dear Madame Bisson could 
such realistically accurate accounts 
doings as eventually to create.a suspicion that one of 
her sailor sons followed this particular avocation. 

It may be thought that I was utterly spoiled 
through being an only girl surrounded by six brothers. 
(Juite the contrary. My brothers lost oppor- 
tunity during my earliest youth in impressing on me 
what a miserable handicap it was to be a girl—a silly 
creature given to tears on the slightest provocation, 
easily scared, and full of qualms. So I was quick to 
perceive that, in order to have a free hand in their sports 
and not be left out in the cold, I must steady my nerves, 
control my tears, and look at things from a boy’s point 
of view. Following this course, I conquered their 
prejudices, becoming a partner in all their games and 
numerous escapades, and sharing, always in mitigated 
form, the punishment meted out to the transgressors. 

We kept rabbits, guinea-pigs, canaries, ferrets, and 
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Copley's picture of “The Battle of Jersey.” the last fought on English soil, January 6. 1781 


It portrays the death of the young British defender Major Francis Pierson. just as the French invaders under 
Baron de Rullecourt were on the point of surrender 
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Once, forgetting to feed pet 
I recall the flood of tears I 
shed, and my mother’s punishment, as severe as was com- 
patible with her gentle nature. I (Continued on { 12) 
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\T THE JARDIN RUSSE 
[ midnight, the two young men had not yet parted. 
For, as Sengoun explained, the hour for parting 
was already past, and it was too late to consider 
it now. And Neeland thought so, too, what with 
the laughter and the music and the soft night breezes to 
counsel folly, and the city’s haunting brilliancy stretching 
away in bewitching perspectives still unexplored. 

Sengoun, his arm through Neeland’s, had become aflec- 
tionately confidential. He explained that he reaily was a 
nocturnal creature—that now he had completely waked up, 
that his habits were due to a passion for astronomy, and 
that the stars he had discovered at odd hours of the early 
morning were more amazing than any celestial bodies ever 
before identified. 

But Neeland, whose head and heart were already occu- 
pied, declined to study any constellations, and they drifted 
through the bluish luster of white arc-lights and the clus- 
tered yellow glare of incandescent lamps toward a splash 
of iridescent glory among the chestnut trees, where music 





“Oh,” he said gaily, “a 


can save my life 


The 


pretty 
—if sh 
sounded and tables stood amid 
flowers and and (dittle 
slender fountains which bal- 
anced silver globes upon their 


grass 


jets. 

The waiters were in Russian- 
peasant dress; the orchestra 
was Russian Gipsy; the bill of 
fare was Russian, and there was 
only champagne to be had. 

Balalaika orchestra and spec- 
tators were singing some evi- 
dently familiar Two 
fascinating Gipsy girls were 
dancing—slim, tawny, supple 
creatures in their scarlet and 
their jingling bangles. After 
a deafening storm of applause, their flashing smiles sw¢ 
the audience, and, linking arms, they sauntered off betwe 
the tables under the trees. 

“I wish to dance,” remarked Sengoun. 
kick over something if I don’t.” 

They were playing an American dance—a sort ol skating 
step; people rose; couple after couple took the floor, # 
Sengoun looked around for a partner. He discovered | 
eligible partner likely to favor him without a quarrel - 
her escort, and he was debating with Neeland w hether a1 
would be worth while when the Gipsy girls sauntered bY 
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“Oh,” he said gaily, ‘“a 
pretty Tzigane can save my 
life—if she will!” 

The girls laughed, and Sen- 
goun led one of them out at 
a reckless pace. The other 
smiled and looked at Neeland, 
and, seating herself, leaned on 
the table. 

“Don’t you dance?” she 
asked, with a sidelong glance 
out of her splendid black eyes. 

“Yes; but I’m likely to do 
most of my dancing on your 
pretty feet.” 

“Merci! In that 
prefer a cigarette.” 

She selected one from his case, lighted it, folded her arms 
on the table, and continued to gaze at the dancers. 

‘’'m tired to-night,” she remarked. 

“You dance beautifully.” 

"Thank you.” , 

Sengoun, flushed and satisfied, came back with his 
ipsy partner when the music ceased. 
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Now I hope we may have some more singing!” he ex-' ' 


Cla} >, P ; eS ; 
“aimed, as they seated themselves and a waiter filled their 
great, bubble-shaped glasses. 

And he did sing at the top of his delightful voice when the 
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balalaikas swept out 
into a ringing and 
familiar song, and the 
two Gipsy girls sang, 
too—laughed and 
sang, holding the 
frosty goblets high in 
the sparkling light. 
It was evident to 
Neeland that the song 
was a favorite one with 
Russians. Sengoun 
was quite overcome; 
they all touched gob- 
lets. 
“Brava, my little 
Tziganes!” he said, 
with happy emotion. 
“My little compatriots 
—my little tawny pan- 
thers of the Caucasus! 
What do you call your- 
selves in this band-box 
of a country, where 
two steps backward 
take you across any 
frontier?” 
His dancing partner 
laughed. 
“They call us Fifi 
and Nini,” she replied. 
“Ask yourself why.” 
“For example,’ 
added the other girl, 
“we rise from this 
table and thank you. 
There is nothing 
further. C’est fini— 
c'est Fifi—N ini—com- 
‘ prenez-vous, Prince 
, Erlik?” 
“Hi! What?” exclaimed Sengoun. 
“T’m known, it appears, even to that 
devilish name of mine!” Everybody laughed. 
“After all,” he said more soberly, “it’s a Gipsy’s 
trade to kiow everybody and everything. Tiens!” 
He slapped a gold piece on the table. “A kiss apiece 
against a louis that you don’t know my comrade’s name 
and nation!” 

The girl called Nini laughed. 

“We're quite willing to kiss you, Prince Erlik, but a Jouis 
d’or is not a copper penny. And your comrade is American 
and his name is Tchames.”’ 

“James!” exclaimed Sengoun. 

“T said so—Tchames.”’ 

“What else?” 

“Nilan.” 

““Neeland?” 

“T said so.” 

Sengoun placed the gold piece in Nini’s hand, and looked 
at Neeland with an uncomfortable laugh. 

“T ought to know a Gipsy, but they always astonish me, 
these Tziganes. Tell us some more, Nini.” 

The girls, resting their elbows on the tables, framed their 
faces with slim and dusky hands, and gazed at Sengoun out 
of humorous, half-ve.!ed eyes. 

“There will be war,” remarked Nini, with a shrug of her 
bare brown shoulders. 

“Why?” asked Neeland, smiling. 

“Why? Because, for one thing, you have brought war 


‘into Europe!” 


“Come, now; no mystery!” said Sengoun gaily.* “ Ex- 
plain how my comrade has brought war into Europe, you 
little fraud!” 





86 The Dark Star 


Nini looked at Neeland. 

“What else except papers was in the box you lost?” she 
asked coolly. 

Neeland, very red and uncomfortable, gazed back at the 
girl without replying, and she laughed at him. 

“Vou brought the Yellow Devil into Europe, M’sieu 
Nilan—Erlik, the Yellow Demon! When he travels, there 
is unrest. Where he rests, there is war!” 

“You're very clever,” retorted Neeland, quite out of 
countenance. 

“Ves, we are,” said Fifi, with her quick smile. 
who but M’sieu Nilan should admit it?” 

“Very clever,’ repeated Neeland, still amazed and pro- 
foundly uneasy. “But this Yellow Devil you say I brought 
into Europe must have been resting in America, then. 
And, if so, why is there no war there?” 

“You brought the Yellow Demon here but just in time!” 

“All right! Grant that, then. But—perhaps he was a 
long time resting in America. What about that, pretty 
Gipsy?” 

The girl shrugged again: 

“Ts your memory so poor, M’sieu Nilan? What has your 
country done but fight since Erlik rested among your 
people? You fought in Samoa; your war-ships went to 
Chili, to San Domingo; the blood of your soldiers and 
sailors was shed in Haiti, in Cuba, in the Philippines, in 





**And 


China—”’ 
“Good Lord,” exclaimed Neeland; “that girl is dead 
right!” 


Sengoun threw back his handsome head and laughed 
without restraint, and the Gipsies laughed, too. 

“Show me your palms,” said Nini, and drew Sengoun’s 
and Neeland’s hands across the table, holding 
them in both of hers. 

““See,”’ she added, nudging Fifi with her 
shoulder; “‘both of them born under the 
dark star!” 

“Under the dark star Erlik,” 
repeated the other girl, looking closely 
into the two palms, “and there is 
war there!”’ 

“And death?” 
gaily. 

The Gipsies searched his palm 
with intent gaze. 

“Zut!” said Fifi. “Je ne vois rien 
que del’ amour et la guerre aux dames!” 

“T’en fais pas!” laughed Sengoun. 
“‘T ask no further favor of fortune.” 

While they still explored his palm, 
whispering together at intervals, 
Sengoun caught the chorus of the 
air which the orchestra was playing, 
and sang it lustily. 

But Neeland, unquiet to discover 
how much these casual strangers 
knew about his own and intimate 
affairs, had become silent and almost 
glum. But the slight gloom which in- 
vaded him came from resentment 
toward those people who had followed him 
to Paris, and who, in the very moment of 
victory, had snatched that satisfaction from 
him. He thought of Kestner and of Breslau 
—of Scheherazade, and the terrible episode in 
her stateroom. 

Except that he had seized the box in the 
Carew house, there was nothing in his subsequent conduct 
on which he could plume himself. He could not congratu- 
late himself on his wisdom; sheer luck had carried him 
through as far as the Rue Soleil d’?Or—mere chance and 
that capricious fortune which sometimes convoys the stupid, 
fatuous, and astigmatic. 

Then he thought of Rue Carew. 
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intense desire to distinguish himself began to burn. Tf there 
were any way on earth to trace that accursed box—— 

He turned abruptly and looked at the two Gipsies, who 
had relinquished Sengoun’s hand and were still conversing 
together in low tones while Sengoun beat time on the 
jingling table-top and sang joyously at the top of his 
baritone voice. 

“Fifi?” 

“* M’sieu?” 

‘You're so clever—where is that Yellow Devil now?” 

‘* Pouf!” giggled Fifi. ‘On its way to Berlin, pardie!” 

“That’s easy to say. Tell me something else more 
expensive.” 

Nini said, surprised, 

‘What we know is free to Prince Erlik’s friend.” 

‘I don’t know anything about you or where you get your 
information,” said Neeland. “I suppose you're in the 
secret service.” 

“Mon ami Nilan,” said Fifi, smiling, “we should feel 
lonely outside the secret service. Few in Europe are— 
few in the world, fewer in the half-world. As for us Tzi- 
ganes, who belong to neither, the business of everybody 
becomes our secrets. What do you desire to know?” ~ 

“Anything,” he said simply, “that might help me to 
regain what I have lost.” 

“And what do you suppose?” exclaimed Fifi, opening 
her magnificent black eyes very wide. ‘Did you imagine 
that nobody was paying any attention to what happened 
in the Rue Soleil d’Or this noon?” 

Nini laughed. 

‘The word flew as fast as the robber’s taxi-cab. From 
the Trocadéro to Montparnasse, from the Point du Jour 
to Charenton, from the Bois to the Biévre, the 
word flew! Every taxi-cab, omnibus, sa pin, every 

bateau moucke, every train that left any 
terminal was watched. Five embassies and 
legations were instantly under 
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Robert W. Chambers 


redoubled surveillance; hundreds of cafés, bars, restaurants, 
hotels; all the theaters, gardens, cabarets, brasseries. 

“But to my idea, they got out of Paris before we watchers 
knew of the affair at all—in an automobile perhaps— 
perhaps by rail. But if we ever lay our eyes on Minna 
Minti, we wear toys in our garters which will certainly 
persuade her to take a little stroll with us.” 

' After a silence, Neeland said, 

“Ts Minna Minti, then, so well known?”’ 

“ An artiste, that woman!” replied Nini. ‘‘ Why deny it?” 

“Did you ever hear of a place called the Café des Bul- 
gars?’’ asked Neeland carelessly. 


go to bed for days and days.’ 
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he explained, “I am just waking up, and I do not wish to 


“But I do,” returned Neeland, laughing. ‘Where do 
you want to go now, Prince Erlik?” 

The champagne was singing loudly in the Cossack’s 
handsome head; the distant brilliancy beyond the Place 
de la Concorde riveted his roving eyes. 

“Over there,” he said joyously. 
I'll teach you the skating step as we cross the place. Then, 
in the first da/, you shall try it on the fairest form since 
Helen fell and Troy burned—or Troy fell and Helen burned 
— it’s all the same, old fellow.”’ 


“Listen, old fellow: 


“Yes.” Neeland tried to free his arm—to excuse himself; two 


Sengoun, who had been listening, shook his head. 

“There’s nothing to interest us at the Café des Bulgars,” 
hesaid. Then he summoned a waiter and pointed tragically 
at the empty goblets. join. 


policemen laughed; but Sengoun, linking his arm more 
firmly in Neeland’s, crossed the place in a series of Dutch 
rolls and outer edges, in which Neeland was compelled to 


In the Rue Royale, however, Sengoun desisted with sudden 
XXX access of dignity, remarking 





















THE CAFE DES BULGARS 


THEIR adieux to Fifi and Nini were elaborate and 
complicated by bursts of laughter. The Tziganes 
recommended Captain Sengoun to go home and 
sek further adventures on his pillow; and had 
itnot been for the gay babble of the fountain 
and the persistent perfume of flowers, he 
might have followed their advice. 

It was after the two young men 
had left the Jardin Russe that Cap- 
tain Sengoun positively 
but affectionately re- 
lused to relinquish 
possession of Nee- 
land’s arm. 

“Dear friend,’ 
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into a homeward-bound taxi. 
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that such gambols were not 
worthy of the best traditions 
his embassy; and he at- 
tempted to bribe the drivers 
of a couple of hansom cabs 


to permit him and his 
comrade to take the 
reins and race to the 
Arc de Triomphe. 

Failing in this, he 
exclaimed: 

“T’m_ very thirsty 
with drinking so much, 
old fellow. Did you 
ever drink German 
champagne?” 

“T believe not— 

“Come on, then; 
you shall drink several 
gallons and never feel 
a" 

“Prince Erlik, you 
have had considerable 
refreshment already.” 

“Copain, Ven fais 
pas!” 

The spectacle of two 
young fellows in even- 
ing dress, in a friendly 
tug of war under the 
lamp-posts of the 
Boulevard, amused the 
passing populace; and 
Sengoun, noticing this, 
was inclined to mount 
a Boulevard bench and 
address the wayfarers, 
but Neeland pulled him 
down and _ persuaded 
him into a quieter 
street, the Rue Vilna. 

“There’s a German 
place now!” exclaimed 
Sengoun, delighted. 
And Neeland, turning 
look, perceived the 


” 


illuminated sign of the 
Café des Bulgars. 


German champagne 


a had now become Sengoun’s 

fixed idea; nothing could dis- 
suade him from it, nothing persuade him 
So Neeland, with a rather 
hazy idea that he ought not to do it, entered the café 
with Sengoun, and they seated themselves on a leather 
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wall lounge before one of the numerous marble-topped 
tables. 

‘Listen,’ he said, in a low voice to his companion: ‘‘We 
must be careful what we say.” 

Quite right, old fellow!” replied Sengoun, giving him an 
owlish look. ‘‘I must never forget I’m a diplomatist.”’ 

“Be careful, Sengoun!” 

“*Careful’ is the word, mon vieux,’’ returned the other, 
loudly and cheerfully. “I'll bet you a dollar, three copecks, 
and two sous that I go over there and kiss the cashier.” 

“No! Bea real diplomatist, Sengoun!” 

‘“T’m sorry you feel that way, Neeland, because she’s 
unusually pretty. And we might establish a triple entente 
until you find some Argive Helen to quadruple it. Aha! 
Here is our German champagne!” 

“Listen! This won't do. People are looking at us—— 

“Right, old fellow—always right! You know, Neeland, 
this friendship of ours is the most precious, most delightful, 
and most inspiring experience of my life. Here’s a full 
goblet to-our friendship! Hurrah!” 

After they had honored the toast, Sengoun looked about 
him pleasantly, receptive, ready for any eventuality. And 
observing no symptoms of any eventuality whatever, he 
suggested creating one. 

‘Dear comrade,” he said, “I think I shall arise and make 
an incendiary address—— F 

“No!” 

“Very well—if you feel that way about it. But there is 
another way to render the evening agreeable. You see 
that sideboard?” he continued, pointing to a huge carved 
buffet piled to the ceiling with porcelain and crystal. 
‘What will you wager that I cannot push it over with one 
hand?” 

But Neelande declined the wager with an impatient 
gesture, and kept his eyes riveted on a man who had just 
entered the café. He could see only the stranger’s well- 
groomed back, but when, a moment later, the man turned 
to seat himself, Neeland was not surprised to find himself 
looking at Doc Curfoot. 

“Sengoun,” he said, under his breath, “that type who 
just came in is an American gambler named Doc Curfoot; 
and he is here with other gamblers for the purpose of 
obtaining political information for some government other 
than my own.” 

Sengoun regarded the new arrival with amiable curiosity. 

“That worm? Oh, well, every city in Europe swarms 
with such maggots, you know. It would be quite funny if 
he tries any blandishments on us, wouldn’t it?” 

“He may. He’s a capper. He’s looking at us now. I 
believe he remembers having seen me in the train.” 

‘As for an hour or two at chemin-de-fer, baccarat, or 
roulette,’ remarked Sengoun, “I am not averse to a——” 

“Watch him! The waiter who is taking his order may 
know who you are—may be telling that gambler. I believe 
he did! Now, let us see what happens.” 

Sengoun, delighted at the prospect of an eventuality, 
blandly emptied his goblet and smiled geniaily upon 
everybody. 

“T hope he will make our acquaintance and ask us to 
play,” he said. “I’m very lucky at chemin-de-fer. And 
if I lose, I shall conclude that there is trickery. Which 
would make it very lively for everybody,” he added, with a 
boyish smile. But his dark eyes began to glitter, and he 
showed his beautiful, even teeth when he laughed: ‘“ Ha!” 
he said. “A little what you call a mix-up might not come 
Shall we, as you say in America, start some- 


” 





amiss! 
thing?” 

Neeland, thinking of Ali Baba and Golden Beard and of 
their undoubted instigation by telegraph of the morning’s 
robbery, wondered whether the rendezvous might not 
possibly be here in the Café des Bulgars. 

The gang of Americans in the train had named Kestner, 
Breslau, and Weishelm—the one man of the gang whom he 
had never seen—as prospective partners in this enterprise. 

















Here, somewhere in this building, were their gambling 
headquarters. Was there any possible chance that the 
stolen box and its contents might have been brought here 
for temporary salety? 

Leaning back carelessly on the lounge, and keeping his | 
eyes on the people in the café, Neeland imparted this ide, 
to Sengoun in a low voice—told him everything he knew ip 
regard to the affair, and asked his opinion. 

“My opinion,” said Sengoun, who was enchanted at an 
prospect of trouble, “is that this house is ‘suspect’ and is 
worth searching. Of course, the prefect could be notified. 
arrangements made, and a search by the secret police 
managed. But, Neeland, my friend, think of what pleasure 
we should be deprived!” 

‘““How do you mean?” 

“Why not search the place ourselves?”’ 

“How?” 

“Well, of course, we could be picturesque, go to my rooms 
and fill our pockets with automatic pistols, and come back 
here, and—well, make them stand around and see how high 
they could reach with both hands.” 

Neeland laughed. 

“That would be a funny jest, wouldn't it?” said Sengoun, 

“Very funny. But—” He nudged Sengoun and directed 
his attention toward the terrace outside, where waiters 
were already removing the little iron tables and the chairs. 

‘T see,” muttered Sengoun; ‘it is already Sunday mom. 
ing, and they’re closing.” 

Neeland summoned a waiter with a nod. 

‘*When do you close up inside here?” 

‘To-morrow being Sunday, the terrace closes now, 
monsieur; but the café remains open all night,” explained 
the waiter. 

“Thank you.” And, to Sengoun: “I'd certainly like 
to go up-stairs. Id like to see what it looks like up there.” 

“Very well; let us go up.” 

‘*We ought to have some excuse.” 

“We'll think of several on the way "—rising with alacrity; 
but Neeland pulled him back. 

“Wait a moment! It would only mean a fight.” 

‘All fights,” explained Sengoun seriously, “are agreeable.” 

‘But a row will do us no good.” 

‘Pardon, dear friend, I have been in serious need of one 
for an hour or two.” 

‘“T don’t mean that sort of ‘good,’” explained Neeland 
laughing. ‘I mean that I wish to look about up there- 
explore : 

“Quite right, old fellow—always right! But—here’s an 
idea! I could stand at the head of the stairs and throw 
them down as they mounted, while you had leisure to look 
around for your stolen box.” 

“My dear Prince Erlik, we've nothing to shoot with, 
and it’s likely they have. There’s only one way to get up- 
stairs with any chance of learning anything useful. Ane 
that is to start a row between ourselves.”’ And, raising 
his voice as though irritated, he called for the reckoning. 
adding, in a tone perfectly audible to anybody in the 
vicinity, that he knew where roulette was played, and that 
he was going, whether or not his friend accompanied hin 

Sengoun, delighted, recognized his cue, and protested in 
loud, nasal tones that the house to which his comrade 
referred was suspected of unfair play; and a noisy dispute 
began, listened to attentively by the pretty but brightly 
painted cashier, the waiters, the gérant, and every guest I 
the neighborhood. 

“As for me,” cried Sengoun, feigning to lose his tempé, 
“T have no intention of being tricked!” 

“Tt is an honest wheel, I tell you!” 

“Tt is not! I know that place!” 

“ Be reasonable!” 

‘*** Reasonable!’ ’ 
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she came quickly to where Neeland stood, astonished. and thrust two automatic pistols into his hand.. “Get Sengoun!” 
she whispered. “Don't go down-stairs! Get to the roof—if you can! Try, oh, try, Neeland, my friend!” . 
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and the management a dishonest one. Messieurs, I 
await your verdict!” And he folded his arms dramat- 
ically. 

Somebody said, from a neighboring table, 

“Vous avez parfaitment raison, monsieur.”’ 

“T thank you!” cried Sengoun, with an admirably 
dramatic bow. ‘Therefore, I shall now go home to 
bed.” 

Neeland, maintaining his gravity with difficulty, 
followed Sengoun toward the door, still pretending to 
plead with him; and the gérant stepped forward to 
unlock the door. As he laid his hand on the bolt, he 
said in a whisper, 

“Tf the gentlemen desire the privilege of an ex- 
clusive club where everything is unquestionably con- 
ducted——”’ 

‘‘Where?” demanded Neeland abruptly. 

“On the third floor, monsieur.”’ 

“‘ Here?” 

“Certainly, sir. If the gentlemen will honor me 
with their names, and will be seated for one little 
moment, I shall see what can be accomplished.” 

“Very well,’ said Sengoun, with a short, incredu- 
lous laugh. “I’m Prince Erlik, of the Mongol em- 
bassy, and my comrade is Mr. Neeland, consul- 
general of the United States of America in the Grand 
Duchy of Gerolstein!”’ 

The gérant smiled. After he had gone away toward 
the further room in the café, Neeland remarked to 
Sengoun that doubtless their real names were perfectly 
well known, and Sengoun disdainfully shrugged his 
indifference. 

“What do I care?” 

A few moments later, the gérant returned and, in a 
low voice, requested them to accompany him. They 
passed slowly through the café, between tables where 
lowered eyes seemed to deny any curiosity; but guests 
and waiters looked after them after they had passed, 
and here and there people whispered together—par- 
ticularly two men who had followed them from the 
Rue Soleil d’Or to the Jardin Russe, across the Place 
de la Concorde, and into the Café des Bulgars in the 
Rue Vilna. 


XXXI 
THE CERCLE EXTRANATIONAL 


THE suite of rooms into which they were ushered appeared 
to be furnished in irreproachable taste. Except for the 
salon at the further end of the suite, where play was in 
progress, the charming apartment might have been a private 
one; and the homelike simplicity of every room, where 
books, flowers, and even a big gray cat confirmed the first 
agreeable impression, accented the lurking smile on Sen- 
goun’s lips. 

Doc Curfoot, in evening dress, came forward to receive 
them in company with another man, young, nice-looking, 
very straight, and with high, square shoulders. 

‘Bong soire, messoors,” said Curfoot genially. ‘“J’ai 
U'honnoor de vous faire connaitre mong ami, Mussoor Weis- 
helm.” 

They exchanged very serious bows with 
Weishelm, and Curfoot retired. 

In excellent French, Weishelm inquired whether they 
desired supper, and, learning that they did not, bowed 
smilingly and bade them welcome. 

“You are at home, gentlemen; the house is yours. If 
it pleases you to sup, we offer you our hospitality; if 
you care to play, the salon is at your disposal, or, if you 
prefer, a private room. Yonder is the buffet; there are 
electric bells at your elbow. You are at home,” he 
peretee, clicked his heels together, bowed, and took his 
eave. 


* \/ussoor” 


. 


Then, in the garret doorway, Weishelm appeared, 
toward the stairs again with 


Sengoun dropped into a comfortable chair and sent 
a waiter for caviar, toast, and German champagne. 
Neeland lighted a cigarette, seated himself, and looked 
about him. 

Over in a corner on a sofa, a rather pretty woman, 4 
cigarette between her jeweled fingers, was reading an 


evening newspaper. Two others in the adjoining room, 
young and attractive, their feet on the fireplace fender, 
conversed together over a sandwich as comfortably 4s 
though they were by their own firesides. 

Neeland continued to gaze toward the salon, where play 
was in progress. There did not seem to be many people 
there. At a small table, he recognized Brandes and 


Stull playing what appeared to be bridge with two men. 


whom he had never before seen. There were no womel 
playing. 

As he watched the round, expressionless face of Brandes, 
who was puffing a long cigar screwed tightly into the 
corner of his thin-lipped mouth, it occurred to him some 
what*tardily what Rue Carew had said concerning persol 
al danger to himself if any of these people believed him 
capable of reconstructing from memory any of the stolen 
plans. : e 

He had not thought about that specific contingency: 
instinct alone had troubled him a little when he first entereé 
the Café des Bulgars. However, his unguiet eyes could 
discover nothing of either Kestner or Breslau; and, some 
how, he did not even think of encountering Ilse Dawe 
in such a place. As for Brandes and Stull, they did no 
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his handsome face streaming blood. He staggered, turned mechanically 


wavering revolver: but a shot drove him blindly backward 


know him at all. So, entirely reassured once more by the 
absence of Ali Baba, Golden Beard, and Scheherazade, 
whom he had no fear of meeting, Neeland ate caviar with 
arelish and examined his surroundings. 

Of course, it was perfectly possible that the stolen 
papers had been brought here. There were three other 
floors in the building, too, and he wondered what they were 
used for. 

Sengoun’s appetite for conflict waned as he ate and drank, 
and a violent desire to gamble replaced it. 

“You poke about a bit,” he said to Neeland. ‘Talk to 
that girl over there and see what you can learn. As for 
me, I mean to start a little flirtation with Mademoiselle 
Fortuna. Does that suit you?” 

Neeland asked doubtfully, 

“Do you think it an honest game?” 

“With negligible stakes, all first-class gamblers are 
nonest 

wi I were you, Sengoun, I wouldn’t drink anything 


more 2 


“EN llent advice, old fellow!” emptying his goblet 
With satisfaction. And, rising to his firm and graceful 
height, he strolled away toward the salon. : 
Neeland watched him disappear; then he glanced curi- 


ously at the girl on the sofa, who was still preoccupied with 
‘xamining the few pictures and bronzes, modern but ex- 
cellent. The carpet underfoot was thick and soft, but, as 
he strolled past the girl, who seemed to be so intently 
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“t hewspaper. So he rose, sauntered about the room, 


afterthought, who is he?” 







sion, 


longer.” 


a smile. 


I suppose.” 


and I, madame.” 


“Oh,” he said, “not 
everybody.” 

**No; some lie natur- 
ally and without pay,” 
she admitted indiffer- 
ently. 

“But there are still 
others. For example, 
madame, yourself.” 

“T?” She laughed, 
not troubling to refute 
the suggestion of her 
possible truthfulness. 

He said, = 

““This—club—is furnished in excellent taste.” 

“Yes; it is quite new.” 

‘“‘Has it a name?”’ 

“T believe it is called the ‘Cercle Extranational.’ 
Would monsieur also like to know the name of the club 
cat?” 

They both laughed easily, but he could make nothing of 
her 

“Thank you,” he said; “and I fear I have interrupted 
your reading.’ 

“T have read enough lies; I am quite ready to tell you a 
few. Shall I?” 

“You are most amiable. I have been wondering what 
the other floors in this building are used for.” 

“Private apartments,’ she replied smilingly, looking 
him straight in the eyes. ‘Now, you don’t know whether 
I’ve told you the truth or not—do you?” 

“Of course I know.” 

“Which, then?” 

“The truth.” 

She laughed and indicated a chair, and he seated himself. 

“Who is the dark, nice-looking gentleman accompanying 


, 


you?” she inquired. 


‘How could you see him at all through your newspaper?” 
“T poked a hole, of course.” 
“To look at him or at me?” 
“Your mirror ought to reassure you. However, as an 
Conlinued on page 153 


9| 


reading, she looked up 
over her paper and re- 
turned his civil recog- 
nition of her presence 
with a slight smile. As 
he appeared inclined to 
linger, she said, with 
pleasant _ self - posses- 


“These newspaper 
rumors, monsieur, are 
becoming too persistent 
to amuse us much 


“Why read them?” 
inquired Neeland, with 


“Why?” She made 
a slight gesture. “One 
reads what is printed, 


“Written and printed 
by people who know no 
more about the matter 
in question than you 


“That is perfectly 
true. Why is it worth 
while for anybody to 
search for truth in these 
days when everybody 
is paid to conceal it?” 
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Craig bent over her soothingly, 
his eyes on the reddish 


spots on her fair skin 


* HAT little moving- 
picture actress, 
Marcia Lamar, 
knows more about these new slides at Culebra 
than she’s telling.” 

Burke leaned forward eagerly as he poured forth his 
suspicions to Kennedy in a secluded corner of the broad 
veranda of the hotel at Colon. On his way back to the 
States, after leaving us at St. Thomas, he had been inter- 
cepted at Havana and had been moved down to the Isthmus, 
like a chessman, by the chief of the secret service. 

The first word that we had that Burke needed us again 
was while we were at Port of Spain, and came in the shape 
of a letter telling of a recent series of slides in the Culebra 
Cut which had aroused suspicion by their unwonted regu- 
larity. “Nothing is said officially,” concluded Burke, in 
the letter, “but, just the same, the Zone police are hard at 
work. There have been some mysterious doings in this 
precious little republic. Come at once.” 

Glad of the opportunity, Craig had taken the next 
steamer to the Isthmus. At the dock, Burke met us, his 
impatience scarcely restrained even by the health officer, 
who took our temperatures, looked at our vaccinations, 
and, in general, made us feel as though we were trying to 
smuggle in a germ or two. The moment we were released, 
Burke anxiously hurried us straight to the hotel. , 

“What's the trouble?” demanded Kennedy. 
do you suspect? Is there anything new?” 

“Yes; another slide last night at Cucaracha,” plunged 
Burke directly into the subject. “For several nights, 
we've heard a peculiar buzzing at different points in the 
Canal Zone. It seems to be in the air. I think it’s an aero- 
plane engine—some one flying at night.” 

Burke hitched his chair closer as Craig gazed thoughtfully 
out over the wide stretch of lawn under the file of coco- 
palms to the roaring surf beyond. 

“J suppose you don’t know that after Fowler's flight 
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over the Isthmus, three or four years ago, 
the President issued an executive order for- 
bidding further flights. Well, no one is flying 
over the canal for any good. It would be the easiest thing 
in the world to drop a bomb almost anywhere. And the 
last time I heard the noise was the night of the big slide at 
the cut, as I told you.” 

He paused to give us a chance to absorb the novel idea 
of an attack from the air on the canal. 

Just then, there was a commotion down at the other end 
of the porch. I could not see distinctly, but it seemed to be 
a cavalcade of horses and wagons and an automobile. A 
motley crowd had piled out, all in the most outlandish of 
costumes apparently, many of them rough-looking fellows 
with dark faces, and gay bandanna handkerchiefs about 
their necks. I turned to Burke inquiringly. 

“There’s that moving-picture company now,” he ex 
plained. “They’ve go‘ special permission to come here to 
take a pirate-picture—nothing to do with the canal. Every- 
body here is crazy about Marcia Lamar.” | 

I h.lf rose, hoping to catcha glimpse of her. _ - 

“Calm yourself,” rest ained Burke, with a smile. “Til. 
introduce you to her later. Let me tell you what I’ve done, 
he went on, turning to Craig. “There are a lot of people 
here worth watching. Since pleasure-travel to Europe has 
been stopped by the war, more and more tourists are Com: 
ing down to this part of the world. ' 

“Well,” he continued slowly, “I’ve been watching every 
body. There’s one group of tourists here that I’ve beet 
interested in particularly, though. It’s the usual combins- 
tion of school-teachers, business men, and people of leisutt 
But the most interesting to me is a young school-teachet 
from New York, Marilyn Marsh. Then, there’s a man who 
seems to be in love with her—a fellow named Werner— 

“But what has that to do with Marcia Lamar—and 
case?” interrupted Kennedy quickly. 

“Just this: Marilyn Marsh is about as muc 
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looks as one girl could be like another. The other night, one 
of the bell-boys handed her a message. It was meant for 
Marcia, but she gave it to me.” Burke drew out a piece 
of paper, handed it to us, and we read: 

MARCIA: 

Important that I should go up to the estate immediately. More 
trouble over labor. Will arrange sites for later scenes of the picture. 

Don’t you think it is best not to announce our marriage until the 
picture is finished? Love and a milliard of kisses. 

MiIGuEL MENOCAL. 

“That was the night of the last slide,” continued Burke, 
even before we had finished reading. ‘ Menocal is a wealthy 
Panamanian who has been very much smitten by Marcia. 
The point’s this: The company has already been up on his 
estate once, taking some scenes. Connelly—that’s the 
director—has told me that one night he heard the sounds in 
the air up there. Besides, af.er the company made the trip, 
Marcia acted very strangely—seemed to feel that she was 
being watched and to resent it. I took Miss Marsh into my 
confidence then. And now I find that Marcia and Menocal 
are secretly married.” 

Burke paused at the sound of footsteps. 
We turned and saw a rather nervous and 
excited individual. 

“Hello, Burke!” he greeted, with a 
glance at us which plainly indicated he 
was sorry not to find the secret-service 
man alone. 

“Tt’s all right; they’re good friends of 
mine,’ assured Burke, introducing us. 
“This is Mr..Connelly, promoter and 
director of the enterprise which he calls 
the Caribbean Cinema Company—popu- 
larly, the C. C. C. How are things, 
Connelly?” 

“About as bad as possible,” the direc- 
tor returned, with less restraint than at 
frst. “The whole picture is held up 
now. Marcia Lamar has suddenly been 
taken ill. Confound it, I don’t know 
what’s the matter with her. The doctor 
doesn’t know; no one knows. Maybe it 
isn’t a case for a doctor, anyhow,” he 
concluded, with a quick look of appeal 
to Burke. Burke, in turn, wheeled 
toward Kennedy. 

“I should like to see Miss Lamar,” 

responded Kennedy promptly. “ What 
seems to be the trouble with her?” 
_ “Trouble? Trouble enough! Right 
in the middle of a scene, she was taken 
with a chill. We had to bring her back 
in the autto——” 

There was a sudden crash of glass and 
splintering of wood not twenty feet from 
where we were standing, as though 
something had come hurtling through 
the roof of the porch. . 

_ “What's that?” exclaimed Connelly, 
jumping as if he had been struck. 
“Something through the roof?” 

Burke had sprung forward. 

“Here's one of the things!” he cried. 

There are a dozen or more of them— 
went right through the floor—all but 
this one,”’ 

He har ded Kennedy what looked like 
“queerly shaped steel rod. It was about 
wx Inches long, pointed at one end, like 


ieee ze : ; 
eae 1, but at the middle, instead 
oe cyuindrical, it was fluted, milled out 

p ty » vy . , cr 

’ 40ur grooves running the rest of the 
length of the shaft 

Craig turned the thing over carefully, then 
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dropped it. It fell true, sticking in the wooden floor up- 
right, quivering. 

“What do you suppose it is?” asked Connelly nervously. 

“A flechette—a steel dart, used in Europe by aviators. 
A lot of them are placed in a large box and then released. 
No matter in what position they are let loose, they always 
land with the pointed end downward. The grooves make 
what is known as a ‘feather-top.’”’ 

[ looked at Craig, aghast. Had some one aimed an attack 
at us, hoping, perhaps, to get us before we could set to work 
on the case? 

“Whew!” whistled Connelly. “Say, one of those things 
would go right through a man if it hit him right. When it 
rains needles like that, if it weren’t for Marcia Lamar, I'd 
go back to Kingston and finish the picture in Jamaica.” 

“T’ve had a couple of narrow escapes lately,” remarked 
Burke, snapping his jaws. ‘“There’s something desperate 
going on—mark my words!” 
“Let’s move away from 


here, anyhow,” suggested 


Connelly quickly. 





“Senor Menocal no at home.” he replied. in labored English 
back to-morrow, next day 


“He go up-country 
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“Might I see Miss Lamar now?” queried Kennedy, in a 
tone that indicated that he, too, felt the need of prompt 
action. 

“Surely,” responded the director, leading the 
precipitately to the protection of the stronger roof of the 
main building. 

We found Marcia Lamar in one of the best suites in the 
hotel, as befitted a motion-picture star with a fabulous 
weekly salary. She was lying on a couch beside the window 
where there was the most air, while already there were a 
nurse and a doctor in the room. 

Only a glance at her, even now, was needed to realize that 
it was no wonder that the Canal Zone had gone 
wild over the pretty screen-star. She 
had a figure that was truly Junoesque. 

Her face was as striking as 

her form, more especially the ‘ a 
reddish gold of her hair 4 7 
and grayish blue of hei 5 — 
eyes, which “screened” 

so marvelously. 

I was startled, how- 
ever, aS we came closer 
to observe a number of 
blue-red spots on her 
neck, face, and arms— 
some no larger than a 
pea, others as big as a 
quarter-dollar—perhaps 
twenty of them, slightly 
raised above the skin. 

“Tt’s the most pecu- 
liar case,’ remarked the 
doctor, in a low tone, to 
Kennedy. ‘She seems 
to have regularly recur- 
ring paroxysms of chills, 
then fever. She’s de- 
lirious and terribly ner- 
vous. You saw the 
spots. They are all over 
her body.” 

“You have no idea 
what it is?” queried 
Cris. 

The doctor shook his 
head. 

“Ordinarily, the diag- 
nosis of diseases in the 
tropics isn’t more diffi- 
cult than in temperate 
countries, but it must be 
gone into thoroughly, 
with much routine of 
laboratory procedure. The 
health authorities cooperate 
with us in that. Still we've 
not been able to determine what 
it is from the differential count of 
leucocytes, the white-cell count, study of 
the red cells, search for the usual parasites, 
even serum-reactions and blood-cultures.”’ 

‘Will you give me a blood smear?” asked Kennedy. 

“ Surely—but it has baffled me. I’ve stained with 
gentian violet, borax-methylene blue, Leishmann’s 
stain—and can find nothing.” He handed Kennedy a 
couple of slides on which were fresh little blood smears. 

“T must meet him—Cardenas is his name—used to 
be overseer for Miguel—something to say—to me—the 
Café Darien—to-morrow. I must be there—Miguel— 
Miguel—” Marcia’s voice trailed off, repeating the name 
of Menocal. What did it mean? Was some one going to 
betray some damning fact aLout her husband? 

‘. queer building—across the bay—Bay of 


way 


San Blas— 


from the estate. I must see him—we are all Americans 
North—South—oh, my poor head, my poor head! 

Kennedy bent over her soothingly, his eyes on the reddish 
spots on her fair skin. Suddenly, he raised her arm. For a 
moment he regarded some queer, regular marks, almost as 
if they had been the scars from some small, sharp teeth, 
His face still lined thoughtfully; he laid the arm down 
abstractedly. 


I saw Craig watching Werner covertly. 


been a pose to cover 


“T wonder whether Menocal is back—when they expec! 
him,” he considered. 
“He has a house in the city,’ “ Perhaps 
they will know there.’ 
“We might try,”’ agreed Kennedy, and, a moment later, 
we withdrew quietly from the room, leaving Connelly » 
the lobby of the hotel. 
“You were right, 


’ suggested Burke. 


” 4 ’ ¢ 
Burke.” pursued Kennedy, a5 * 
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threaded our way through the narrow streets of the city. think how we're leaving a piece of property worth half a 



















a “She does know something—even if it is not enough.”’ billion or more around loose this way. Why, we ought to 
dish We found the house of Menocal without any trouble take out burglary insurance on this canal. Some one’ll run 
Fora a beautiful place, quite in contrast with some that we — off with it behind our backs. ‘A queer building—Bay of 
st as passed. In answer to our summons, the door was opened San Blas.’ Is it his? Maybe. The Café Darien —that’s 
eeth. by a suave Japanese butler whose name Burke seemed to” over in what you might call the ‘red-light district’ of 
down have heard, Kayama. He bowed, and shook his head dep- Panama. Say, how do we know what these spigotties who 
recatingly in answer to our inquiry. hate us are up to?” 

Kennedy turned to Burke. 

“Where can I see Marilyn Marsh?” he 
™~ asked directly. 
6ST co a “'There’s a dance over at the Tivoli, at 
& i be a 7 i é Ancon, to-night. Almost everyone has 
4. aie hye . gone to it. She’s there.” 


tt 


“i E: hie “Then we'll have to go to 
, os ent PY Panama. When can we get a 
train? 


- “'There’s one in less than 


| wre | \ \ an hour. 


P 
/ 
\ : 
a “And it takes?” 
~. 


} é 
(f. 
+ Y \ S “A couple of hours.” 
$f SS “All right,” agreed Ken 


nedy. “It will be pretty 

late, but Pll meet you at 

the station. Where can I 

see the health officer?” 

Burke directed us, and 
we had no difficulty in 
finding him. 

“ve called,” intro 
duced Kennedy, .“ because 
I’m interested in the case 
of Miss Lamar.” 

The health officer shook 
his head. 

“The case was reported 
to us promptly,” he re 
marked. “We don’t lose 
any time over these things. 
Sut I don’t know what to 
make of it.” 

lor several moments, 
they chatted about the 
measures adopted for safe 
guarding health, Kennedy 
leading the conversation 
from Stegomyia to Ano 
pheles and other insect 
pests. 

“By the way,” he re 
marked, “ what measures do 
you adopt against other 
vermin?g © 

“We have our official rat 
catcher,” smiled the doctor, 
“armed with a Flobert rifle 
and a pocketful of poison.”’ 


ste ke RE 


eee Be ere: uk: 


2 - “Has he reported anything out of the way 
lately?” 
/ “Why, yes,” he replied quickly; “and it’s strange, 


too. Only the other day he killed two white rats 
ferociously hungry fellows they were—back of the 
hots 5?" 
Kennedy was alert in an instant. 
“Have you kept the bodies?” he asked quickly. 
“Of course. They went to the bacteriologist. Why? 





vertly. 


Had his enthusiasm for the jungle 
cover something else? 








expet! “Sehor Menocal no at home,” he replied, in labored “I’m interested in them.” 
Englis He go up-country—back to-morrow, next day “T’ll have them sent to you. 
erhap* Though not very definite, it was the best satisfaction we “Will you?” thanked Kennedy ‘Let me have them 
could g ns seaeeinn ; 
ater, Y now,” remarked Burke, still thinking of Marcia. We had just time now to dash for the train and Burke 
ally , : ious words as we had turned away, “ these people Panan even in the darkness, impressed me as being 
f the t least—don’t seem to like quite different fro Most of the shops on the main 


any t ae m , Je é . 1 
; ymetimes, Kennedy. it makes me boil to street opposite the railway station were ciosec Other 





as we 
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streets were graded and paved, though some picturesquely 
crooked streets were left. 

Burke succeeded in getting us to the Tivoli while the 
dance was at its height. For a moment, we paused in a 
doorway, while Burke cast his eye over the dancers, trying 
to pick out Marilyn Marsh. 

I could not help feeling that it was strangely like a 
suburban affair of the same sort at home, except for the 
men in their crisp white 
linen. There were some 
senoritas of the repub- 
lic, dark-skinned beau- 
-ties, but, for the most 
part, the gowns, the con- 
versation, the manners 
of the women were quite 
like those at home. The 
canal-force had dwin- 
dled since the virtual 
completion of the work, 
but there was still a fair sprink- 
ling, and tourists made up a 
large number. 

Burke had no need to point 
Marilyn out. Even before he 
did so, I had seen her, and was 
impressed by the remarkable re- 
semblance to Marcia. Marilyn 
was quite of the same type, tall, 
almost statuesque. Except for 
the blonder shade of her hair, 
one might readily have mistaken 
them at a short distance. 

“There’s Werner,” added 
Burke, a moment later, when the 
encore of the dance ceased and 
he edged his way across the floor 
in their direction. 

We had but to watch a few 
moments to see that Werner was 
indeed very attentive to her, but 
I fancied that there was some re- 
straint on the part of Marilyn. 

Burke introduced us, and it fell to 
my lot to listen more to Werner than 
to Marilyn. Like most people of 
leisure who have traveled, I found 
that he was a very fascinating fellow. 
Apparently, he was more than a mere 
globe-trotter, too. He had somewhat 
of the sportsman. 

‘To-morrow,’ he remarked, after 
we had chatted a few moments, “I 
am going to do the unusual. I shall 
return to Colon through the jungle. 
Ilove it—its almost unbelievable 
tangle of palms, mahogany, cocobolo, 
lignum-vite—the vines and creep- 
ers, ferns and grasses, and the orchids. 
I've had a taste of it. You know, 
people come here and don’t seem to 
realize that only a few miles away 
are the tapirs, the sloths, the iguana, the giant lizards, the 
boas and snakes—just as they were in the days of Balboa.” 

“You can’t blame them,” put in Kennedy hastily. “The 
jungle has its sinister aspect, the same menace that it had 
then—perhaps others.” 

I saw Craig watching Werner covertly. Had his enthusi- 
asm for the jungle been a pose to cover something else? 
At any rate, he betrayed nothing at the broad remark of 
Kennedy. 

There followed a byplay of small talk which I did not 
appreciate until I saw that, by the next dance, it had 
temporarily eliminated Werner. Craig had maneuvered 
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Marilyn had sprung forward to the railing of the 
porch, and was peering through the 
fine-mesh screen at something 





The Panama Plot 








until we were alone with Marilyn, and, instead of dancing, 
sauntered to the far end of the porch. 

It was a beautiful night, and we looked out over the dark 
blue of the sea, a blue such as I have rarely seen before, 
while above glowed the myriad stars, the fiery Southern 
Cross standing out among them in the clear air. A brilliant 
moon had risen from the Pacific—a sight that in the 
Western Hemisphere is unique, for one hardly realizes that 
the Isthmus is like the letter S. 
with Colon, on the Caribbean, to 
the west, and Panama, on the 
Pacific, to the east. Sud- 
denly, Kennedy paused 
as we walked, and faced 
Marilyn. 

** Miss Marsh,” he said, 
in a low, tense voice, “I 
think we understand each 
other. My introduction 
by Mr. Burke is sufficient 
to tell why I am here. 
Would you accept a 
commission— dangerous, 
perhaps—for your coun- 
try?” 

She returned his gaze 
with fearless eyes. 

“What is it?” she 
asked simply. 

“Marcia Lamar,” he 
. replied, after a moment, 
telling her of the illness 
and delirium, “was to 
meet a man, Cardenas, a 
former overseer for Meno- 
cal. He was to make 
some revelation to her— 
here in Panama—at the 
Café Darien. To-mor- 
row, I want you to meet 
him. I want you to pose 
as Marcia Lamar. A lit- 
tle make-up; he will not 


know. It involves going 
into the so-called ‘red- 
light district’———” He 
parsed. 


“‘T will do it,”’ she an- 
swered quickly. 

We rejoined the others 
so as not to excite sus 
picion, and the dance 
broke up shortly, for it 
was already late when 
we had arrived. 
=> Craig and I were'about early 
the following morning, but not quite 
early enough. Burke was nowhere 
to befound. Werner, it seemed, had 
started on horseback, almost at day- 
light, and Burke had left a hasty note, 
saying that he had followed him. 

Kennedy was eager to get back to Colon now, and, after 
a hasty conference with Marilyn, determined that nothing 
better could be done than to leave her alone to carry out 
the mission which the stray words of Marcia had suggested. 

‘Depend on me,” Marilyn assured us bravely. “Hl 


don’t succeed at first, I shall keep on. It is a service | 
would render in war; why not in peace—perhaps to prevent 
war?” 

“A wonderful woman!” was Craig’s comment, as We 
bade her good luck and hastened to the railway statio®- 
“And you will see—America would produce thousands, 
if the crisis called.” 


(Continued on page #) 
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hen you're “run down’ = 


When you feel that you are lacking in your 
customary energy and snap—nothing else will 
restore you to normal and permanent vigor more 
surely or more quickly than a properly-balanced 
diet and nourishing soup eaten every day. 
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Good soup provides the most useful elements 
of nutrition in the most easily digested form. 








~~ No other food is more important and necessary as a regular feature of the daily 
ae menu. Advanced physicians and dietists recognize this truth. In fact there is no 
t the fe more effective combination of ‘‘building-up” materials than you find in 

-Mor- > 

meet 

~~ Campbell’s Vegetable Soup 

A lit- % 

Iinot Fg The substantial invigorating stock we make from selected beef. In this 
— é we blend an abundance of nutritious vegetables beside fresh herbs, rice, barley and 


He A macaroni ‘“‘alphabets.”” We include choice white potatoes and the best Jersey 





5 “sweets,” fine yellow rutabagas, tender carrots, ‘‘Country Gentleman” corn, small 
ae peas, baby lima beans, tomatoes, celery, okra, delicate leek and a hint of sweet 
others : red peppers. 
e sus f Here you have a dish both nourishing and palatable. Just the thing to give an 
dance extra relish to the family dinner or supper; just what you want for the children’s 
7 . luncheon and your own—especially on busy days when you are short of time or 
when ° ° ° 
e help. Yet with all-the time and help in the world you could not produce a soup 
early : more satisfying and delicious. 
i It abounds in the tonic vegetable salts which your system particularly needs 
1, had: at this time of year. It is rich in the carbohydrates which produce energy and vim. 
t day- And you receive this wholesome soup all cooked and prepared——ready for your table 
— : at three minutes’ notice. Why not enjoy it to-day? 
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Dress Up 
“Your Car! 


Give it the look of prosperity you 
carry yourself. 

You’d hate to be judged by a seedy 
coat—why be judged by dingy car 
cushions? 

Besides, soiled cushions spoil clothes. 
How many cleaner’s bills have you paid 
this season—and how many will you 
pay? Quite a few, beyond question, 
if you don’t hide those travel-soiled 
cushions under 


Come now ! does it pay to savea 
few dollars at so high a price? 

You'll be delighted with yourGordon 
Covers when you get them. They lie 
in place as smooth as the skin and 
never slip or wrinkle. Give a distinc- 
tive appearance to a car that’s had in 
no other way. Add to its re-sale 
value too, if you wish to turn it in to- 
ward a newer model. 

Every American Car and Model 
has a Gordon Seat Cover “tailored to 
fit.” Alsocovers for seat-backs and 
doors, and handsome Top Slip Covers 
to make the outfit complete. Oh! 
You'll be proud when your car is 
“dressed up.” 

We’ve a booklet printed in actual 
shades of brown, tan, and grey,describ- 
ing Gordon Covers in 26 distinctive 
fabrics and giving the price of Seat 
Covers for your.motor car in any of 
these fabrics. We send this free. 
Write for it. 

Save Your Tires 
by protecting them from 
the fatal effects of sun 
heat. Gordon Easy On 
Tire Covers are what 
you need for this. Hand- 
some, serviceable and by 
no means costly. 

accessory dealer 


h seat covers and 








tire cover 


The J. P. Gordon Co. 
457 North Fourth St. 
Columbus, Ohio 
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Our return trip was quite different in 
the daylight from the hasty journey at 
night. Then it was evident that it was not 
so much a canal we had built as two lakes. 
These had been joined by a canal nine 
miles long, cutting the intervening ridge. 

It happened that on the train one of the 
canal engineers introduced himself. From 
him we heard of the wavelike formation of 
the slides at the cut, which the giant 
dredges were now at work removing. From 
him we learned of the peculiarly unstable 
nature of the volcanic soil, the overlying 
material resting on rock or something 
harder than itself which sloped toward the 
canal. The weight seemed to have over- 
come the frictional resistance, as if the 
underlayers were soft and were literally 
squeezed out, both at Culebra and Cuca- 
racha. Instead of the angle of rest being 
one foot vertical to two horizontal, it was 
something like one to seven. Slides there 
had been into the canal-prism before, until 
equilibrium was approached. But these 
last ones had been started by something 
outside. I recalled Burke’s theory of 
bombs dropped from aeroplanes—or per- 
haps placed by the flier. 

We returned to Colon to find that 
Marcia was no befter, and Kennedy lost 
no time in getting the carcasses of the two 
rats from the health authorities. Back in 
our room, he unpacked part of his traveling 
laboratory and began at once an examina- 
tion both of the bodies of the rats and of 
the blood smears from Marcia, using his 
high-powered microscope. 

Werner arrived safely, having com- 
pleted his trip across in much better than 
the usual time. He was full of the glories 
of the jungle. I wondered whether he had 
made any digression from the main route. 
If he had, it could not have been far. 

Late as it was, there was no word from 
Burke. Nor had we heard anything from 
Marilyn. But we recalled her last words— 
that she would succeed, no matter how long 
it took. 

Kennedy’s microscopic studies had been 
more than ordinarily exacting and, though 
he said little about them, I gathered from 
his manner that he was on the trail of 
something quite unusual. He also got 
Connelly to repeat what he had already 
told Burke about his trip to Menocal’s 
estate and the strange noises in the air he 
had heard. 

Menocal, it appeared from Connelly’s 
description, was a very polished, suave, 
well-educated gentleman, with a taste for 
French brandy, cars, and feminine beauty, 
all of which seemed to have impressed the 
motion-picture director more than any- 
thing else-about the man. He had not 
found anything on the estate which he 
wanted to‘ make use of in his film, and 
what else he could tell us did not seem to 
have any value for the matter now upper- 
most in Kennedy’s mind. 

Werner was a different problem. In- 
stinctively, I felt that he knew we were 
watching him. Personally, I could not 
say that I disliked the man, but his was the 
type that led me to be willing to credit 
him with almost anything except lack of 
cleverness. He might be an emissary of 
some secret foreign interest and still cover 
it up by something quite safe on the sur- 
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face. Or he might, for the sheer delight of 
adventure, engage in something in the 
very case in which we were interested, for 
the sole satisfaction of being able to tel] 
of how he surpassed Burke at his own game. 
He was baffling, and he knew it and took 
pleasure in it. 

Midnight came, and still no word from 
Burke, and not likely to be now, until the 
next day. Both Connelly and Werner had 
retired. Kennedy, however, had no inten- 
tion of resting merely because we were 
alone. Making sure that no one, as far 
as we could judge, was observing us, he 
managed to slip out of a side entrance of 
the hotel and make his way through the 
town. We had not gone far before familiar 
landmarks indicated to me that he was 
bound for Menocal’s place. 

The house seemed as deserted as ever, 
and twice Kennedy and I went round it, 
to make sure that Menocal had not re- 
turned. We were standing in the rear, the 
part presided over by the faithful Kayama, 
contemplating the windows for any sign of 
life, when a noise in a little shed behind us 
attracted our attention. Kennedy opened 
the latched wooden door and flashed his 
pocket search-light into the shed. There, 
in a cage, were two white rats. 

In a corner lay a large piece of canvas. 
Kennedy picked it up and threw it over the 
cage. Underneath, he broke a small bottle 
of chloroform. Ten minutes later, we 
were on our way back to the hotel, the 
two dead rats wrapped carefully in a strip 
of the canvas. 

Early the following morning, Kennedy 
was at work supplementing the studies he 
had already made. Finally, I asked, 

‘Ts it poison?” 

“No,” he replied slowly; ‘though I 
can’t say that I think it strange that they 
should not have known what was the 
matter. You know it sometimes happens 
that a carefully formulated description of 
an unfamiliar group of symptoms brings 
other cases to light. The only thing was 
that I happened to have heard of this thing 
before. So it is that cases grow in number 
as medical attention is directed to them, 
and a condition which was infrequently 
recognized loses its rarity. That is the case 
in this instance.” He pointed me toward 
the microscope. “Look through it,” he said 
simply; “I have tried staining with iron 
hematoxylin. Can you see anything?’ 

I nodded. Just visible were some long 
lines, branching filaments, threadlike. 
“That is the Streptothrix muris rattl, 
explained Kennedy. ‘No; it’s not 4 
poison. It’s a fever, the now rather well 
known rat-bite fever.” 

“Rat-bite fever?” I questioned. 

“A disease that develops, just as the 
name implies. It appears after a latent 
incubation of several days. You recat 
those little marks on Marcia’s arms? Some 
one may have loosed rats in her room # 
night. Perhaps the bite healed long before 
the disease appeared.” 

It ‘was something to have solved the 
mystery of the peculiar disease. Whence 
and why, however, had come the attac 
on Marcia? : 

Outside I heard a noise, and, glancité 
from the window, saw a native cart before 
the main entrance to the hotel. 
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Consider ‘These Extras 
Hundreds of Them—Due to John W. Bate 


Please go see the Mitchell extras. 
See what they add toa car. They 
are all paid for by factory savings. 


31 Extra Features 


24°7 Added Luxury 
100°; Over-Strength 


These things cost us millions of 


liv’ 
dollars. But we save those mil- 


factory efficiency, devel- 


oped by John W. Bate. 


New Standards 


“7 6+ ux- We : f atat« 4 
Our new margin of safety is 100 
er That means each vital 
r C as rony as nec d be 


It means safety, low upkeep, 
endurance, and a lifetime car. 


Rare Attractions 


There are 31 extra features in the 
Mitchell, most of which all other 
cars omit. Beauty and luxury are 
increased Lo the limit. This year 
we add 24 per cent to the cost of 
finish, upholstery and trimminy. 
That is 


paid for by savings in our 


new body plant. 


See these unique attraction 


John W. Bate, the efficiency ex 
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TWO SIZES 
‘ a roomy, 7-passenge: 
Mitchell 532 Mien 'fa7-ineh whect. 
base. A high-speed, economical, 4% 
horse-power motor. Disappearing extra 
seats and 31 extra features included. 
Price $1460, f. 0. b. Racine - 
’ + 4 —~A 5S- passenger 
Mitchell Junior 377 nis 
lines, with 120-inch wheelbase. A 4%- 
horsepower motor {-inch smatiler 
bore than larger Mitchell. 
Price $1150, f. o. b. Racine 


Also all styles of enclosed and convert- 
ible bodies. Also demountable tops 


pert, has worked many years to 
attain them. He built and equipped 
this entire plant to build this one 
type economically. The result is 
a value far beyond what other fing 


cars offer. 


Also $1150 Now 


In the Mitehell Junior we nov 
offer a smaller Six. Tt is about 
the same as the 7-passenyer Mit 
chell, but reduced to a lJarge 5 
passenyer size. Your Mitchell 
dealer now exhibits both — size 


and with all the latest feature 


The word efficiency may sound 
trite to you, Sut you will be 
amazed to see what it means wher 
applied to motor car It is win 
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MITCHELL MOVORS COMPANY, In 
Racine, W U.S, # 























Ltrs kacapie Lee 


oe 


oe 


100 


QUUE OUTDATED AAA EA TAEDA EAA ATA 
eustiinnn TUCPOLUOULAEGGDEOERE ODA AUT ESOAEMBAMBON ENTE 


COA OUCH ceta tna 


Fit Your Fuel to 
the Weather 


F the day is cold, burn coal 

or wood; if the weather is 

warm, use gas or oil. The 
wonderful DUPLEX ALCAZAR 
kitchen range burns these differ- 
ent fuels singly or in combina- 
tion in the same stove,for it is 
really two ranges in one. 


To use different fuels necessitates no 
changes—no removal or replacement 
of parts. The DUPLEX ALCAZAR 
is always ready—simple and efficient. 
It will open your eyes to the possi- 
bilities of a comfortable kitchen the 
year “round and better cooking results 
at a lower fuel cost. Made in two 
types: One burning coal or wood and 
Gas; the other, coal or wood and Oil, 





All over America, housewives are enthusi-« 
astic over DUPLEX ALCAZAR results. 
And we are offering the range in styles 
and types of construction varied enough 
to suit the wishes and desires of every 
woman, whether her taste runs to cast 
iron, steel or porcelain. See the DUPLEX 


ALCAZAR at your dealer’s store. Orif you 
prefer to write us first, mention whether 
you are interested in the Gas or Oil type. 
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Details 
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and we will for- 
ward complete 
descriptive lit- 
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| Russian relapsing fever,” 


“Burke!” I cried, recognizing the face 
of a man, half sitting, half lying in the cart. 

It was indeed the secret-service man, 
pale and weak, his head bound up tightly. 
Exhausted by the jolting of the cart, he 
had to be assisted by the native to get out. 
We were at his side in a moment. 

“‘What’s the matter?” asked Kennedy, 
seizing his arm and gently supporting him 
to an easy chair on the veranda. 

Burke looked about weakly. 

“Did he get here all right?” he asked. 

“Yes,” nodded Kennedy; ‘but what 


| happened to you?” 


“T was following him. Some one must 
have been following me. I was struck 
down from behind. I don’t know how— 
didn’t know a thing until this native 
picked me up half dead—too late to get 
here last night.” 

“Then you found out nothing? 
don’t even know who did it?” 

“Not unless it was some one working 
for him,” ruminated Burke. “If he got 


You 


| here all right and in time—it might have 


been some one trying to throw suspicion 
on him,” he added, as if loath also to give 
up the idea that Menocal was at the bot- 
tom of it. 

Burke’s mishap added greatly to our 
anxiety for Marilyn. Craig was still con- 


| sidering what was best to be done when 


Connelly, who had evidently been search- 
ing all over, caught sight of us. 

“Say,” he asked anxiously, “‘isn’t there 
anything that can be done for Marcia? 
She’s having another of those attacks— 
only worse. By George, what’s the matter 
with you, Burke?” 

Hurriedly we told him, while Kennedy 
excused himself a moment to get something 
from his traveling laboratory, then re- 
joined us. 

As we entered Marcia’s room, it was 
evident that less than a day had made a 
remarkable change in her. She lay there, 
alternately moaning for Menocal and, I 
gathered, upbraiding him for something. 
The doctor seemed helpless. She had 


| responded to no treatment that he had 


given, and he was at his wits’ end. 
Without a word, Kennedy drew a 

hypodermic needle from a case and a little 

bottle of yellowish liquid from his pocket. 


| Carefully he selected a vein in her arm and 
| punctured it with the needle. 


“Tt seems to be a disease related to the 
he remarked, 
leaving to me as best I could to explain to 
the others what he had discovered. ‘‘Sal- 
varsan will cure the trouble,”’ he concluded 
simply, as, a few minutes later, he dropped 
the needle back into its case. 

‘*Senor Menocal,”’ announced a servant. 

Kennedy signed quickly to let him in. 
An instant later, he burst in with true 
Latin emotion. Some one had evidently 
told him of Marcia’s illness, which was not 
strange, for everyone knew by this time. 

He seemed not to see or care about us as 


| he knelt by the bed and fondly stroked 
| her burning forehead. 


Instinctively she 
seemed to recognize his touch. Her face 
brightened, and between his return and 
the hypodermic, I could see a marked 
change already. 

“You—you were gone—longer than— 
you expected,” she murmured. 

I wondered whether it might not be her 


| indirect way of accusing him, for never 


for an instant had it seemed that she had 


| forgotten that she was in a terribly trying 
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position, trying to reconcile loyalty to 
country with what she evidently feared of 
him. I think Kennedy shared my own 
fecling now—that in some way she had 
excited the fear of another, who felt safer 
with her out of the way. 

“The trouble with the men on the 
plantation was more serious than J had 
expected,” Menocal replied earnestly, 
“TI came back the moment I could get 
away—only to find you—so. Madre de 
Dios—I would have lost the whole crop 
rather than have left you, if I had known 
this! Tell me—you are getting better?” 

She smiled at him wanly as he poured 
forth his excuses. On the surface, he had 
a perfectly valid explanation. She seemed 
to catch at it, to be eager to accept it. 

‘“‘A lady in the lobby to see you, sir,” 
interrupted a boy, singling out Kennedy. 

It was Marilyn Marsh, safe at last. 
Craig greeted her with unconcealed joy, 

‘He didn’t appear until too late to get 
here yesterday,” she began, as if bursting 
with information, ‘‘and then I thought I 
had better meet him again to-day, to make 
sur. that I got all se 

‘‘ Nothing—here,” cautioned Craig, with 
a gesture of silence. 

He looked about. Only at that end 
where the porch roof had been crushed in 
by the flechettes was it deserted. That had 
none too savory associations. He turned 
and led the way to an alcove inside. 

“Then you discovered something?” he 
asked eagerly. 

‘Indeed, yes,” she replied, brimming 
with enthusiasm. ‘‘ There is a plot. Some- 
where up-country—without a doubt on 
the Bay of San Blas—there is a secret 
aero base—ready for use at any time—not 
for war, now, of course, but for scouting, 
laying plans. They must be working out 
schemes for blowing up the locks at Gatun, 
Miraflores—to be ready to strike instantly | 
—if ever needed.” 

‘And the slides?” put in Burke, who had 
joined us. 

“Merely an experiment—to test what 
can be done.” 

‘How did you find out?” asked Craig. 

She laughed merrily. 

“This Cardenas, I think, is a labor 
agitator. He learned from some workmen 
across the bay. I led him on—he is very 
susceptible—then left him.” She laughed 
again at the thought of how she had carried 
out the hoax. “Seriously, though.” she 
added, “‘it seems to be a gigantic scheme 
of some foreign agents to seize the canal 
from the air—wreck the forts on the Naos 
Islands and, over here, cut off the Isthmus 
wireless from Arlington, blow up the locks 
and create slides—anything to close the 
canal—if necessary. That would divide 
the fleet. I believe they’re working on the 
data of the forts and guns here now. | 

“But who are ‘they’?” insisted Craig. 

She shook her pretty head. 

“Cardenas thinks it’s Menocal. But 
Cardenas is somewhat of a blackmailer, 
I gather. The senor would not be shaken 
down for money. There’s some animus 1 
it, I’m afraid. But it’s some one, ane 
there’s a representative—perhaps the real 
head—here in Colon.” ie 

Whoever it was, it was now more evident | 
than ever that he had covered himsel! | 
perfectly. I wondered whether Marily2 
might not, in a measure. be the same 
position as Marcia. Did she turn, hal 
suspect Werner, and was trying @ 
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Your Complexion Is 
Part of Your Attire 


Social affairs demand painstaking atten- 
tion to gown, to coiffure, and—of greater 
importance—to the skin. The most styl- 
ish attire will fall short of its best effect , 
if the skin, the neck, arms, hands and |} 
complexion are not in harmony with it. 
In modern skin hygiene the aim is to 
cleanse and improve the texture of the 
skin—develop and bring out its latent 
rather than to gloss over its 
imperfections. 


Daggeit & Ramsdell’s 
PERFECT COLD CREAM 


“The Kind That Keeps’’ 


the pioneer among modern toilet creams, has 
for more than twenty-five years been an ac- 
tive and successful factor in the promotion of 
skin hygiene, in improving and beautifying 
the skin and complexion—a supreme aid in 
making thousands of women more beautiful, 
more attractive, more charming. You will be 
fe if you depend on D. & R. Perfect Cold 
am. Make it a fixture on your toilet table. 
Use it daily—after shopping. motoring orea 
busy day at home; at night to remove dirt 
frdm the pores and freshen up the skin; to 
keep the hands soft and smooth for sewing. 
Tubes 50c, 25¢, 10c. Jars 35¢, 50 85c, $1.50. 


TWO SAMPLES FREE 


One of 
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Cleaning Fluid 


Removes grease 
spots instantly 
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fabric or color 
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Moth-proof Cedar Chest $100 DOWN 











FREE TRIAL 
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it. Many other styles, all at factory prices 
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s A superb gift. Handsome 
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j Uirite for catalog and name of your nearest dealer. 
THE FE. 1. KURROWES CO., 803 South Street, Portland, Me. 


divert attention from him? Whatever of 
her intuitions she had left unsaid, it was 
plain that she at last had discovered the 
facts. 

We saw nothing yet of Werner, but 
there was now no time to seek him, for 
Craig and Burke were hastily sketching 
out a plan. Weak as he still was, Burke 
immediately got in touch with the authori- 
ties and arranged that that night there 


should be armed patrols at the locks 
and other important places. The special 
lighting-arrangements at Gatun, Mira- 


flores, and Pedro Miguel, which gave them 
almost the brightness of day at night, 
were to be dimmed black. All over were 
to be cordons of the famous Zone police, 
most of them former army men. 

However, such measures did not appeal 
to Kennedy, who realized how futile they 
were when the danger was not from earth, 
but above. He set hastily to work, putting 
together an invention which he had evolved 
some time before we had left New York, 
and had brought with him—a peculiar little 
instrument containing a novel electric cell. 

Through Burke, we were able to gain 
admittance to the fort on the headland 
jutting out into the Caribbean, where were 
placed the fourteen-inch mortars and 
sixteen-inch guns which now seemed so 
to interest the foreign spies in the Zone. 
On each of several aeroplane guns Craig 
placed his new secret attachment. 

The day had worn away almost before 
we knew it, and, whatever might be the 
measures we adopted against the terror in 
the air, we knew that there was other 
perhaps greater—game still uncaught, here 
among us. Craig and I returned to the 
hotel after he had given the most elaborate 
explanation and instruction to the men at 
the coast-defense station. 

It was galling to feel that there was 
nothing that we could do but wait. A trip 
out to the suspected spot, even if it could 
be located, on the bay, was out of the 
question until the following day. Burke 
had already made arrangements for that, 
and we were at liberty to join it, if we 
thought best. However, there was too 
much to keep us in Colon at the moment. 
More than that, as Kennedy pointed out, 
our secret foe must by this time have 
learned how close we were getting to him. 
If any new move was to be expected, it was 
altogether probable that he would make it, 
and that it would be made at us without 
our going to seek it. There was a fine flavor 
of danger in the thought. What unseen 
peril would menace us next? 

It was nightfall before we reached the 
hotel again and found Marilyn Marsh 
waiting for us anxiously. 

‘‘Have you seen Mr. Werner to-day?” 
inquired Kennedy eagerly, feeling sure 
that if he were about it was more likely 
that he would find Marilyn than anyone 
else. 

“Yes,” she replied quickly, with un- 
concealed ‘perplexity; ‘he was here this 
afternoon, after you left. It’s strange. 
I can’t make it out, but Mr. Werner seems 
to be watching Senor Menocal so sharply. 
Marcia has been growing steadily better, 
and, this afternoon, when Senor Menocal 
the hotel, I noticed that Mr. Werner 
Vi ing to see what he would do.”’ 

“Where’s Werner now?” 


‘T think he 
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as they call it in Japan. 
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a battered air-plane. Menocal had droppeé 
down beside him. 


the wreckage lay the motionless body o! 
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A third time, Kennedy and I sough; 
Menocal’s house. But now it seemed 
absolutely deserted, even by the faithfyl 
Kayama. We returned to find Burke rest- 
ing on the porch, chatting with Marilyn. 

‘Perhaps he was on the same quest as 
yourself,’ she was saying. 

‘‘And some one ‘got’ me, instead of 
him?” queried Burke, evidently discussing 
his almost fatal encounter in the jungle. 

“Tt might be. People know who yoy 
are; they don’t know him,” she suggested: 
and I felt that whatever she might suspect, 
at least she would like to have her explana- 
tion the true one. 


















“You bet they don’t know him,” 
responded Burke cordially. 
‘**Look!”’ 





Marilyn had sprung forward to the 
railing of the porch, and was _ peering 
through the fine-mesh screen at some- 
thing. We were at her side instantly. 

A long finger of light from the sky was 
sweeping toward us. Slowly its rays turned 
as though both the source of the light were 
unstable and its direction were being 
modified to locate something. On it swept, 
toward the headland. 

‘Some one on an aeraplane 
locate the gun-emplacements,”’ 
Kennedy. 

The ray rested at last, as if it had found 
that at which it was directed. 

Kennedy was almost frantic 
impatience. 

‘Keep it fixed—one more minute!” he 
muttered, as if daring some one. 

Suddenly, there came a sharp, distant 
bark of a gun—another—and another! 

‘“My selenium range-finder!” cried 
Craig excitedly. ‘‘A ray of light makes a 
little selenium cell a conductor of elec- 
tricity—completes the circuit. My ar- 
rangement points the gun—explodes the 
charge—along the path of the beam——’” 

There was a sharp, stifled cry from 
Marilyn. The beam of light in the sky 
seemed falling. One shot had struck. 

“Come on!” urged Kennedy, swinging 








trying to 
muttered 
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We followed in the direction of the 
falling beam. Burke, on account of his 
injuries, could go only slowly. Between us, 
Marilyn and I took his arms, while Craig 
forged ahead of us. 

We had not gone far when I noticed a 
figure in front of us, and behind him 
another, as though dogging his steps. 

As the figure ahead passed under a light, 
I saw, to my surprise, that it was Menocal. 

We had come abreast of the man trailing 
him. 

“ Marilyn!” 

“Then—you are—with us?” 

“You didn’t think I was against you, 
was Werner. “I knew 
the disease,” he panted. ‘“‘It’s the sokodi, 
The only ques 
tion in my mind was which of them was 
responsible.” 

We were now up to Craig, bending over 















“Ves—there were papers on_him, 
muttered Craig. ‘‘ You may show them to 
Marcia.” 

We, too, bent down. 







In the tangle-ol 






Kayama, who had used Menocal as his 


ver. 
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Valspar Makes Another Record! 


It withstands 36 hours of live steam 


UMAN ingenuity never de- 
vised a more severe and 
conclusive varnish test, but 

it all happened accidentally in 
the office of one of the largest 
public service corporations in 


New York City. 


A cold snap came one Saturday. 
At noon orders were given to turn 
on the steam heat. This was com- 
plied with, but one little detail 
was overlooked—to close an open 
valve on a radiator. 


So all through Saturday night, all 
day Sunday, and until business 
time on Monday morning, live 


steam filled the room. 


When Monday morning arrived 
the doors had swelled so much 
that only with difficulty was an 
entrance forced. 


A Scene of Wreckage 


When the steam was finally 

turned off and the clerks entered 

the room, a scene of wreckage 
et their eyes. 


Shoat paint dealers carry Valspar. 
Largest 


tht, 1917, by Velertine & Company 


VWanulacturer of Hig 


h-grad 


The varnish on the doors and 
woodwork was literally boiled 
away. The wall-paper was hang- 
ing off in sheets. In fact, every- 
thing at first sight seemed utterly 
ruined. 


One startling fact soon became 
evident—namely, that the furniture 
was absolutely unharmed. 


VALENTINE'S 


LSPAR 


% The Varnish That Won't Turn White 


Li PO IAN NRA TAY ad — 


An investigation developed that the 
reason for this phenomenon was, the 
desks and furniture had all been var- 
nished with Valspar. 


The Inspector’s Letter 


The Inspector of Equipment for this 
corporation wrote us an enthusiastic 
letter, from which we quote. 


destroyed the paper on the 
and 


“The steam 
walls, the varnish on the woodwork, 
swelled the doors so that it was impossible 
to close them after they had been forced 
epen. But the furniture, which was finished 
with Valepar, carne through the 36 hours, 
steaming without a spot, nor did it warp or 
swell in the slightest degree. 


If you cannol get it, write direct to us. 
VALENTINE & COMPANY 
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“Tl am having all of our special furniture, 
such as counters, tables, etc., finished with 
Valspar, as | believe that this is absolutely 
the best varnish made. 
This test demonstrates again that 
Valspar is absolutely waterproof. It 
won t turn white in water, and it is 
adapted for every varnish purpose in 
homes, offices and industrial buildings 
of all kinds. 


Valspar, for example, is unequaled 


For your front door or piazza 
and snow won't spot it. 

For your front hall — wet feet anddrip- 
ping umbrellas can’t harm it a bit. 
For your kitchen and pantry—be- 
cause soapy-water splashings do no 
damage, and you can wash it freely and 
sterilize places where your food is pre- 


rain 


pared 

For all your furniture—because Val- 
spar is spot-proof and waterproof. 

For your floors—because Valspar does 
not scratch white and you can wash it 
frequently. 

For your bathroom because it makes 
a finish as waterproof as tile and far 
less costly. 


Special Offer 


Test Valepar in yourhome, inyour « 
under the severest conditions you can devise 

To make it easy, we will supply a sample | 
can for 20c. in stampe, ; 
real test Fill in this «« 


VALENTINE & COMPANY 
450 Fourth Ave., N. ¥ 


wn way, 


yupon. Send today 


Please send me 4-0 


fur which I enclose 20c. in stamps. 
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The Oriental Store. 


“Japapyrus” Hats 


Price, Prepaid, $5 


creation of the ingenious 
A hand-woven hat of fine, 
tight weave, imported direct from the 
native weavers. To all appearances 
the equal of the finest panama, at 

but a fraction of the price. 

Blocked and trimmed in our own establishment 
and finished throughout in the highest quality of 
workmanship. 

Forwarded by parcel post, prepaid, with the Vantine 
assurance of satisfaction or the promp, reiund of the 
purchase price. (In ordering please specify Style 
No. 1057 K 

Write for the new Vantine catalog 

Illustrates hundreds of distinctive and unique Ori- 
entai articles for personal use and presentation pur- 
poses. Address Dept. K. 


-A-A-VANTINE-&-CO-lInc* 
Fifth Avenue & 39th Street, New York 


Importers of ‘“*Things Oriental’ for more 
than hali a century. 


2 latest 
Orientals. 


a 


| a | 


ryou D 


on toast, in patty shells, etc., 
|} ima moment. 

Only 25¢ and 50c 

at all fine grocers 


nd $1.45 or $2.85 for } 
es tive sizes, de 


et. In Ca 
00 and $3.75 


Purity Cross, Inc. 
Model Kitchen 
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Susanna Cocroft’s 


Physical Culture 
for the FACE 
will make the outline of your face, neck and 
chin graceful —relieve wrinkles, sagging 
muscles and facial ble nishes—make your 
skin clear and soft,your eyes bright. You can 
make your hair glossy and abundant—your 
hands smooth and white— your feet comfort- 
able, through definite directions which will 
take only a few minutes at home each day. 
Write for information and our free 
booklet giving many valuable hints. 


Grace-Mildred Culture Course 
Dept. 7, 624 So. Michigan Blvd., Chicago 
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Solitary Reaper 


(Continued from page 41) 


that low-life what can’t support a cat and 
by God—by God——”’ 

A gurgling and a crumpling, then a 
thump. 

Above the prostrate form of her hus- 
band, so immediately that her cry was one 
with the thump, Mrs. Wolfner lifted a voice 
that went up like a shriek from a pyre. 

“OQ my God! My husband! A stroke! 
Quick—somebody! O my God!” 

“Papa! Papa! Darling papa! I give 
him up! Anything! I give him up! 
Papa! Darling!” 


In St. Louis, where city smoke winds like 
a scarf stippled with soot balls, and well- 
scoured window-sills, white paint, and 
white gloves are of little moment, October 
comes with a flare, her trees torches, and, 
to a great raking of leaves and taking-down 
of awnings, the smell of burning leaves rises 
out of smoldering mounds of themselves. 

Westminster Place, named of royalty, 
but with no sense of noblesse oblige weight- 
ing its Queen Anne roofs, reddens furiously 
at this approach of autumn, her rows of 
maples chagrined and shedding sullenly. 
Vague with haze, like the glaze over dying 
eyes, yet valiant, Westminster Place next 
turns the sear of old pampas, lawns capitu- 
lating overnight, flower-beds stripped to 
stalk, sinking in like old gums receding. 

From Mrs. Wolfner’s spacious tile-floor 
veranda, the outdoor rockers and the 
wicker table had weeks since been wrapped 
in newspapers and stored away beneath 
the basement stairway. Only a green gar- 
den-bench, tilted against the red-brick side 
of the buff-fronted house, remained, and in 
the center of the yellowing lawn,a wrought- 
iron jardiniére, empty. From a second- 
story window, looking out on that sunless 
street so swept of summer, the slim silhou- 
ette of Miss Rosalee Wolfner, her white 
collar, and the dark head rising out of it 
were framed to the passer-by, her arms in 
motion but the hands not visible. 

“Your deal, papa.” 

Across the small card-table drawn up pat 
against the window, Mr. Wolfner, a litter 
of playing-cards on the green-felt top be- 
fore him, relaxed back against his chair, 
hands out along the sides and emerging, 
small and pinched, from the too long sleeves 
of his dressing-gown. 

‘“T haven’t got the patience, baby. Take 
‘em away.” She reached out across the 
table toward him. 

‘Papa, don’t you feel so well to-day?” 

“T feel all right; only, I ain’t got the 
strength no more. Weak—weak!” 

““A cup of coffee?” 

“No, I haven’t got the appetite for it 
no more.’ 

“Lie down then a while, dear, and let 
me call up and tell Doctor Raugh you’re 
not so well this afternoon.” 

“Say, a lot of good Doctor Raugh can 
do a man when the whole right side of him 
is dead already.” 

“Papa!” 

Thick tears formed immediately across 
Miss Wolfner’s deeply dark eyes. 

“Now, what’s wrong about what your 
old daddy said, Rosie? Is he a nuisance 
around the house, or ain’t he? Are you 
and your mamma much better than slaves, 
with a helpless man on your hands?”’ 


She was around the table and to him. 
his head pressed to her rising breast. 

“Oh, papa, papa, you know there's 
nothing we love like taking care of you 
every minute! It’s only getting you well 
and strong again that we have to think 
about. Doctor Raugh says you'll be all 
right again as—soon—as = 

“T know. I know”’—closing his eyes 
and patting her hand—*I know.” s 

‘Papa, let me wheel you out for a while 
in your chair. We'll be back by the time 
mamma wakes up from her nap.” 

‘For such dirty-colored weather, I can 
stay indoors.” 

“T’ll beat you in a game of chess.” 

“You, Rosie, go put on your coat and 
hat and go over for an hour by aunt 
Meena’s, or go ask Renie Shoengut she 
should walk with you in Forest Park for 
exercise.” 

“No, no, papa; I want to stay here with 
you.” 

“My girl has lost all her pink cheeks. 
Not once in the ten weeks since Elkhorn 
have I séen them.” 

“T have not, either!”’ 

With a stir of quicker breath beneath her 
blouse, and sweeping the cards off the 
table, she folded the legs under it and car- 
ried it out into the hallway. 

He sat looking after her through the 
open doorway. Stillness and early dusk 
descended, a clock ticking roundly into 
them. A newsboy hurled a twisted roll of 
evening paper from the sidewalk to the 
porch floor. The bedroom, ponderous 
with the black-walnut thing in Eighteen 
hundred and eighty-three’s bedroom suite, 
sank readily into the pouring browningss, 
only the great double bed with its upstand- 
ing pillow-shams staring out. 

** Rosalee!” 

“Ves, papa?”’ 

‘“Come here.” 

She appeared instantly in the doorway 

OV eed” 

“Here.” 

He réached up, drawing her down to the 
wide arm of the chair. 

“Look at papa!” 

She bored a smiling glance into him. 

3r-r-r, Papa Bear, what big eyes you've 
gol Ee 

He fell to stroking her. 

“Rosalee, my little girl!” 

“ Big girl!” 

“She ain’t happy, eh?” 

‘“‘Papa!”’ : 

‘In ten weeks, we ain't talked about tt, 
but your papa, Rosie, not for one minute 
has he forgot it. He ain’t talked it, Rosie 
even with mamma; but it’s here, Rosie 
in him.” 

‘Papa, please!” 

“Rosie, you know 
man is?” 

“Who—papa?” 

‘““Shh-h-h, baby! The one your eyes 4 
red for every morning.” 4 

“Oh, papa, please; you musint. | 
never think about—anything but you get: 
ting well. What’s anything compared t 
you getting well?” 

" “Well then, Rosie; I tell you what make 
me well the quickest.” 

“What, darling?”’ 

“You should write the young man © 
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o Is This 
Woman ? 


H She is the woman who was darkening 
and greasing her furniture with oil 
polishes—who wisély changed to 


\WM 
Ww 


with results that astonished her 
A now has brilliantly clean and new-looking 
a furniture that will stay beautiful for years. 
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Endorsed by the National 
Housewives’ League 


BUFFALO SPECIALTY CO. 
Buffalo, N. Y. 
Bridgeburg, Ont., Canada 


- C 


Don't you know, ill health 
or chronic ailments, in nine out of 
every ten cases, are due to im- 
proper food, poor circulation, 
insufficient exercise, incotrect 
breathing, incorrect poise and 
restless slumber! 

I give exercises that strength- 
en the impaired organs. 

Remove those uanatural con- 
ditions and your ailments 
vanish. 

This may surprise vou, but I 
am doing it daily; I have done it | 
for eighty thousand women. | 


No Drugs or Medicines 


You follow my directions in your room. | 
Are you too thin or too fat? \\ 
You CAN WEIGH EXACTLY WHAT YOU SHOULD \ 
Medical magazines advertise my work; \ 
leading doctors approve it; their wives are 
wy pupils. 
Regain Health, Poise and Cheerf::] Spirits. 
You can, Tell me your faults in health or 
figure. I will HELP you. Anp I want To, 80 
mMuCH. I will respect 3 i 
for my Free Booklet No. 21. 


Susanna Cocroft 
624 Michigan Avenue, Chicago, III. 
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Hardy Everblooming 


ROSES fer'tny 
iam rth 
All Sure to Bloom and Bloom Al! Summer 
Clothilde Soupert delicate variegated. 
Star of France, the reddestof ll reds. 
White Cochet, a magnificent white. 
Hermosa, the popular pink. 
LaFrance,beautiful rosy pink. 
Marechal Neil,a deep yellow. 


Our 25c Collections 


6 Chrysanthemums 25¢ 
6 Fuchsias . .25¢ 
6 Carnations .» -25C 


6Geraniums.......25¢ 
6 Coleus 25c¢ 
6 TuberousBegonias 25c 
6 Tuberoses 25c 
12 Gladioli ne 25c 
12 Pansies oo <0 ae 


Tie 10 collections, including the 6 Roses,72 Plants,for $2.00. 


Any Five Collections For $1.00 


Ge We guarantee satisfaction and safe arrival GY 


Our 1917 cataloz,‘‘Floral Gems,’’ showing 
over 100 flowers in natural colors, sent FREE 


McGregor Bros.Co., Box 640. Springfield, O. 



















come, Rosie, that you got everything 
fixed up.” 

*“*Papa!’ 

“T been wrong, baby. In sickness, a 
man thinks. Your papa is a hard-headed 
old horse what can’t be taught new tricks. 
But I’m done now, Rosie, with my opposi- 
tion. All I want is to see my girl again 
with her pink cheeks and her laughs. 
A man what my little girl can like has got 
to have somewhere yood in him. You 
should tell him to come, Rosie. I’m sorry 
how I acted.” 

“Oh, papa, papa darling!” She had slid 
from the chair now, crouching beside him, 
with her cheek to his knee. ‘I won’t do 
it! You don’t want it! No matter how 
much Doctor Raugh promises me it wasn’t, 
I know it was just that brought on your 
sickness.” 

“Why, Rosie, that didn’t have no more 
to do with my sickness than nothing. I 
knew I was a sick man when I came out of 
the hospital before we went to Elkhorn. 
It was only that mamma shouldn’t worry 
I pretended I didn’t see it coming on. 
What will make me sicker, Rosie, is if I 
don’t see my girl filled up with life like she 
used to be.” 

“Papa, I’m all right.” 

“You ain’t the same child, Rosie. 
bring that young man here.” 

“No—” 

“Where is he now, in Milwaukee?” 

“T don’t know—Detroit, I think.” 

“T tell you I’ve got no more objections. 
It’s fine—everything is fine.”’ 

“No, no, papa; you want Alex—— 

“S-ay, when a young man is in a get- 
married humor like Alex Tregor is, if it 
ain’t one nice girl, it’s another. I don’t 
worry about Alex.” 

“But papa, you—don’t—really—— 

“T want it, Rosie, more than anything. 
I want you should be happy. It is just as 
good we should have this talk now, with 
mamma not here to get excited. I—papa 
ain’t here for long, Rosie. You know that 
without I tell it to you.” 

“Papa, I can’t bear it!” 

“Ts it natural I shouldn’t want to go 
reproaching myself that I stood in the 
light of my girl’s happiness. I been think- 
ing, Rosie, whole nights through. Suppose 
he ain’t a business man? Other men’s 
daughters have not always married busi- 
ness men. Your uncle Simon’s daughter 
married a writer, and he made the best of 
it. Idon’t say it’s what I prefer, but a 
smart young man, Rosie, can make good 
money in dancing, too. He should come to 
St. Louis where he can get good pupils. If 
a man like Mehring can do good business, 
why not this young man?” 

“Oh, papa——” 

“Till he gets a start for the first year or 
two, you don’t got to worry. Your mamma 
will have everything in her name, but 
I ain’t worried she won’t do right by 
her daughter and—son-in-law—eh, Rosie? 
You see how your papa’s been thinking. 
I even got it fixed you should live in the 
Wasserman Avenue apartment where for 
the first year or two, till he gets a start in 
business, you ain’t got no rent. And since 
it’s mamma’s property, she should pay 
the taxes. You see how papa’s got every- 
thing fixed——’”’ 

‘Papa, I can’t—I can’t!” 
| ‘*You don’t want it, Rosie? That, right 
| away, makes it different. Then maybe we 

take a trip to Europe and——” 
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“Yes, yes, papa—I want it! I want it 
darling—but—you Pe . 

“Then that settles it.” 

“I can’t help wanting it so terribly 
But not if you don’t, darling——” , 

“I do, baby; I do.” 

“Tf I only knew you meant it!” 

“It’s only one thing I ask, Rosie. It’s 
mamma.” 

“Papa, you're killing me!” 

“T want, Rosie, like always I have tried 
to do, you should keep her from worries, 
Never has she known, even ir. the days 
when business worries first turned my hair 
gray, that things with me was anything 
but always good. In life, Rosie, if you 
sow wrong—God forbid!—make it always 
a rule nobody but you must reap it. Your 
mother, Rosie, she’s a good woman, a little 
hasty; but for you or for me she would 
sacrifice her life. She ain’t used to what’s 
bad in life. I’ve made out of her always a 
baby. You know how I have to humor her 
and how easy right away she gets excited, 
She can’t stand trouble, Rosie. Keep it 
from her. That’s all I ask, no matter what 
comes in life, and, please God, it is only 
always happiness, you must stand in front 
of your mother, Rosie.” 

“Papa darling, I will! I will! You 
mustn’t talk this way. You’re not well 
to-day. Let me call Doctor Raugh. He'll. 
give you a hyperdermic 

““Go, Rosie, see if mamma is out of her 
nap. I want her. We may as well talk 
this now as any time.” 

“Oh, papa darling, I love you!” She 
laid her tear-lashed face to his, stroking 
and stroking the bony outline of his 
cheeks. ‘‘My darlingest papa!” 

“Go, Rosie, see if mamma is out from 
her nap.” 

Holding back sobs with her hand at her 
throat, she went out through the growing 
gloom, her breath catching constantly. 

Mr. Wolfner lay back against the chair 
a little wearily, his head turned from the 
window. He was breathing with his mouth 
open, and, suddenly, as if for want of more 
air, attempted to raise himself. There 
was an almost imperceptible struggle, but 
his head did not leave the chair-back. 
The mouth still hung slightly open, but a 
mirror held against it would not have 
clouded. 



















































For a mile, Wasserman Avenue repeats 
itself in terms of three-story, sun-parlor, 
modern-improvements-throughout apatt- 
ment-houses, each block a replica of wha! 
has gone before and what will come aiter. 
A kind of sequence here, as if a paper pal: 
tern had been cut, unfolded, and lo! # 
string of identical dolls, hand in hand. 
Identical abodes of more or less indentic# 
ups and downs. And why not? Humat 
experience can be played in about # 
octave. 

Wasserman Avenue wept and laughed, 
exchanged baby-formulas, dried its hait, 
and endured its headaches and heartache: 
with the usual ados. At Twenty-six hut 
dred and one, Mrs. Lavinia Hecht, torty, 
wept a husband and infant, departed. 4! 
Twenty-six hundred and three, Miss Ba. 
bette Goldsmith, forty, wept a husbané 
and infant, not arrived. Across the street 
lovely Lucille Loeb, beloved of an a 
guished mother and the young law-partne! 
of Judge Kleinhauser, lay low of leakage o! 
the heart. Next door, old lady Feiblem 
made silly by years and secretly revit 
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America’s 
= Greatest 
nor be || “Light Six” “Light Twelve” 
| $1595 “America’s First Car” $2095 
ut from 
“| The “High Cost of Motoring” is a Bugaboo! 
— e High Cost of Motormg’ is a bugaboo! ||| 
ae From 87 different sections of the country—the “stamp- | | 
s mouth ing grounds” of some 9,500 Haynes “Light Sixes”— | 
= reports have just reached us giving definite figures on 1 Hi 
te .° what it is costing Haynes owners to run their cars today! | 
vir-back. Pee ee “a , oY ad , 
"| : : 1 to 60 miles per hour on high gear— pickup from a 
a oa i These are the averages: | stop to 30 miles per hour in 714 brief seconds—ability to 1 | 
| | 14% to 18 miles per gallon of | climb, and accelerate on long steep hills without dropping 
— gasoline— | from high gear—with MORE PULLING POWER at H | 
repeats (including the present low quality grades.) moderate speeds or through deep mud, sand and snow, 
1-parlor, 12 miles per gallon is the lowest reported | than any other 314-inch x 5-inch, 6-cylinder engine! 
apart- : —z22 miles the highest. i 
of what 5.956 to 7.803 miles on TIRES. | Such is the performance which 18,000 Haynes “Light 
re after. |” ile de eames aft Gelen wien candle tens | Six” owners—for periods up to three years—have been 
per pal- been the higher figure had we included | enjoying at these amazingly LOW costs for upkeep. 
d lo! a F unusually good records, such as 12,500, | z ’ 
1 hand. i 15,000 and higher mileages.) i And the same low upkeep—the same matchless per- 
denticd 199 to 291 milesper QUART of oil. | formance—is assured to you. For 1917 Haynes “Light 
Humat ; | Sixes,” while embodying all recent mechanical improve- 


- $200, $300 and $400 

higher prices being offered 
for used Haynes cars than for com le 
cars. (Few Haynes owners are willing to 
sell despite these attractive offers.) 
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THE HAYNES AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, 72 So. Main St., Kokomo, Ind. 



























ments, are fundamentally alike Haynes “Light Sixes” 
of 1916, 1915 and 1914. 


Though 1917 output is doubled, demand has tripled. 
Order your Haynes early! 
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Short-Story Writing 


A COURSE of forty iessons in the his- 
44 tory, form, structure, and writing of 
the Short -Story taught by Dr. J. Berg x 

Zsenwein, for years editor of Lippincott’s. 


One student writes: “Before com- 
pleting the lessons, received over 
$1000 for manuscripts sold to 
Woman’s Home Companion, Mc- 
« Call's, Pictorial Review, and other 
leading magazines. 

Also courses in Photoplay Writing 
Versification and Poetics, Journalisn 
In all, over One Hundred Courses, under professors in 

Harvard, Brown, Cornell, and other leading colleges 


150-Page Catalog Free Please Address 


The Home Correspondence School 
Dept. 85, Springfield, Mass. 





Dr. Esenwein 
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Sample Cake 


You can get this most delightful of 
soaps at your favorite department store or 
druggist. 


And once used, you will realize why for over sixty years 
women of refinement in every civilized land have made it 
their all-time choice. 





Pure and transparent as choicest materials and st 
can make it, No. 4711 White Rose Glycerine Soap gives a 


skin clear and velvety. Delicately perfumed, its rich, 
abundant lather makes each day's use a fresh deli <ht. 

For the sample cake, send 2¢ sts amp; or for 10c in stamps 
we willsend you a package containing a sample cake of 
No. 4711 White Rose G lycerine Soap, a sample bottle of 
No. 4711 Bath Salts, and a sample bottle of No 4711 Eau 


de & tolozne 
MULHENS & KROPFF, Dept. C., 25 West 45th Street, New York 





by her daughters-in-law, could not die. 
Another block, and Lester Harberger, 
bank-cashier, locked himself in the bath- 
room one night, the family at dinner, and 
shot through the roof of his mouth. Ina 
less expensive apartment beneath, Gus 
Kessler, marveling at life, cried over the 
familiar miracle of his fifth born. 

All within the octave. 

In Mrs. Alvin La Monque’s apartment 
on Wasserman Avenue, in a sitting-room 
done after the Mission-furniture cataclysm 
that seized and shook the American home, 
Mrs. Wolfner, whom sorrow has numbed, 
felt, looking at her 
daughter, a resus- 
citation, a flow or 
warmth _ which 
seemed to pour into 
the cold crannies 
empty within her. — 

“Yourredcheeks — 
to-day, Rosie; how 
poor papa would 
lov e them!” 

“Wouldn’t he 
though, dear?” 

“T brought over a little cranberry jelly. 
All alone in that big house, I say to Mary 
it’s a shame to cook for us two.” 

From her corner of the Mission divan, 
and well out of the lamplight, Mrs. La 
Monque leaned forward, small, dark. 

“You’re always bringing and bringing, 
mamma. Alvin says we’re your star 
boarders.” 

“Say, if it wasn’t I had my daughter and 
her husband and baby to think about, I 
don’t know, Rosie, how I should live 
through the days alone in that house.” 

“TI know, dear. The only reason I don’t 
insist you give it up and come to us is be- 
cause I know your silly ideas about- 

“T say it again. Children, when they 
marry, are better off by themselves with- 
out a mother-in-law on top of them. 
Only, sometimes I think now, Rosie——’” 

“That’s what I tell Alvin, dear, every 
time he asks. I know how strong you feel 
about it. I don’t believe in forcing, dear.” 

“Yes; but——” 

“You ought to have seen baby to-day, 
mamma; he turned over all by himself. 
I tried to keep him awake until you came.” 

‘“‘T brought him.a rubber ring, Rosie, to 
chew.” 

‘No, 
rings.” 

‘Book! I raised a baby before this new- 
fangled business came along, and my 
mother before me raised nine. When you 
cried, I picked you up. I didn’t run read in 
a book. My own grandson I mustn’t take 
in my arms. Listen to me, Rosie Wolfner: 
I know more about babies than you have 
forgot.” 

“Take off your bonnet, mamma.” 

‘Alvin ain’t home yet?” 

‘“‘Not yet.” 

‘“*He’s still on night classes?” 

“Yes, mamma; but not to-night.” 

“You like he should have his classes 
over in East St. Louis better as he should 
work up a business here, Rosie? Such a 
| trip for night classes ain’t so good.” 

‘The first year or two, mamma, till he 
gets a footing. Next year, he may open a 
studio in the Arts Building.” 

‘Rosie, when I think it’s one year!” 

“Our first anniversary, mamma. 
can't believe it. Like I said to Alvin this 
morning, ‘Happy times fly.’” 
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“There ain’t a day passes, not an hour, 
I don’ t wish papa could see.” 

“Don’t get yourself worked up, dear.” 

‘All his life he slaved, and then he 
should miss seeing his child’s happiness, 
How he would have loved to hold a grand- 
child! The first one he would have been 
to admit his mistake about Alvin, not? 
The first one would have been papa to be 
happy for you.” 

“T know; I know. 

“How life is!” 

“‘'Yes, yes.” 

“a just passed Alex and Nettie and their 
baby on Berlin 
Avenue. That man 
gives her heaven on 
earth, and how you 
got it, too, with 
Alvin working him- 
self up! Things 
work themselves 
out, ain’t it? [| 
smell chops frying 
in lard. You let 
your girl use lard 
when I sent you 
goose-grease enough for——” 

‘Alvin likes lard, mamma. 
expect you to-night, dear.” 

“On my children’s rst anniversary, I 
shouldn’t come to dinner!” ; 

“My nice mamma!” said Mrs. La 
Monque, laying her cheek against the 
maternal knee. 

“IT give you one pinch to-day, Rosie. 
That’s for the first anniversary. And I 
deposit one thousand dollars in baby’s 
name.” 

““Momie, that’s too much! We aren’t 
even celebrating it enough to exchange 
I said to 
him last night: ‘ Nothing we can give each 
other can be as much as our baby, dear. 
He’s our great present.’ ”’ 

“You're right, Rosie; with happiness 
and a son, nobody could ask more. I tell 
you I’m opposed to young people starting 
out extravagant. Rosie, you watch your 
bills better?” 

“Mamma!” 

What?” 

“You ad.” 

“Rosie, you haven’t overdrawn?” 

“T—TI just don’t seem to manage right, 
mamma. “The butcher’s bill this morning 
was iy 

“But, Rosie, two geese and a chicken I 
sent over this week.” 

“T ordered the baby a basinet, mamma, 
and it came high.” 

“T ain’t for the money, Rosie; if you go 
two hundred over your hundred, it ain't 
that. What else have I got to spend it on 
but for a young couple that ain't estab- . 
lished yet; but such extravagances 

“T don’t say you’re not right, m 
That’s just what Alvin keeps saying. 
must live on what he makes, but till he gets 
started, dearie—I—us with the baby and 
all—twenty-five would help, mamma.’ 

Mrs. Wolfner dug somewhere down into 
the petticoat recesses of her, doling out 


Don’t cry, dear.” 








We didn’t 











mamma. 
We 





from a rubber-bound roll of bills. 
“What’s mine is your’s, Rosie. Thats 
how papa wanted it should be. ~ Three 


times more income I got than I can spen¢- 
But it ain’t right, with your own and what 
your husband brings in, you should always 
go over. Don’t never let a see, Rosie, a8 
overdrawn check again. s s the principle 
of the thing.” 
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“I know mamma; it makes Alvin sore 
as anything.” 

“You got a good husband, Rosie, and 
you shouldn’t abuse your happiness. The 
boy ain’t a sponger. Don’t make him feel 
ike you got the purse-strings.” 

The door closed, then footsteps. 
Mrs. La Monque sprang to her feet. 

“That’s Alvin, now! Wait, mamma!” 

She was out and into the ‘hallway, 
motioning the dim figure there to silence 
and then with him into the bedroom, clos- 
ing the door behind them. Mr. La Monque 
tweaked on the light, flinging off his over- 
coat and throwing it, with his hat, on the 
lace-covered brass bed, emerging like a 
well-tailored faun, small blond moustache 
waxed at the corners and tipping upward. 

“Eats,” he said, rubbing his long hands 
softly. 

“Alvin, mamma’s here!” 


“Good God!” said Mr. La Monque, 
raising his voice slightly. She sprang 


toward him, her palm to his mouth. 

“Alvin, please!” 

“Why in thunder didn’t you telephone? 
Here’s where I clear.” 

“T did, Alvin; I did. I tried at Kelly’s 
pool and Joe’s ba to get you on the wire. 
Alvin, if you go now, it'll look terrible. 
Please!’ 

“T’ve told you to have her here all you 
want when I ain't home, but & 

“She dropped in, Alvin, for the anniver- 
sary. I didn’t know.” 

“Well, whatta you want me to do? I 
told you I wasn’t in for no more funny 
If you got to know-it, this here 
play-acting is getting my goat. What do 
you do for me, I’d like to know? Another 
row like last night, and you’re going to wake 
up some morning and find me among the 
lost, strayed, or stolen. Then you will 
have something to keep from your mamma. 
Let me go; I ain’t in my Mansfield humor 
to-night for playing the part.” 

She grasped at his coat lapels, raising 
herself by them face to face with him. 

“Alvin, I didn’t mean it last night. 
It was just the—the overdrawn check 
scared me so. I never was so scared. I’m 
srry, Alvin. Stay out all you want nights, 
dear. Hang around Joe’s all you want. 
1m sorry.” 

“I know—till next time. The only time 
Iamount to a row of pins around this joint 
is when it’s up to me to do the Mansfield 
act for the old woman.” 

“Just to stand between her 
our affairs, Alvin, is all I ask. 
She can’t stand worry. 

“Neither can I. What about me? I’m 
the only one around here never asks for 
nothing. If you want to know it, I never 
even asked you.” 

“Alvin!” 

“IT was all right playing things my own 
way ull your whole gang lassoed me and 
brought me in. 


business. 





and 
she's old. 


they fell in my hand. Where do I come 

“Alvin. you've been drinking!” 

“Well. let me out—that’s all I ask.’ 

sani please, anything you want. Go | 
down to Ke lly’s after she’s gone. All night, 
if you want. I'll fix you a cocktail for | 
he Honey. She’s just been telling, | 
Than. - ‘—crazy she is about you. 
a ' way you can make anybody 
<a you only want to. You know, 
= Spe ne some day she’s going to do 


gs for us—some day she —— 
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imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 
Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should Have. 


Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have. 
* Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have. 
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Illustrated Know! 
$2.00 postpaid Medical 
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“DON’T SHOUT” 


“Lhear you. I can hear no 
48 well as anybody. ‘How?’ 
With the 


MORLEY PHONE 
I've a pair in my ears now, 
but they are invisible. I 
would not know I had them in 
myself, only that I hear all 
ri¢'t 


“The MORLEY PHONE for the 


DEAF 


is to the ears what 
glasses are to the eyes 
Invisible, comfortable, 
weightless and harmless 












| Anyone can adjust it.’ 
sold. Write for booklet and testimonials. 


| THE MORLEY CO., Dept. 755, Perry Bldg., Phila. 
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Greatest Discovery 
*% Since Soap 


THIS Magic Pot Cloth 
has crinkled copper 
strands interwoven with 
cotton. The lightest rub 
removes grease and dirt, 
and makes all kinds of 
kitchen ware look like new 
without the use of soap or 
washing compounds. 
Women marvel at _ the 
work of the Mystic Mit. 

If not at your dealer's, give 
us his name and we will mail 
the Mystic Mit for 10c, 


The MysticMitCo.,Inc., Dept.D 


127 Duane St.. New Vork City 
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THE INVISIBLE BIFOCALS 
= = 
If you wear glasses—or need | 
to wear glasses—ask your oc- 
ulist, optometrist or optician 
about KRYPTOKS. 
KRYPTOK Glasses are for everyone 
who need double-vision lenses. They 
enable you to see both near and far 
objects clearly—without removing or 
| changing your glasses from morning 
| tonight. 
| KRYPTOKS (pronounced Crip-tocks) 
; are the only double-vision glasses with 
¥ clear, smooth, even surfaces—free from 
} seam or hump. 
Write for Booklet, ‘‘Eyesight 
Efficiency ’’ | 
KRYPTOK COMPANY, Inc. 
1064 Old South Bldg., Boston, Mass. 
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Know the facts in Electricity. They mean_more 
money and better position for you. Hawkins Guides 
tell you all you need to know about Electricity. 

Every important electrical subject covered so you 
can understand it. Easy to study and apply. A com- 
plete, practical working course, in 10 volumes. 

Booka are pocket size; leather covers. Order a set to- 
day to look over. 


HAWKINS GUIDES 


3500 PAGES $1 A VOLUME 
4700 PICTURES $1 A MONTH 


These books tell you all about 
Magnetism— Induction — Experiments— Dynamos— 
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Modern Practical Applications of Electricity and 
Ready Reference Index of the 10 numbers, 


Shipped to You FREE 


—_— : 
Not a cent to pay until you see the books. No obligation 
to buy unless you are satisfied. 5 
Send Coupon now—today—and get this great help ahecey 
and see if it is not worth $100.to you—you pay $1.00 a mon 
for ten months or return it. 


MAIL THIS FREE COUPON TODAY 
THEO. AUDEL & CO., 72 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 


Please submit to me for examination Hawkins Elec- 
trical Guides (Price $1 each). Ship at once, prepaid, the 
10 numbers. If satisfactory, I agree to send you $1 within 
seven days and to further mail you $1 each month until 
paid. 
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‘“T’ve been hearing about that loosening- 
up for the whole year, but nothing loosens. 
Don’t be so sure what you're going to get 
some day. She may find a way to take 
it with her.” 

“Oh, you—vyou!”’ 

“Now you just start something and 


| watch me get ugly.” 


“Tm not, Alvin. Please, dear, just pv! 
the East St. Louis dancing-class  stuli 
to-night.” 

*That’s a fine gag to put over your old 
mother that you’re protecting so much, 
now ain’t it? Me that’s never set a foot 
in East St. Louis. I’m not ashamed of one 
darn thing I’m doing, and some day I'll tell 
her so, too. If she was the right kind, she 
wouldn’t want me to turna hand, with the 
wad that old woman’s got in soak.” 

“Oh, there’s just no decency to you!” 

‘I'd just as soon tell her to-night as any 
other, too.” 

‘No, no, Alvin! Dear! Please! Play 
up to her to-night. That'll accomplish 
more than anything. She loves a little 
jolly, and she thinks you're so fine and all, 
Alvin. The other won’t get us anywhere. 
Make a little fuss over her and throw in a 
little of the happy-home talk—you know. 
If I’m willing to do almost anything to give 
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her that pleasure, won’t you do just this 
little? This little, Alvin—please! She goes 
home early, and then you can go down to 
Kelly’s. Alvin—please!” 

“What’ll you give me?” 

“Tl stake you.” 

“God! You ain’t going to loosen up?” 

“The happy-home stuff, Alvin, and the 
East St. Louis night classes.” 

‘*How much?” 

She felt down into her bosom, with. 
drawing the folded wad. 

“Twenty-five,” she said. 

He slid the bills into his pocket, following 
her out into the lamplit sitting-room. 

‘“Hel-lo, ma!” 

‘““My son,” said Mrs. Wolfner, coming 
toward him with her slight limp and the 
light on her face, “happy returns on your 
first anniversary and should there be every 
year just one so fine.” ; 

“That’s fine, ma, and there can’t be 
any too many returns to suit us, eh, girl?” 
kissing his mother-in-law on the lifted 


brow, and with his left arm drawing the 
slim form of his wife into the generous 
circle of his embrace. 

Tears sprang into Mrs. Wolfner’s eyes, 
which her cheek to his coat sleeve con- 
cealed. 








Beyond 


(Continued from page 61 


to clap, and again called out, “Brava!” 
But the curtain fell, and Ophelia did not 
reappear. Was it the sight of him, or was 
she just preserving the illusion that she 
was drowned? That “arty” touch would 
be just like her. 

Averting his eyes from two comedians 
in calico beating each other about the 
body, he rose with an audible “Pish!” and 
made his way out. He stopped in the 
street to scribble on his card, ‘‘Will you 
see me? G. F.”’ and took it round to the 
stage-door. The answer came back: 

“Miss Wing will see you in a minute 
sir.” And leaning against the distempered 
wall of the drafty corridor, a queer smile 
on his face, Fiorsen wondered why he was 
there and what she would say. 

When he was admitted, she was stand- 
ing with her hat on, while her “‘dresser”’ 
buttoned her shoes. Holding out her hand 
above the woman’s back, she said, 

“Oh, Mr. Fiorsen, how do you do?” 

Fiorsen took the little moist hand, and 
his eyes passed over her, avoiding a direct 
meeting with her eyes. He received an 
impression of something harder, more self- 
possessed than he remembered. Her face 
was the same, yet not the same; only her 
perfect, supple little body was as it had 
been. The dresser rose, murmured, ‘‘ Good- 
afternoon, miss,” and went. 

Daphne Wing smiled faintly. 

““T haven't seen you for a long time, have 
1?” 

‘“No; I’ve been abroad. You dance as 
beautifully as ever.” 

“Oh, ves; it hasn’t hurt my dancing.” 

With an effort, he looked her in the 
Was this really the same girl who 
him, cloyed him with her 


face. 


had clung to 


kisses, her tears, her appeals for love just 
a little love? Ah, but she was more de 
sirable, much more desirable than he had 


said, 


And he 


remembered! 











“Give me a kiss, little Daphne.” 

Daphne Wing did not stir; her white 
teeth rested on her lower lip; she said: 

“Oh, no, thank you! How is Mrs. 
Fiorsen?” Fiorsen turned abruptly. 

‘There is none.” 

“Oh, has she divorced you?” 

“No. Stop talking of her; stop talking, 
I say!” 

Daphne Wing, still motionless in the 
center of her little crowded dressing-room, 
said, in a matter-of-fact voice: 

‘You are polite, aren’t you? It’s funny; 
I can’t tell whether I’m glad to see you. 
I had a bad time, you know; and Mrs. 
Fiorsen-was an angel. Why do you come 
to see me now?” 

Exactly!’ Why had he come? The 
thought flashed through him, ‘‘She’ll help 
me to forget.” 

“T was a great brute to you, Daphne. 
I came to make up—if I can.” 

“Oh, no; you can’t make up—thank 
you!” A shudder ran through her, and 
she began drawing on her gloves. “You 
taught me a lot, you know. I ought to be 
quite grateful. Oh, you've grown a little 
beard! It makes you look rather like Me- 
phistopheles, I think.” 

Fiorsen stared fixedly at that perfectly 
shaped face. Was she mocking him? Im- 
possible! She looked too matter of fact. 

‘Where do you live now?” he said. 

‘““T’m on my own, in a studio. You cai 
come and see it if you like.” 

“With pleasure.” 

“Only, you’d better understand—I've 
had enough of love.” 

Fiorsen grinned. 

“Even for another?” he said. 

Daphne Wing answered calmly, . 

‘I wish you would treat me like a lady. 

Fiorsen bit his lip and bowed. | 

‘May I have the pleasure of giving y® 
some tea?” 
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ist this 
he goes 


lown to 


“Yes, thank you; I’m very hungry. 
[don’t eat lunch on matinée-days. Do you 
like my Ophelia dance?” 

“Tt’s artificial.” 

“Yes, it is artificial—it’s done with 
mirrors and wire netting, you know. But 
do I give you the illusion of being mad?” 
Fiorsen nodded. ‘I’m so glad. Shall we 
go? Ido want my tea.” She turned round, | 
scrutinized herself in the glass, touched her 







n up?” 
ind the 







































» with. hat with both hands, revealing for a second 
all the poised beauty of her figure, took a 
; little bag from the back of a chair, and 
lowing said: “‘I think, if you don’t mind going 
= on, it’s less conspicuous. I'll meet you 
: at Ruffel’s—they have lovely things there. 
coming ‘hes vencie.” . J ; 
nd the In a state of bewilderment, irritation, 
pede and queer meekness, Fiorsen passed down 
ane Coventry Street, and entering the empty 
“Tt Ruffel’s, took a table near the window. 
ee” There he sat staring before him, for the 
lifted sudden vision of Gyp sitting on that oaken 
an the chest at the foot of her bed had blotted 
oath the girl cleanout. The attendant, coming 
. to take his order, gazed at his pale, furious 
oe face, and said mechanically, _ 
ee “What can I get you, please?” 
7 Looking up, Fiorsen saw Daphne Wing 
outside. gazing at the cakes in the window. 
She came in. 

“Oh. here you are! I should like iced 
coffee and walnut cake and some of those 
marzipan sweets—oh, and some whipped 
cram with my cake. Do you mind?” 
And, sitting down, she asked, ‘‘Where 
have you been abroad?”’ 

. “Stockholm, Budapest, Moscow, other | 
white places.” 
po “How perfect! Do you think I should 
aaee make a success in Budapest or Moscow?” | 
“You might: you are English enough.”’ 

“Oh! Do you think I’m very English?” 

king “Utterly. Your kind of—” _ But even 
he was not quite capable of finishing that 
=e sentence—‘your kind of vulgarity could 
‘eat aot be produced anywhere else. Daphne 
’ Wing finished it for him. 
ai “My kind of beauty?” Fiorsen grinned 
an and nodded. “Oh, I think that’s the 
Mrs. nicest thing you ever said tome! Only, of 
cone tourse. I should like to think I’m more of 
the Greek type—pagan, you know.” 
The She fell silent, casting her eyes down. 
| help Her pronle against the light was very 
pure and soft in line. And he said: 
phne. *, suppose you hate me, little Daphne? 
ou ought to hate me. 
hank Daphne Wing looked up; her round, 
a dlue-gray eyes passed over him much as 
“You they had been passing over the mafzipan. 
to be ; No I don’t hate you—now. Of course, 
little Ay had any love left for you, I should. 
. Me- Yh, isnt that Irish! But one can think 
anybody a rotter without hating them— 
ectly " t ? 2 a 
Im- lorsen bit Ais lips. 
ct. "50 3 hink me a rotter? 
| Da; hne Wing's eyes grew rounder. 
1 cat _, but arent you? You couldn’t be any- 
hing €ise—could you?—with the sort of 
T've A you don’t mind having tea 
Daphne Wing, said, with her mouth full: 
tou see, I'm independent now, and I 
n That makes you harmless.” 
de Fior stretched out his hand and 

“ized hers. She looked at it, changed her 

you Ork r, and went on eating with her | 
‘ my Fiorsen drew his hand away 
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Put a “two-c” 


in your pocket. 


The 2¢ KODAK Jr. 


For pictures of the somewhat elon- 
gated post-card shape, but just a trifle 
smaller,—2% x 4% inches. And this 
elongated shape in the picture makes 
possible a slim, thin camera, that 


fits the pocket. 


The 2C Autographic Kodak Junior has a capacity of ten 
exposures without reloading, it has the Kodak Ball Bearing 
shutter with cable release, working at speeds of 1/25, 1/50 and 
1/100 of a second, and of course the usual ‘‘bulb’’ and time 


actions. 


The camera has brilliant reversible finder, two tripod 


sockets, black leather bellows, is covered with fine grain leather, 
is weil made and beautifully finished. It is autographic, of 
course, and is extremely simple to use. 


Furnished with a choice of lens equipment as listed below: 


No. 2C Autographic Kodak Jr., meniscus achro- 


matic lens, ; 7 $12.00 
Ditto, with Rapid Reciilinear lens, . : 14.00 
Ditto, with Kodak Anastigmat lens, /.7.7, 19.00 


All Dealers’. 


EASTMAN KODAK CO., Rocuestrer, N. Y., The Kodak City. 








There’s a 
World of 


Difference 


between Compo -Board 
and all other wall-boards. 





Genaiieneie Melly LARA I. 

is actually in a class by itself. Itis the 
only wall-board made with a center core 
of Kiln-dried wood slats. 

That’s what makes the difference—in 
strength, in durability, in its moisture- 
proofness, in its ability to keep out cold 
in winter and heat in summer. 

That’s why it doesn’t warp, shrink, or 
buckle, even if papered; that’s w hy it 
saws with smooth edges, so you don’t have 
to panel Compo-Board walls to cover un- 
unsightly cracks. Use any decorative 
method or scheme —simple or elaborate. 

Look for the wood core when you order 
Compo-Board and the name on the sur- 
face. Don’t accept it unless they’re there 

Write for sample and interesting booklet. 


THE COMPO-BOARD CO. 


4505 Lyndale Ave. N., Minneapolis, Minn. 





BIG FEATURES 
5 1—Self - locking 
dies; 2-—Self-cen- 
tering guides; 3—No 
resetting of dies to 
size; 4—No loose 
bushings; 5—No 
small parts. Every 
tool threads from 4 to 
8 sizes of pipe. Write 
tor free catalog. 
THE OSTER MFG. CO. 
2126 East 61st St.Cleveland, Ohio 





Stiff ae 


may be relieved quickly with Absorbine, Jr. 
Don’t be inconvenienced and annoyed with 
tired, aching muscles. Massage the parts 
with Absorbine, Jr., and rout out the 


trouble—it reduces soreness and inflam- 
mation effectually and in a pleasant manner. 


AbsorbineJ: 


THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT 


FRADE MARA MEG US “AT OFF 





Is more than a liniment—it is a 
positive antiseptic and germicide 


This increases its efficiency and its uses. 
When applied to cuts and bruises it kills the 
germs, makes the wound aseptically clean 
and promotes rapid healing. Swollen glands 
and veins, wens, cysts and bursal 
enlargements yield readily to the 
application of Absorbine, Jr. 

Absorbine, Jr., is safe and economi- 
cal to use — it is made of herbs and 
is non-poisonous; only a few drops re= 
guired at an application. 

Keep Absorbine, Jr., at hand for 
emergencies. $1 00a bottle at drug- 
gists or delivered. 

A LIBERAL TRIAL BOTTLE 

together with booklet and labora- 

tory reports, mailed anywhere for 

10 cents in stamps: 

W. F. YOUNG, P. D. F. 
66 Temple Street, Springfield, Mass. 
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* Ah, you have changed—that is certain!”’ 

“Yes; you wouldn’t expect anything 
else, would you? You see, one doesn’t go 
through that for nothing. I think I was 
a dreadful little fool—” She stopped, with 
her spoon on its way to her mouth. 

“*T love you still, little Daphne.” 

She slowly turned her head toward him, 
and a faint sigh escaped her. 

“Once I would have given a lot to 
hear that.” And, turning her head away 
again, she picked a large walnut out 
of her cake and put it in her mouth. 

‘Are you coming to see my studio? I’ve 
got it rather nice and new. I’m mak- 


ing twenty-five a week; my next engage- 


I’m going to get thirty. I should 
like Mrs. Fiorsen to know— Oh, I forgot; 
you don’t like me to speak of her! Why 
not? I wish you'd tell me.” Gazing, as 


ment, 


. the attendant had, at his furious face, she 


went on: “I don’t know how it is, but I’m 
not a bit afraid of you now. I used to be. 
Oh, how is Count Rosek? Is he as pale as 
ever? Aren’t you going to have anything 
more? You've had hardly anything. 
D’you know what I should like—a choco- 
late éclair and a raspberry ice-cream soda 
with a slice of tangerine in it.” 

When she had slowly sucked up that 
beverage, prodding the slice of tangerine 
with her straws, they went out and took 
a cab. oe that journey to her nee, 


ak but ai said quietly, 
‘It’s very bad manners to take advan- 
tage of cabs.” And, withdrawing sullenly 


| into his corner, he watched her askance. 
| Was she playing with him? 


Or had she 
really ceased to care the snap of a finger? 
It seemed incredible. The cab, which had 
been threading the maze of the Soho 
streets, stopped. Daphne Wing alighted, 
preceeded down a narrow passage to a 
green door on the right, and, opening it 
with a latch-key, paused to say: 

*‘T like it’s being in a litile sordid street 

—it takes away all amateurishness. It 
wasn’t a studio, of course; it was the back 
part of a-paper-maker’s. Any space con- 
quered for art is something, isn’t it?” 

She led the way up a few green-carpeted 
stairs, into a large room with a skylight, 
whose walls were covered in Japanese silk 
the color of yellow azaleas. Here she stood 
as though lost in the beauty of her home; 
then, pointing to the walls, she ssid: 

“Tt took me ages, I did it all myself. 
And look at my little Japanese trees; 
aren’t they dickies?” Six little dark 
abortions of trees were arranged scrupu- 
lously on a lofty window-sill, whence the 
skylight sloped. She added suddenly: “I 
think Count Rosek would like this room. 
There’s something bizarre about it, isn’t 


there? My people are so funny about this 
room. They come sometimes and stand 
about. But they can’t get used to the 
neighborhood; of course it zs sordid, but 


I think ay artist ought to be superior to 
that.” 


Suddenly touched, Fiorsen answered 
gently, 
“Yes, little Daphne.” 


She looked at him, and another tiny 
sigh escaped her. 

‘‘Why did you treat me like you did?” 
she said. ‘“‘It’s such a pity, because now 
I can’t feel anything at all.” And turning, 
she suddenly passed the back of her hand 
across her eyes. Really moved by that, 
Fiorsen went toward her, but she had 
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turned round again and put out her hand 
to keep him off. 

Please sit down on the divan,” she 
said. ‘Will you smoke? These are 
Russians.” And she took a white box of 
pink-colored cigarettes from a little golden 
birch-wood table. “I have everything 
Russian and Japanese so far as I can; J 
think they help more than anything with 
atmosphere. I’ve got a balalaika; yoy 

can’t play on it, can you? What a pity! 
If only I had a violin! 
to hear you play again.” She clasped her 
hands, “‘Do you remember when I danced 
to you before the fire?” 

Fiorsen remembered only too well. The 
pink cigarette trembled in his fingers, and 
he said rather hoarsely, 

“Dance to me now, 

She shook her head. 

“T don’t trust you a yard. 
would—would they?” 

Fiorsen started up. 

‘Then why did you ask me here? What 
are you playing at, you little—” At sight 
of her round, unmoving eyes, he stopped. 
She said calmly: 

“T thought you’d like to see that I'd 
mastered my fate—that’s all. But, of 
course, if you don’t, you needn’t stop.’ 

Fiorsen sank back on the divan. A con- 
viction that everything she said was literal 
had begun slowly to sink into him. And 
taking a long pull at that pink cigarette, 
he puffed the smoke out with a laugh. 

‘What are you laughing at?” 

“T was thinking, little Daphne, that 
you are as great an egoist as I.”’ 


Daphne.” 


Nobody 


“T want to be. It’s the only thing, 
isn’t: 4t?”” 

Fiorsen laughed again. 

“You needn’t worry. You always 
were.” 

She had seated herself on an Indian 


stool covered with a bit of Turkish em- 
broidery, and, joining her hands on her 
lap, answered gravely: 

“No; I think I wasn’t, while I loved 
you. But it didn’t pay, did it?” 

Fiorsen stared at her. 

“Tt has made a woman.of you, Daphne 
Your face is different. Your mouth is 
pretiier for my kisses—or the want 0! 
them. Al!l over, you are preitier.” Pink 
came up in Daphne Wing’s cheeks. And, 
encouraged by that flush, he went om 
warmly: ‘If you loved me now, I should 
not tire of you. Oh, you can believe me 
[|——” 

She shook her head. 

“We won’t talk about love, will we 
Did you have big triumphs in Moscow 
and St. Petersburg? It must be wonderful 
to have really great triumphs!” 

Fiorsen answered gloomily: 

“Triumphs? I made a lot of money.’ 

Daphne Wing purred, 

‘Oh, I expect you’re very happy.” 

Did she mean to be ironic? 

“I’m miserable.” He got up and went 
toward her. She looked up in his face. 


2 


“I’m sorry if you’re miserable. I know 

Ww hat it feels like.” a 
“You can help me not to be. Little 
Daphne, you can help me to forget.’ He 
put his hands on her shoulders. W ithou 
moving, Daphne Wing answered, ” 


“T suppose it’s Mrs. Fiorsen you 
to forget, isn’t it?” 
“As if she were dead. - Ah, -iet it all be 
as it was, Daphne! You have grown UP; 
you are a woman, an artist, and you~— 


I should have liked , 
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Daphne Wing had turned her head 


T hand toward the stairs. 

ie “That was the bell,” she said. “Sup- 
se are pose it’s my people? It s just their time! 
box of Oh, isn't that awkward? ; 

golden Fiorsen dropped his grasp of her and 
-ything recoiled against the wall. She was already 
can: | moving toward the door. as 

e with “My mother’s got a key, and it’s no 
a: You good putting you anywhere, because she 
a pity! always has a good look round. But per- 


e liked , 


ved her 
danced 


. The 


rs, and 


haps it isn’t them. Besides, I’m not afraid 
now: it makes a wonderful difference being 
on one’s own.” 

She disappeared. Fiorsen could hear a 
woman’s acid voice, a man’s, rather hoarse 
and greasy, the sound of a smacking kiss. 
And, with a vicious shrug, he stood at bay. 
Trapped! The little devil! The little 
dovelike devil! He saw a lady in a silk 
dress, green shot with beet-root color, a 








‘obod\ rn : 
5 short, thick gentleman with a round, 
grayish beard, in a gray suit, having a wo 
What small dahlia in his buttonhole, and, be- 
t sight hind them, Daphne Wing, flushed, and 
opped. very round-eyed. He took a step, intend- H 
ing to escape without more ado. The un re 
at I'd gentleman said: 
ut, of “Introduce us, Daisy. I didn’t quite 
op.’ cath—Mr. Dawson? How do-you do, _ They were waiting for him to collapse, before they killed 
A con- sir? One of my daughter’s impresarios, I him. Itwas one of those little coral islands in the South Seas. 
end think. "Appy to meet you, I’m sure.” He was alone with two hundred man-eating blacks. He had 
had Fiorsen took a long breath, and bowed. fought with their sickness, and his own, for weeks. He had 
2 ee Mr. Wagge’s small piggy eves had fixed not slept, he had not eaten—he could barely breathe. He 
— im an ios ta A lb had tended them in their misery—but they had no gratitude. 
: ee ar ° ° =; And then she—this girl—had appeared, out of ‘nowhere 
She's got o oe little place here for like some mysterious goddess out of the Pacific. And alone, 
that her work—quiet and unconventional. I they two fought off the two hundred. 


thing, 


hope you think well of her talent, sir? 
You might go further and fare worse, I 
believe.”’ 

Again Fiorsen bowed. 






ful mystery of the South Sea Islands. 


That is the beginning of the story—and in it is all the heat—the weird terror 
To you they have been but a few dots on the map. 


the dread- 































wavs “You may be proud of her,” he said. 
Mr. Wagge cleared his throat. 
indian “Ow,” he said; ‘‘ye-es! From a little d ‘ 
h em- thing, we thought she had stuff in her. made them blaze into terrible reality—the home of adventure. 
n_ her I've come to take a great interest in her : a ow nee » fou eet ao. — or aioe of > wenieaee, the Smee the cane. 
y : e a eee little Cockle-s. ell of a 20at that he built himself anc the man who would dare anything, just for the 
work. It’s not in my line, but I think she’s that he sailed himself, he and his wife fought their _ satisfaction of his soul—the man to whom death 
loved a sticker; I like to see perseverance. = on oe ae. ~ = —. and ~—_ - a ; . an seieatiae 
RE ee = Pinas alf rom the Philippines to the dread pouth Seas. And as brilliantly as he told of the South Seas, 
Where you ve got that, youve got half He knew them well. He is the only one who he told of the cold Arctic. He had tracked along 
the battle of success. I like to see success. — ery. ie ments them — — oa eee oe fe ee see one ag oo 
. ‘ ns oe < S ps coral isiands set amid hurricanes and storms—wit At the height of his fame Jack London lies dead. 
aphnc 50 many ol these young people seem to hordes of man-eating savages who prize a white. Romance surrounds him as a cloud. The whole 
ith is think life’s all play. You must see a lot man’s need for their tent pole,—these islands of world knows him and loves him. And the great 
: es es ae ae terror and danger. books that mirror his spirit have now been made 
1 ~ ol a in patel profession, sir. — cae ys ys —_ of — men who oe all may know them. 
) oa ¢ "ee > > . ,er 6 7 ,, 4 a ; 9 ; 
ink obert! adventured into the South Seas, for trade, for Ve have arranged for one uniform, authorized 
And lala ies town Florecn’s spine trouble, for gold. No other could tell the story so edition of the best of that work. As long as that 
And, é Y WY er ran down fFtlorsen’s spine. well — ause he was of — oe . he edition lasts the price will be especially low, and 
it op *Ve-es? was the great adventurer. In his veins flowed the with it you can have 
hould “The name was not Dawson!” 2 
em’ JJ There followed a long moment. On the FREE Stewart Edward White 
one side was at vinegary woman poking 4 VOLUMES 
her head forward like an angry hen, on | 
| we? the other Daphne Wi “i Bry < le We have on hand a limited number of sets of Stewart Edward 
we ler aphne ing, her eyes rounder *White’s greatest stories of field and forest and stream, and as long 
9scow and rounder, her cheeks redder and redder, as they last we will give them free to those who send this coupon. 
derful her lips opening, her hands clasped to her ONE EDITION ONLY 


perfect breast, and, in the center, that 


These volumes of Jack London are beautifully made, illus- 





































broad, gray-bearded figure, with reddening trated gorgeously by Charles Livingston Bull and others. 


























ney.” lace and angry eyes and hoarsening voice. Our arrangement with the publisher 

“y 7 . - Jack London's works allows us to Review 
_" you scoundrel! You infernal scoun- sell only one edition of his books. So of Reviews 
drel.” It lurched forward, raising a pudgy ee dc ae eee Company 

cc - y uly or you set. ceca eC ne 1s * 
hist. Fiorsen sprang down the stairs and the most popular author in America, ¢ 30 — 
went wrenched open the door. He walked \ me coment See t — edition of Jack Send meon approval 
By oe as a é - . sondon’'s to last long. . ‘ s¢ oa ack 
- a in 7 hirl of mortification. Should 4 or a the Semen few for the Seek , London Sworks in 12 vol 
<nov e€ go ay - q g 2 iJ be London a tne ow pric e, anc e umes, gold tops. so the 
; ig ra om? ake - pug eave vul- Seawast Wawasts White Bree. i; volume set of White 
arian by e > 4 . ound in cloth, | ee] 
uth cmt he ods roat? As for that minx! R Fe f£R - Cc g oe bestest some ep 
Al | mu — feelings about her were too com- eview oO eviews oO. per month for 16 months 
hicated f wees watt . for the ck London set 
He F icated for expression. And then—so 30 Irving Place New York = Oniy and retain the White 
shou dark and random are the ways of the mind . er aa eee 


hic ¢} . e148 ; 
his thoughts darted back to Gyp, sitting pe one en aaron 


1 





want on the oaken chest, making her confession; ame 2-223 
id the whips and stings of it scored him Address 
ill be Worse than ever. @ Occupation aa woe 
The beautiful three-quarter leather edition of Jack 
London coste only afew cents more 8 volume and bas 





next instalment of Beyond will 
ppear in June Cosmopolitan. 


proved a favorite binding. For thia luxurious bind- 
og, change abuve to $) 40 a month for 14 months. 
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TO PREVENT 
INFECTION 
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—for cuts and scrapes 


New-Skin is an antiseptic liquid for use 
on every-day hurts. When it dries it 
forms a waterproof, tough film over the 
wound, protecting it from injury and 
excluding infection. Keep New- Skin 
in the house. Carry a bottle with you. 


At all druggists, 10c. and 25c. The 10c. 
size will fit in your vest pocket. 


NEWSKIN CO., NEW YORK 
AC 


Now $229 

Only $2 down brings Gq = 
brand new Rex (10 years’ 
guarantee) built because 
world’s greatest merchandise 
house wanted a better machine, EK 
Typewriter prices smashed! Write today for**Type- 
writer Secrets.” Inside facts you ought to know, 


Rex Typewriter Company 
Dept. 1045 Steger Bldg. oo Til. 
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TROKEYS 


Quick Relief for Husky, Hoarse, Tickling Throats, 
25c at ail Drug Stores. Sample tor two-cent stamp. 


Frederick Stearns & Company, Detroit, U.S. A. 


In Business Over 60 Ye 














Come to Detroit 
The Automobile 









men get preference 
and jobs quickly, Think 
what it means in the 
Michigan State Auto 0 
tories endorse our School, 1 to em- 
ploy our graduates or offer them territory 
Men are needed everywhere as testers, repair 
men, chauffeurs, garage men. Hundreds of our 
graduates start in business for themselves. 


Earn $75 to $300 a Month 


We teach you to handle any auto proposition, Students actually 
build care from start to finish, gettic g factory training in assembling, 
block-testing, road-testing, everything. Special complete course in Oxy- 
Acetylene brazing, welding and cutting, separate from regular course. 
All leading types of starting, lighting and ignition systems in operation. 
Six-cylinder Lozier, eight-eylinder King used for road instruction. We 
chassis with 3400 r. p.m. motor, a 1917 Detroiter-6, 
stem, used in Buick, Hudson, Packard Twin-6, 
omplete chassis. 


DETROIT IS PLACE TO LEARN — 
ART ANY TIME 
44 auto factories in Detroit and 140 parts factories. We operate West- 
ingh Autolite, Bijur Service Stations. Students get m 
ling all kinds of electrical auto equipment. Just 
¢ Dynamometer for b 
open allthe year, Gradua’ 
any day. Three classes daily: morning, afternoon, 
Factory Co-Operation 
We have arrangements with the Auto 
factories to put them in touch with men TE li 
. uarantee to qualify you 
who intend going into business for W in . short siaage a a 
the eaves. tion as chauffeur, repair o 
Buildings — Equipment [rster, demonstrat: 
3,000 eq. ft. of additional floor space, Jot Auto mole 
8 8 of dollars’ w ofr « 
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Money Back Guarantee 


















Act Quickly —- Don’t Wait 
Get fi jeulars, ““Auto School 


full part 
and new 















try,” ard learn rizht. 
Michigan State Auto School 
The Old Keliable S > 





A. G. Zeller, Pres, 
4005 Auto Bldg., 687-89-91 
Woodward Ave., 11-19 Selden Ave, 
DETROIT, MICH., U.S.A. 










Cosmopolitan for May, 1917 


Michael 


(Continued from page 27) 


shoes or shirts or pillow-slips, Michael 
would fetch the number requested. 

In one thing only could Kwaque rule 
Michae!. Kwaque possessed a jew’s-harp, 
and, whenever the world of the Makambo 
and the servitude to the steward grew 
wearisome, he could transport himself to 
King William Island by thrusting the prim- 
itive instrument between his jaws and fan- 
ning weird rhythms from it with his hand; 
and when he thus crossed space and time, 
Michael sang—or howled, rather, though 
his howl possessed the same soft mellow- 
ness as Jerry’s. Michael did not want to 
howl, but the chemistry of his being was 
such that he reacted to music as compul- 
sively as elements react on one another in 
the laboratory. 

While he lay perdu in Steward’s state- 
room, his voice was the one thing that was 
not to be heard, so Kwaque was forced to 
seek the solace of his jew’s-harp in the 
sweltering heat of the gratings over the 
fire-room. But this did not continue long, 
for, either according to blind chance, or to 
the lines of fate written in the Book of Life 
ere ever the foundations of the world were 
laid, Michael was scheduled for an adven- 
ture that was profoundly to affect not 
alone his own destiny but the destinies of 
Kwaque and Dag Daughtry. 


VI 


THE adventure that was so to alter the 
future occurred when Michael, in no 
uncertain manner, announced to all and 
sundry his presence on the Makambo. It 
was due to Kwaque’s carelessness, to com- 
mence with, for Kwaque left the stateroom 
without tight-closing the door. As the 
Makambo rolled on an easy sea, the door 
swung back and forth, remaining wide 
open for intervals and banging shut, but not 
banging hard enough to latch itself. 

Michael crossed the high threshold with 
the innocent intention of exploring no 
farther than the immediate vicinity. But 
hardly was he through, when a heavier 
roll slammed the door and latched it. And 
immediately Michael wanted to get back. 
Obedience was strong in him, for it was his 
heart’s desire to serve his lord’s will, and, 
from the few days confinement, he sensed, 
or guessed, or divined, without thinking 
about it, that it was Steward’s will for him 
to stay in the stateroom. * 

For a long time he sat down before the 
closed door, regarding it wistfully but being 
too wise to bark or speak to such an in- 
animate object. It had been part of his 
early-puppyhood education to learn that 
only live things,could be moved by plea 
or threat, and that while things not alive 
did move, as the door had moved, they 
never moved of themselves, and were deaf 
to anything life might have to say to them. 
Occasionally he trotted down the short 
cross-hall upon which the stateroom 
opened, and gazed up and down the long 
hall that ran fore and aft. 

For the better part of an hour he did 
this, returning always to the door that 
would not open. Then he achieved a 
definite idea. Since the door would not 
open, and since Steward and Kwaque did 


| not return, he would go in search of them. 
: Once with this concept of action clear in 





his brain, without timidities of hesitation 
and irresolution, he trotted aft down the 
long hall. Going round the right angle jp 
which it ended, he encountered a narrow 
flight of steps. Among many scents, he 
recognized those of Kwaque and Steward, 
and knew they had passed that way. 

Up the stairs and on the main-deck, he 
began to meet passengers. Being white 
gods, he did not resent their addresses to 
him, though he did not linger, and went out 
on the open deck, where were more of the 
favored gods reclining in steamer-chairs, 
Still no Kwaque or Steward. Another 
flight of narrow, steep stairs invited, and 
he came out on the boat-deck. Here, were 
many more of the gods—many times more 
than he had that far seen in his life. 

The for’ard end of the boat-deck ter- 
minated in the bridge, which, instead of 
being raised above it, was part of it. Trot- 
ting round the wheel-house to the shady 
lee side of it, he came upon his fate; for be 
it known that Captain Duncan possessed 
on board, in addition to two fox-terriers, a 
big Persian cat, and that the cat possessed 
a litter of kittens. Her chosen nursery 
was the wheel-house, and Captain Duncan 
had humored her, giving her a box for her 
kittens and threatening the quartermasters 
with all manner of dire fates did they so 
much as step on one of the kittens. 

But Michael knew nothing of this. And 
the big Persian knew of his existence before 
he did of hers. In fact, the first he knew 
was when she launched herself upon him. 
Even as he glimpsed this abrupt danger, 
and before he could know what it was, he 
leaped sideways and saved himself. From 
his point of view, the assault was unpro- 
voked. He was staring at her with bristling 
hair, recognizing her for what she was— 
a cat—when she sprang again, all claws 
and spitting fury and vindictiveness. 

This was too much for a self-respecting 
Irish terrier. His wrath was immediate 
with her second leap, and he sprang to the 
side to avoid her claws and in from the 
side to meet her, his jaws clamping together 
on her spinal column. The next moment, 
she was sprawling and struggling on the 
deck with a broken back. 

But, for Michael, this was only the be- 
ginning. A shrill yelling, rather than yelp- 
ing, of more enemies made him whirl half 
about, but not quick enough. Struck in 
flank by two full-grown fox-terriers, he 
was slashed and rolled on the deck. The 
two, by the way, had long before made 
their first appearance on the Makambo as 
little puppies in Dag Daughtry’s coat 
pockets—Daughtry, in his usual fashion, 
having appropriated them ashore 
Sydney and sold them to Captain Duncan 
for a guinea apiece. 

By this time, scrambling to his feet, 
Michael was really angry. In truth, it was 
raining cats and dogs, such _ belligerent 


- shower all unprovoked by him who had 


picked no quarrels or even been aware ol 
his enemies until they assailed him. Brave 
the fox-terriers were, despite the hysterical 
rage they were in, and they were upon him 
as he got his legs under him. The fangs 
of one clashed with his, cutting the lips o 
both of them, and the lighter dog recoile 
from the impact. The other succeeded in 
taking Michael in flank, fetching bl 
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— The Aluminum Six 
with Magnetic Gear Shift 


" 91895 









f.0.4. Factory 


very woman who would like to drive her own 
car should read this advertisement with pro- 


found care, for it is the most important message 
to motoring women since the announcement of 


the electric starter. 


Here at last is the long looked 


for gas car easier to handle than an electric. 


Your rebellion against the awkward 
limitations of the electric car is one of 
long standing. You have sworn re- 
peatedly that you would discard your 
“‘clectric’’ the day you found a gas 
car that would relieve you of cranking 
and gear shifting. When the Delco 
electric starter was perfected in 1912 
half your grievance against the gas car 
was appeased. 


Premier, this day, meets the re- 
mainder of your demands by entirely 
doing away with the manual gear shift. 


Premier is the first car in the world 
to come regularly equipped with the 
C-H magnetic gear shift. This gear 
shift operates by means of push but- 
tons. You summon any gear you 
want by a slight pressure of the thumb 
—no exertion, no uncertainty, no 
bending over—an act that any well 
groomed woman resents. You can 
literally drive as long as you like with- 


out even taking your hands off the wheel. _ 


This day Premier makes you the 
equal of the most expert driver, and 
through Premier’s advanced thinking 
and advanced designing you can now 
drive to land’s end 


Premier steers with the slightest 
effort. Its motor, made of alumi- 
num, weighs one-eighth of a ton less 
than the motor in the ordinary gas car 
of equal size. Can you imagine what 
a relief the elimination of so much 
weight from the front wheels means 
to the driver? 


From an esthetic standpoint, Pre- 
mier is indescribably ahead of current 
motor cars. Its beauty and its ultra- 
good-taste is growing proverbial.  Sit- 
ting low to the ground, it rides like a 
liner. Its every detail proclaims it 
a motor car of exclusive caste. 

Our uniformed demonstrating 
chauffeur will call at your door by 
appointment. There will be no marks 
to indicate his mission. He will ex- 
plain the operation of the car to you 
and under his direction you yourself 
may drive. 


Call the nearest Premier salesroom, 


_or if you hesitate to do this, quietly 


drop a line to the Premier factory 
and we will arrange the demonstration 
for you. 

In writing to the factory we suggest 
that you ask us to send you our little 


de luxe booklet, ‘‘Premiering.’’ You 
—dquite a come-up from the little will find it delightfully interesting, 
circumscribed town zone of an electric. and highly instructive. 
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=) PREMIER MOTOR CORPORATION 


Indianapolis, U. S. A. 


Export Department: 8-10 Bridge Street, New York 
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and hurt with his teeth. With an instan 
curve, that was almost spasmodic, of his 
body, Michael flung his flank clear, leaving 
the other’s mouth full of his hair, and, ay 
the same moment, drove his teeth through 
an ear till they met. The fox-terrier, with 
a shrill yelp of pain, sprang back so impet- 
uously as to ribbon its ear as Michael's 

teeth combed through it. ‘ 
The first terrier was back upon him,-af 
he was whirling to meet it when a new and 
equally unprovoked assault was made 
upon him. This time, it was Captain 
Duncan, in a rage at sight of his slain cat. 
The instep of his foot caught Michael 
squarely under the chest, half knocking the 
breath out of him and wholly lifting him 
into the air, so that* he fell heavily on his 
; ; : side. The two terriers were upon him, 
: jf ae ake ae de ae ae, filling their mouths with his straight, wiry 
' hair as they sank their teeth in. Still on 
. ° . his side, as he was beginning to struggle to 
Whenever you prow a little tired of his feet, he clipped his jaws sameeher aa 
. - - leg of one, who screamed with pain and 
ordinary cigarettes, just send out for a retreated on three legs, holding up the 
. « ° fourth—a fore leg—the bone of which 

package of old-time Richmond Straight Michael’s teeth had all but crushed. 

- ° Twice Michael slashed the other four- 
Cuts. They are choice. The refined footed one,’ and then pursued him in a 
- ° ° . ce circle, with Captain Duncan pursuing him 
delicacy of their fine, old Virginia in turn, ienains the pes yn 


ing across a chord of the arc cf th? other’s 


tobacco offers an agreeable change. flight, Michael closed his jaws on the back 


and side of the neck. Such abrupt arrest 


e @ in mid-flight by the heavier dog brought 
the fox-terrier down on deck with a heavy 

al thump. Simultaneous with this, Captain 

Duncan’s second kick landed, communi- 

CIGARE TTES Plain Or Cork 4 lip cating such propulsion to Michael as to 
tear his clenched teeth through the flesh 


15 Ce nts and out of the flesh of the fox-terrier. 
2 And Michael turned on the captain. 
ze What if he were a white god? In his out- 
Also in attractive tins, 50 for mh SR MAVEY rage at so many assaults of so: many 
y concent \ LY ae enemies, Michael, who had been peacefully 
40 cents: 100 for 75 cents. AVAN \ ssi Vox looking for Kwaque and Steward, did not 
Sent prepaid if your dealer \ = Galiey> stop to reckon. Besides, it was a strange 
iy 4 nen white god, upon whom he never laid eyes. 
cannot supply you. In the beginning, he had snarled and 
> growled; but it was a more serious afiair 
- to attack a god, and no sound came — 
, : RICHMOND, Vinerma,USA. \a Ezz a him as he leaped to meet the Jeg flying 
rGeetrs eee Ss toward him in another kick. As with the 
_ cat, he did not leap straight at it. = 
LISTER PREM RY Gir aT TTS side to avoid, and in with a curve of body 
PREFERRED BY GENTLEMEN as it passed, was his way. He had learned 
the trick with many blacks at Meringe 7” 
- on board the Eugénie, so that as often he 
hin ‘adunee dn 50 a Month succeeded as failed at it. His teeth came 
the price of —~s ' {em eee. together in the slack of the leg of the white- 
_ se eee duck trousers. The consequent jerk on 


= 


te 


manufacture—adjust- { ; t jer! 
OS So Che cccene, peiiees, tam Captain Duncan’s leg made that infuriated 


perature and isochronism. En- jp: : 
cased at factory into your choice mariner lose his balance. Almost he fell 


of the exquisite new watch cases. ° ne : 
forward on his face, partly recovered him- 


21 Jewel self with a violent effort, stumbled over 


Michael, who was in for another bite, 


7 
The price in this the fifth year is ' All sizes jor both Burlington tottered wildly around, and sat down on 
women 


still $60 (with high tension magn to g The great Burlington Watch sent on simple request. the deck. 

built in fly wheel $70). It hasearned its J ; Pay at rate of $2.50 a month, You get the watch at How long he might have sat there to 
reputation on faithful performances. Seg thesame price even the wholesale jeweler must pay. 5 = | atical. for he 

Send for Free Boat and Engine Book. ‘ Write Today for Free Watch Book recover his breath is problematical, 
CULLEN MOTOR COMPANY e See handsome color illustrations of all the newest rose as rapidly as his stoutness would per- 
. ° ° t choose from, . 4 . ’ a y 
Dept. a = wy har erent Iilinois ot ene oan address on postcard is enough. mit, spurred on by Michael’s teeth ae 
otor Boat Headquarters Get this offer while it lasts. rite lay. ao a . a ees f his shoulder. 
aston Watch Co. Dent. 1045 19th & Marzhall Blvd, Chi sunk into the fleshy part of his s “— 

Michael missed his calf as he uprose, 


: ms tore the other leg of the trousers to shreds, 


e e 
Ever y body Enjoys Canoeing > ZF and received a kick that lifted him : 7 
Grown-ups and young folks—everybody likes the delightful pastime of canoeing : of =" ‘ e » ck in a half-s arsault al 
gliding swiftly over the water in a beautiful, graceful “Old Town Canoe.’’ Easy to vr above the dec k In a half some e 
peddle, easy to manage, an “Old Town” furnishes healthful; invigorating sport that 9 tes landed him on his back on deck. 
su € pleasure. rite for catalog. * canoes rea o ship— up-—trom 4 * : . . . ‘i > 
dealer or factory. F re SOLD TOWN oe | Up to this time, the captain had been 0 
” CANOE CO. i | the ferocious offensive, and-he wasnt 


66 a C ; | 
Old Sown ( @io€a od ee ee < | act of following up the kick when Michael 
U.S. A. | regained his feet and soared up in the alt, 
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ast In spite of the fact that the 
- dealer pays a little more for 


r. 


ptain. Q. R. S. PLAYER ROLLS, aad 
is Out- 

many consequently makes less profit, he 
ae is glad to sell them. 

me Why? 

d and 


affair Simply because they are an ab- 


> from solute Pee or reproduc- 


flying ; ° 
th the tion of hand playing, and pro- 


To the duce musical results that not \ | 


{ body 


are only make you enjoy your instru- Lyf 
ge am ment more but create a desire in Ash your music dealer for Q. R. 8S. 


ten he , : é he 4 
— your neighbor’s mind to own a PLAYER ROLLS or write us for bulletins 
rk 0” Player Piano. : and address of nearest dealer selling them 


riated 


he fell HERE ARE SOME Q. R. S. PLAYER ROLLS OUT OF OUR CATALOG, 
d him- LISTING THOUSANDS. TRY ONE OR ALL OF THEM AT YOUR DEALER’S. 


. eT 
1 oe HAWAIIAN NIGHTS . ohekened kes No, 100384 *SILVER BAY.............. a -No. 176 
F bite, Composed and played by Lee S. Roberts . ' 15 Words and Music by Percy Wenrich...... oo. ae 
wn on SPANISH NIGHTS (Waltz).. ct No. 100541 Jazz arrangement played by Baxter & Kortlander. 

Composed and played by Lee S. Roberts.. . 5 *HONG KONG. ......... “ -No, 146 


TE > z nts a Words by R. Pascoe, Music by Von Holistein & Saniers...,  .75 
AN OLD SWEETHEART OF MINE pats ; No. 80737 Racomgntrn , ce a i amele 
ere to Composed and played by Lee S. Roberts ae Jazz arrangement played by Baxter & Kortlander. 


sols (Written after James Whitcomb Riley’s famous poem )”* , *POOR BUTTERFLY 
ior The following rolls have the words of the song plainly printed 


Da ae hase ea danas akiece ...No, 172 
Words by J. L. Golden, Music by Raymond Hubbell . 1,0 
ld per- on them, and will be found delightful for singing and dancing. 


Jazz arrangement played by Baxter & Kortlander 
, * iB ‘5 172 *PRAY FOR THE LIGHTS TO GO OUT.............. --- ...No. 145 
Jready BT RIE ae as nns* saovopcncecneseter tae, an: No. 173 Words by R. Trennah, Music by W.E, Skidmore 0.0.0... .3 

Words by Edw. Madden, Music by Lee S. Roberts.... . . 80 

yulder. Jazz arrangement played by Baxter & Kortlander. Jazz arrangement played by Baxter & Kortlander. 
*I’VE GOT THE SWEETEST GIRL IN MARYLAND... WOULD YOU TAKE BACK THE LOVE YOU GAVE ME?..No., 177 
Se 


eC, but Words and music by Walter Donaldson.... it Words by Al. Dubin, Music by Ernest R. Ball.... 

hreds, Jazz arrangement played by Baxter & Kortlander. Arranged and piayed by.**Ted”’ Baxter. 

, d A TEAR, A KISS, A SMILE....... ...1..-No 17% I'VE GOT MY EYE ON YOU...... No, 178 
a var Words by Darl M. Boyle, Musie by Otto Motzan ae 1.00 Words and Music by Chas. Strickland : J — 
It and Arranged and played by Lee S, Roberts, Jazz arrangement played by Baxter & Kortlander. 

| * Also especially adapted for dancing 


in The Q. R. S. Co.; 416 Fine Arts Building, CHICAGO, ILL. 
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” others to build. 


Willer 


GEARED-TO-THE-ROAD 
TIRES 
PRODUCE MILEAGE 


It will pay you to keep in 
mind the difference be- 
tween mere ‘‘tire production 
and productive tires.’’ You 
can profit by tire produc- 
tiveness. You can’t cash 
in on production. 


A production tire is but one of a huge quantity. 
One picked at random from the output of a frenzied 
day’s work. A unit which has helped swell the big 


output by one. 
Do you believe such a product can give you mileage ? Can service and 
satisfaction be put into a tire when all effort is concentrated on the number 


produced ? 


WE COULD SPEED UP AND BUILD MORE MILLER TIRES! 


They could be thrown into the vulcanizing pits,—the steam jammed on; 
they could be jerked out again, and their appearance wouldn’t be marred a 
bit. But the natural vegetable wax and oil in the fabric might be burned out, 
might be carbonized, leaving a lifeless tire incapable of standing up against 
punishment. 

The Miller plan of building fewer tires makes each one a representative 
Miller. It explains the satisfaction motorists receive from them. 

Here are the instructions given to all Miller tire builders: 

“You must build this tire as th» it were the only one you have to make. 
Think of it as tho it was for use on your car. Concentrate all your ability, 
knowledge and skill on this one. If poorly built it may destroy the reputa- 
tion earned by a hundred perfect ones.”’ 

‘*This tire must be perfect before you build anotker. 
any material, discard it.”’ 

‘‘Don’t rush—take your time. Until you finish this one, forget you have 
At the same time, do not waste time or material. That 
increases cost without bettering the product.” 

Do you wonder that being built under such instructions MILLER 
“GEARED-TO-THE-ROAD”’ TIRES have established a reputation both for 
productiveness and uniformity of service? They don’t vary. All produce the 
fundamental thing for which they were built— mileage. 


THE MILLER RUBBER CO., AKRON, OHIO, U.S. A. 


Geared-to-the-Road Distributors, Dealers and Branches Everywhere. 

SPECIAL OFFER—Send us 

thirty cents in stamps for a 

-O- set of these tough, durable 

soles— eee price ——- 

five. Specify size and state 

FIBRE SOLES color wanted—white, black or 

FOR MEN'S AND WOMEN’S SHOES'7 tan. Only one pair sold to an 
individual. Address Dept. C 


If you see a flaw in 
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not for leg or thigh but for the throat. 
Too high it was for him to reach it, but his 
teeth closed on the flowing black scarf and 
tore it to tatters as his weight drew him 
back to deck. 

It was not this so much that turned 
Captain Duncan to the pure defensive and 
started him retreating backward as it was 
the silence of Michael. Ominous as death 
it was. There were no snarls or throat- 
threats. With eyes straight-looking and 
unblinking, he sprang and_ sprang again. 
Neither did he growl when he attacked 
nor yelp when he was kicked. Fear of the 
blow was not in him. As Tom Haggin had 
so often bragged of Biddy and Terrence, 
they bred true in Jerry and Michael in the 
matter of not wincing at a blow. Always— 
they were so made—they sprang to meet 
the blow and to encounter the creature 
who delivered the blow. With a silence 
that was invested with the seriousness of 
death, they were wont to attack and to 
continue to attack. 

And so Michael. As the captain re- 
treated kicking, he attacked leaping and 
slashing. What saved Captain Duncan 
was a sailor with a deck-mop on the end of 
astick. Intervening, he managed to thrust 
it into Michael’s mouth and shove him 
away. This first time, his teeth closed 
automatically upon it. But, spitting it 
out, he declined thereafter to bite it, know- 
ing it for what it was, an inanimate thing 
upon which his teeth could inflict no hurt. 

Nor, beyond trying to avoid him, was he 
interested in the sailor. It was Captain 
Duncan, leaning his back against the rail, 
breathing heavily, and wiping the stream- 
ing sweat from his face, who was Michael's 
meat. Long as it has taken to tell the 
battle, beginning with the slaying of the 
Persian cat to the thrusting of the mop 
into Michael’s jaws, so swift had been the 
rush of events that the passengers, spring- 
ing from their deck-chairs and hurrying 
to the scene, were just arriving when 
Michael eluded the mop of the sailor by a 
successful dodge and plunged in on Cap- 
tain Duncan, this time sinking his teeth 
savagely into a rotund calf. 

A fortunate kick hurled Michael away 
and enabled the sailor to intervene once 
again with the mop. And upon the scene 
came Dag Daughtry, to behold his captain 
frayed and bleeding and breathing apoplec- 
tically, Michael raging in ghastly silence 
at the end of a mop. 

“Killeny Boy!” the steward cried 

Through no matter what indignation 
and fury that possessed him, his lord's 
voice penetrated his consciousness, so that. 
cooling almost instantly, Michael’s ears 
flattened, his bristling hair lay down, and 
his lips covered his fangs as he turned his 
head to look acknowledgment. 

“Come here, Killeny!” ; 

Michael obeyed—not crouching cring- 
ingly, but trotting eagerly, gladly 
Steward’s feet. 

“Lie down, Boy!” 

He turned half round as he flumpe¢ 
himself down and, with a red flash o 
tongue, kissed Steward’s foot. 

“Your dog, Steward?” Captain Dunc 
demanded, in a smothered voice where! 
struggled anger and shortness of breath. 

“Yes, sir; my dog. What’s he been up 
to, sir?” 

The totality of what Michael had bees 
up to choked the captain completely. 
He could only gesture round from 
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A Car in Which The Unusual 


What are your mental processes in 
making up your mind motorwise ? 


What channels do your thoughts take 
in seeking to determine which motor 
car is to be your motor car ? 


lm't it just barely possible that you 
allow this or that record established 
by a single car test to over-influence 
you 2 


n't it a fact that your hopes of what 
your car will do are often colored by 
what this or that car, “tuned to the 
minute,’ has done in a “stunt” test ? 


surely a safer, fairer way to estimate 

motor car values is on the average 
performance of thousands of cars of 
each make. 


Then and then only—-can you feel 
certain that the car you settle on 
will live up to your hopes. 


By all this we do not mean to imply that 
there is no value in single car tests. 
We ourselves from time to time have 
acquainted you with remarkable 
feats performed by Saxon 


-.. SAXON‘SIX’ 


A BIG TOURING-CAR FOR FIVE PEOPLE 
SAXON MOTOR CAR CORPORATION, DETROIT 


ix won a noted hill 
climb ir, the East against 
many tar higher priced cars. 


Seems The Usual 


Once it was when Saxon “‘Six’’ defeated 
by fifteen minutes over a 500-mile 
course a train which is the pride of 


the West. 


‘Once it was when Saxon “Six’”’ thrice 
vanquished costlier rivals in speed, 
acceleration and in hill-climbing at 
the San Diego Exposition. 


But we merely cited these notable events 
as instances where Saxon ‘‘Sixes’” had 
gone higher than their price class and 
yet triumphed. 


And although you might safely form 
your decision in favor of Saxon “Six’’ 
on the basis of these facts- for they 
were accomplished in each case by 
stock model cars-—still we would 
prefer that you concentrate your con- 
sideration on the averages of all 
Saxon “Sixes.” 


Ask yourself in what other car of like 
power and size 23 to 24 miles per 
gallon of gasoline wouldn't be unusual. 


Yet recently 206 stock model Saxon 
“Sixes” in a 300-mile non-stop run 
proved their average to be 23.5 miles 
per gallon. 


In what other car wouldn’t acceleration 
from standing start to 50 miles per 
hour in less than 30 seconds be a 
remarkable feat? Yet this is the 
average acceleration for Saxon “Six.” 


The latest figures show that so far the 
average cost of repair parts for all 
Saxon “Sixes” in use during the past 
two years is $8.50 per car. 


Wouldn’t that be an unusual endurance 
record for a single car carefully driven 
and cared for? Yet it is the average, 
mind you, on thousands and thou- 
sands of Saxon “Sixes.” 


So it goes throughout Saxon “Six.” 
In every phase of performance you'll 
find that its average would be note- 
worthy and unusual if established by 
another. 


It is true, too, in regard to its speed, 
its power, its quietness of operation, 
and its smoothness of power-flow. 


Saxon “Six” is $865; “Six” Sedan, 

$1250; “Four” Roadster, $495; 
f. o. b. Detroit. Canadian 
prices: “Six” Touring Car, 
$1175; “Six” Sedan, $1675; 
“Four” Roadster, $665. 
Price of special export 
models, ‘‘Six,’’ $915; 
“Four, $495; f.0.b. Detroit. 
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FIVE-POINT 


SPARK PLUG 
The Bethlehem Five- 


Point Plug is techni- 
cally and practically a 
wonderful sparking 
device. 


It is guaranteed for 
the life of your car. 


es 
Price $ | Ask your dealer —if he cannot supply you, write here, 


Se Gonna 8125 mentioning his name, make and model of your car 


THE SILVEX COMPANY 
BETHLEHEM PRODUCTS 


SOUTH BETHLEHEM, PA. 
E. H. SCHWAB, President 


*. 5 “4 
Made Where Stee! is King * 
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dead cat to his torn clothes and bleeding 
wounds and the fox-terriers licking their 
injuries and whimpering at his feet, 

“It’s too bad, sir—’’ Daughtry began, 

‘Too bad!” The captain shut him off. 
‘**Bo’s’n, throw that dog overboard!” 

“Throw the dog overboard, sir; yes, 
sir,” the boatswain repeated, but hesi- 
tated. 

Dag Daughtry’s face hardened uncon. 
sciously with the stiffening of his will to 
dogged opposition, which, in its own slow. 
quiet way, would go to any length to have 
its way. But he answered respectfully 
enough, his features relaxing into a seem- 
ing of his customary good nature. 

**He’s a good dog, sir, and an unoffendin’ 
dog. I can’t imagine what could ‘a’ made 
*m break loose this way. He must ’a’ 
had cause, sir P 

“He had,” one of the passengers, a 
coconut-planter from the Shortlands, in- 
terjected. The steward threw him a grate- 
ful glance and continued: 

**He’s a good dog, sir; a most obedient 
dog, sir—look at the way he minded me 
right in the thick of the scrap an’ come an’ 
lay down. He’s smart as chain lightnin’, 
sir; do anything I tell him. I'll make him 
make friends. See Pe 

Stepping over to the two hysterical ter- 
riers, Daughtry called Michael to him. 

He all right, savvee, Killeny; he all 
right.”’ he crooned, at the same time resting 
one hand on a terrier and the other on 
Michael. 

The terrier whimpered and _ backed 
solidly against Captain Duncan’s legs, but 
Michael, with a slow bob of tail and un- 
belligerent ears, advanced to him, looked 
up to Steward to make sure, then sniffed 
his late antagonist, and even ran out his 
tongue in a caress to the side of the other's 
ear. 

“See, sir! No bad feelings!’ Daughtry 
exulted. ‘‘He plays the game, sir. He’sa 
proper dog; he’s a man dog. Here, Kil- 
leny! The other one. He all right. Kiss 
and make up. That’s the stuff!” 

The other fox-terrier, the one with the 
injured fore leg, endured Michael’s sniff 
with no more than hysterical growls deep 
in the throat; but the flipping-out o 
Michael’s tongue was too much. The 
wounded terrier exploded in a futile snap 
at Michael’s tongue and nose. 

‘He all right, Killeny; he all right, sure, 
Steward warned quickly. 

With a bob of his tail, in token of under- 
standing, without a shade of resentment 
Michael lifted a paw and with a playful 
casual stroke, dablike, brought its weight 
on the other’s neck and rolled him, hea¢ 
downward, over on the deck. Though bt 
snarled wrathily, Michael turned awa} 
composedly and looked up into Steward> 
face for approval. 

A roar of laughter from the passenger 
greeted the capsizing of the fox-terrier at 
the good-natured gravity of Michael. Bu 
not alone at this did they laugh, for, at 1 
moment of the snap and the turning-ove! 
Captain Duncan’s unstrung nerves hs 
exploded, causing him to jump as ™ 
tensed his whole body. ; 

“Why, sir,” the steward went on, 
growing confidence, “I bet I can make his 
friends with you, too, by this time 
morrow.” 

‘By this time five minutes he'll be over 
board,” the captain answered. “Bos 
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this ody Breathe” 
‘UNION SUITS | 
For Men $1.25 © 
65c | 
Per i 
a Wi Garment © 
REG is & PAT_OFE ‘ no Men 60c 
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It Helps Your Game 





yiu To be cool on a hot day; to have the Only the man or boy who has regularly 
ip perspiration from violent exercise ab- worn aeee ‘‘Porosknit”’ realizes why it 
h he sorbed; to have every turn and strain is so popular, and that it is so good. 

Wi taken easily; to be free from all clinging Try a few Union Suits yourself this 
ard’: to your skin; to let your body breathe; to summer—en joy the comfort of the elastic 


sail be comfortable in fit and healthful in Cruand: Coates. Set copes oat Fae 


dress—these things help your game. you without being tight, that it will give 
you freedom of movement without feeling 


Chalmers ‘‘Porosknit’’ Underwear will os 5 . 
baggy. That it will give you more summer 


ove! do all these things for you and more. 


hs comfort than any underwear you’ve ever 
' Every ‘“‘hole’’ that makes the open mesh worn—wear well and wash easily. 
acts like a little bellows to gently fan the It’s guaranteed to satisfy you. Ask 
. heat of summer into cooling comfort. your dealer. 


CHALMERS KNITTING COMPANY ‘no.tie'inccsoccr Tex wince” AMSTERDAM, NEW YORK 
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Relief For Fagged-Out 
Overworked Men and Women 


When you feel tired, listless, 
played-out — no matter whether it 
be the nervous exhaustion of the 
overtaxed businessmanorthephysi- 
cal debility 
of the tired 
housewife, 
you must 
be built-up 
again. It 
is foolish 
to think 
that this 
can be 
done by a 
mere exer- 
cise of the 
will, tho 
some’ peo- 
ple imagine that a resolve to ‘‘brace 
up’ will accomplish the desired re- 
sult. But when nerves, brain, 
muscles and every cord, joint and 
sinew of the body seem to have 
lost their tone—be the cause what 
it may — when something more 
than mere will power is required 


Don’t Be Led Astray 
By Any Foolish Fad 


You need assistance—real assist- 
ance—something that will soothe 
your nerves, enrich your blood, im- 
prove your digestion, steady your 
pulse, put | 
flesh on z 
your bones, _ ||) 
fresh light 
into your 
eyes, vigor 
in your 
muscles 
and hope 
in your 
soul. Then, 
and not un- 
til then will 
you havea 
fair chance 
to “brace up.’ Pabst Extract, The 
“Best” Tonic, is an invaluable aid 














in the treatment of all cases of 
overwork. It isa perfect combina- 
tion of choicest hops and barley 
malt, fortified with calcium hypo- 
phosphite and iron pyrophosphate. 


To Open a Bottle is to Tap a 
Reservoir of Stored-up Energy 


Pabst Extract, The “Best™” Ton- 
ic, combines the tonic properties of 
hops with the rich food elements of 
malt in just the right proportion to 
impart new life and energy to the 
weary tissues. The lupulin of the 
hops tones the nerves, at the same 
time stimulating the flow of digest- 
ive juices and aids assimilation, 
while the 
staunch vig- 
or of barley 
malt supplies 
the necessary 
foodelements 
to build rich, 
redcorpuscles 
quickly. 

Pabst Ex- 
tract is en- 
dorsed by 
thousands of 
eminent 
physicians 77_ 
and is speci- 2 
fically classi- ~< 
fied as a med- 
ical preparation and not a beverage. Be 
sure to specify Pabst Extract, The “‘Best”’ 
Tonic, when ordering and don’t accept a 
substitute. 


Have Your Nearest Druggist 
Send You a Dozen Bottles Today 


Take a wineglassful before each meal and 
at bed time. It is pure and palatable and 
will quickly quiet the nerves and restore 




















vigorous vitality. Pabst EF; 7 
Extract, The “Best™ Ton- / “Bowes” 









ic, is also recom- p~>-—~y J 
mended for dys- / ~ 
pepsia, insom- / 

nia, nervous- han 
ness, anaemia, old 

age, motherhoodand ff 
for convalescents. 
Write for our interesting booklet which explains all 
the uses and benefits of Pabst Extract. Mailed free. 


PABST EXTRACT CO., Milwaukee 





Lend Me Three 
Feet of Floor Space 
for Thirty Days 


WHITE FROST REFRIGERATOR CO. 
576 N. Mechanic St., Jackson, Michigan 





~ Pll Cut Your Ice Bills . 


RDER a beautiful White Frost Refrigerator on a month’s trial. I’ll 
show you a veal quality refrigerator—one that holds the tempera- 
, ture without eating its head off in ice. The only round white enamel 
4 refrigerator on earth. Revolving shelves save room inside and out, move-easy cas- 
,’ tors, cork cushion doors, noiseless and air-tight. Steel walls insulated with granu- 
, lated cork, crystal glass water cooler, easy to fill. « 
© Isell —— to ene pices W hite Frost 
“a a —dguick shipments. y terms—$6. rings a 
a Whi - 


ite Frost at once, balance pay as you use. 


Write today for catalog. H. L. SMITH, Pres. Refrigerator 
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The boatswain advanced a tentative 
step, while murmurs of protest arose from 
the passengers. . 

“Look at my cat, and look at me!” 
Captain Duncan defended his action 

The boatswain made another step, and 
Dag Daughtry glared a threat at him. 

“Go on!”’ the captain commanded 

“Hold on!” spoke up the Shortlands 
planter. ‘‘Give the dog a square deal. | 
saw the whole thing. He wasn’t looking 
for trouble. First, the cat jumped him. 
She had to jump twice before he turned 
loose. She’d have scratched his eyes out. 
Then the two dogs jumped him. He hadn’t 
bothered them. Then you jumped him. 
He hadn’t bothered you. And then came 
that sailor with the mop. And now you 
want the bo’s’n to jump him and throw 
him overboard. Give him a square deal. 
He’s only been defending himself. What 
do you expect any dog that is a dog to do? 
Lie down and be walked over by every 
strange dog and cat that comes along? 
Play the game, Skipper. You gave him 
some mighty hard kicks. He only de- 
fended himself.” 

“‘He’s some defender,”’ Captain Duncan 
grinned, with a hint of the return of his 
ordinary geniality, at the same time ten- 
derly pressing his bleeding shoulder and 
looking woefully down at his tattered duck 
trousers. ‘All right, Steward; if you can 
make him friends with me in five minutes, 
he stays on board. But you'll have to 
make it up to me with a new pair of 
trousers.” 

“And gladly, sir; thank you, sir!” 
Daughtry cried. ‘And I'll make it up 
with a new cat as well, sir. Come on, Kil 
leny Boy. This big fella marster, he all 
right; you bet.” 

And Michael listened. Not with the 
smoldering, smothering, choking hysteria 
that still worked in the fox-terriers did he 
listen, or with quivering of muscles and 
jumps of overwrought nerves, but coolly, 
composedly, as if no battle royal had just 
taken place and no rips of teeth and kicks 
of feet still burned and ached his body. 

He could not help bristling, however. 
when first he sniffed a trouser leg into 
which his teeth had so recently torn. 

“Put your hand down on him, sir,” 
Daughtry begged. 

And Captain Duncan, his own good self 
once more, bent and rested a firm, unhesi- 
tating hand on Michael’s head. Nay, 
more—he even caressed the ears and 
rubbed about the roots of them. And 
Michael the merry-hearted, who fought 
like a lion and forgave and forgot like a 
man, laid his neck hair smoothly down, 
wagged his stump tail, smiled with his eyes 
and ears and mouth, and_ kissed with his 
congue the hand with which, a short time 
before, he had been at war. 





VII 





For the rest of the voyage, Michael had 
Friendly to all, he 


| reserved his love for Steward alone, though 


| 





he was not above many an undignih 
romp with the fox-terriers. 

Kwaque was no longer compelled to 
enjoy his jew’s-harp on the gratings over 
the fire-room, now that Michael’s presence 
on the Makambo was known, and, in the 
stateroom on stolen occasions, he made 
experiments of his own with Michael. 
Once the jew’s-harp began emitting 
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The Nurses Louch —that. Soothes 
and Deautiftes 


” IVE me the touch of purity,” say millions of pretty cheeks 


over millions of pretty toilet tables. 


And their owners are always happy when the smiling San-Tox 
Nurse-face appears,and the dainty blue San-Tox packet is opened. 


“Yes, it is soothing and soft,” they 
say of San-Tox Enchantment Com- 
plexion Powder, “and isn’t its fra- 
grance subtly distinguishing?” 

“And it is purifying and beautify- 
ing, too,” they say of San-Tox Cold 
Cream, whose use brings finer tex- 
ture to the skin. 

So certain, indeed, is the San-Tox 
druggist of San-Tox Purity that 
this offer is a standing one: 


“A purchaser may receive the re- 
turn of his money if any San-Tox 
purchase fails to equal his highest 
expectation.” 


Which offer incidentally, is the 
best indication not only of San-Tox 
purity but of the dependability of 
the druggist who vouches for it. 
Look for the Nurse-sign in his 


window 


SAN-TOX FOR PURITY 
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Exquisite in its mellow tones, with the delicate graining 
of old-elephant ivory what could be more appropriate 
more dainty—for the bride-to-be than a _ boudoir 


set of Ivory Py-ra-lin? 

Our distinctive Du Barry design epitomizes supremacy 
of style and craftsmanship in this charming all-American 
product. 


The better class stores show a representative assort- 
ment. Our Ivory Py-ra-lin brochure, sent on request, 


depicts some of the most desirable pieces. 
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THE ARLINGTON COMPANY 
New York 






725 Broadway 
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THOUSAND 
PEOPLE ENDORSE 
YOUR JUDGMENT 


‘THAT is what happens when you buy a 
Mullins boat. There are 65,000 Mullins 
boats in use—everyone giving satisfaction. Whether 
you need a motor boat—or a rowboat or canoe, you can’t go 
wrong when you buy a Mullins. 


Designed by America’s leading naval architects, built in the world’s largest boat tactory, 
Mullins steel boats cannot leak, water log, dry out, warp or open at the seams—need no 
boat house and never require calking. 
The motor boats are powered with 2 and 4-cycle engines, correctly installed and 
equipped with Silent Underwater Exhaust. They are light, graceful and 
speedy. Whether you wish to pole, row or motor in fresh or salt, deep 
or shallow water, you need a Mullins boat. Forty models now 
ready for delivery. 
Write for big catalog of steel and wooden motor 
boats, rowboats and canoes—free. 


THE W. H. MULLINS COMPANY 
50 Franklin Street alem, Ohio 
World s Largest Manufacturers of Steel and 
W ooden Pleasure Boats, and Builders of 
the Celebrated Mullins Uutboaré 
Special 14-Foot Steel Boat, 


BOATS 





“JOIN IN 
THE NATION § MOST 
POPULAR SPORT - 
BOATING 
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barbaric rhythms, Michael was helpless. 
He needs must open his mouth and pour 
forth an unwilling, gushing howl. But, as 


with Jerry, it was not mere howl. It was 
more akin to a mellow singing; and it was 
not long before Kwaque could lead his 


voice up and down, in rough time and tune. 
within a definite register. 
Michael never liked these 
looking down upon Kwaque, he hated jn 
any way to be under the black’s compul- 
sion. But all this was changed when Dag 
Daughtry surprised them at a singing 
lesson. He resurrected the harmonica 
with which it was his wont, ashore in 
public houses, to while away the time be 
tween bottles. The quickest way to start 


lessons, for. 


Michael singing, he discovered, was with 
minors; and, once started, he would sing 


on and on for as long as the music played 
Also, in the absence of an instrument, 
Michael would sing to the prompting and 
accompaniment of Steward’s voice, who 
would begin by wailing “‘ Kow-kow”’ long 
and sadly, and then branch out on some 
old song or ballad. Michael had hated to 
sing with Kwaque; but he loved to do it 
with Steward, even when Steward brought 
him on deck to perform before the 
laughter-shrieking passengers. 

Two serious conversations were held by 
the steward toward the close of the voyage 

one with Captain Duncan and one with 
Michael. 

“Tt’s this way, Killeny,” Daughtry be- 
gin, one evening, Michael’s head resting 
on his lord’s knees as he gazed adoringly 
up into his lord’s face: “I stole you for 
beer-money, an’ when I saw you there on 
the beach that night, I knew you'd bring 
ten quid anywhere. Ten quid’s a horrible 
lot of money. Fifty dollars in the way the 
Yankees reckon it, an’ a hundred Mex in 
China-fashion. Now, fifty dollars gold ‘d 
buy beer to-beat the band—enough to 
drown me if I fell in head first. Yet I 
want to ask you one question: Can you see 
me takin’ ten quid for you? Goon. Speak 
up. Can you?” And Michael, with thumps 
of tail to the floor and a high, sharp bark, 
showed that he was in entire agreement 
with whatever had been propounded. 
“Or say twenty quid, now. That’s a 
fair offer. Would I? Eh? Would I? Not 
on your life! What d’ ye’ say to fifty 
quid? That might begin to interest me. 
but a hundred quid would interest me 

more. Why, a hundred quid all in beer “d 
come pretty close to floatin’ this old 
hooker! But who in Sam Hill ’d offer 4 
hundred quid? I'd like to clap eyes on 
him once, that’s all—just once. D’ye 
want to know what for? All right; I'l 
whisper it. So as I could tell him to go to 
blazes. Sure, Killeny Boy, just like that: 
oh, most polite of course, just a kindly 
directin’ of his steps where he'd neve 
suffer from frigid extremities.” 

Michael’s love for Steward was so pro 
found as almost to be a mad but enduring 
infatuation. What the steward’s regar 
for Michael was coming to be was bes 
evidenced by his conversation with Cap 
tain Duncan. 
he must ’ve followed me 08 


“Sure, sir; 
board,’ ’ Daughtry finished his unveracious 
recital. “‘An’ I never knew it. Last I see? 


of ’mwason the beach. Next I seen of @ 
there he was fast asleep in my baal, Now 
how ’d he get there, sir? How ‘d he pick 
out my room? I leave it to you, Sif. 
call it marvelous, just plain marvelous.” 
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$1395 
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THE CHANDLER CHECKS 
With High-Priced Cars 


HANDLER checks in the most essential features of 
CC design and construction and equipment with the high- 
priced cars. Chandler performs with the high-priced cars. 

The manufacturer of one Six can make just as big claims 
as any other. The Chandler Company likes to deal in facts. 

For years the Chandler Company has made the Chandler 
a fact-car, not aclaim-car. Claims sell a lot of cars, but facts 
sell more cars, just as fast as the buyers learn the facts. 

The Chandler is honestly built and moderately priced. 
There is noother Six, selling at anything like the Chandler 
rice, which will give you so much dependable service. 


FIVE PLEASING 


Thousands of motor car buyers recognize the mechani- 
cal superiority of the Chandler Six, mechanical superi- 
ority achieved through the Marvelous Motor — the 
exclusive Chandler Motor, powerful, flexible, simple and 
economical and through the excellence of design and 
construction of the entire Chandler chassis. 

So many recognize its superiority that the Chandler 
has earned a front rank position in the industry. So 
many recognize it that twenty-five thousand buyers 
this year will choose the Chandler as the Six to be 


preferred above all Sixes. 


TYPES OF BODY 


Seven-Passenger Touring Car, $1395 


Four-Passenger Roadster, $1395 


Four-Passenger Convertible Coupe, $1005 


Seven-Passenger Convertible Sedan, $2095 


Limousine, $2605 


All prices F. O. B. Cleveland 


Write us today for catalog and booklet “See How the Chandler Checks With High-Priced Cars.” This booklet tells how 


r medium-priced sixes do not check with high-priced cars. 


Write today, and sce your dealer. Address Dept. L. 


CHANDLER MOTOR CAR COMPANY 


New York Office: 1790 Broadway 


CLEVELAND, OHIO 


Cable Address: ‘““Chanmotor” 
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You can point with pride to any 
room finished with Berry Brothers’ 
varnishes or enamels. 


From kitchen to guest room these 
celebrated finishes impart an en- 
during beauty that may be varied 
to harmonize with any desired 
scheme of decoration. 


Write for our new 


schemes of decorating and wood finishing. 





inishes are 


Best for the Kitchen too.”’ 
There is 


Brothers’ product for every finish- 


a dependable Berry 
ing need. Liquid Granite Floor 
Varnish, Luxeberry Enamels, Luxe- 
berry Wood Finishes, and Luxeberry 
Wall Finishes are but a few of the 
many Berry brands that home 
owners, architects and decorators 
have preferred for more than half 
a century. 


illustrated booklet in colors showing artistic 


It contains informa- 


tion of great value to every home builder, present and prospective. 


Factories: 
Detroit. Mic h. 
Walkerville, Ont. 
San Francisco, Cal. 





BERRY, BROTHERS 


Branches i: 
principal cities of 
the world 


Established 1858 (458 









Rifles $3.85 up| Uniforms . 
Tents 3.85 °° | Revolvers . 
Rptg.Carbines3.00“* |Shoes . . 
nary Ponchos . . 
Haversacks . Saddles . . 
200 Machine gee with two million cartridges. 
. Cannons, 1 to 100 pounders, with shell for sea 
“and land. Free circular—1917 Cyclopedia cat- 
alog, 428 pp. illus., ready in May. Mailed 50c. 
Francis Bannerman, 501 Broadway, New York 






To Success 
The secret of busi- 
ness and social suc- 
cess is the ability 
to remember. Ican 
make your mind an infallible 
classified index from which you can 
instantly select thoughts, facts, 
figures, names, faces. Enables you 
mm to concentrate, develop self-control, 
overcome bashfuiness, think on your 
feet, address an audience. Easy. Simple. 
The result of 20 years’ experience de- 
veloping memories of thousands. 


. for free book] 5a to 
Write Today Re -member’’ and Copy- 
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Henry rlapeed me Test, also how to obtain my 
Dickson, "REE hook. **How To Speak In Public.’ 
Principal 


Dickson School of Memory, 1751 Hearst Bldg., Chicago, Il. 






We have successfully treated thousands of 
sufferers of acute and chronic joint and bone 
diseases; bodily deformities of infantile pa 
ralysis, hip joint diseases, spinal curvature, 
club feet, fractures, etc., without drugs, 
surgery or plaster casts. Our wonderful 


farnous 
F PROF. ADOLPH LORENZ of Vienna 
Send for descriptive booklet O 


162 W. 75th St. New York City 


“BE AN ARTI 


(% Wecan teach you 
‘A7™\ DRAWING 
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years of success- 
ful teaching prove 
our ability. 

10 Courses in Com- 
mercial snd Illus- 
— e oe ing 
cndorsed by high {law 
art authorities. . ART 

Students trained by members of YEAR BOOK 
our Faculty are filling high-salaried % FREE véu / 
positions. Artist's Outfit FREE 
to Enrolled Students. 

Fully Equipped Residence School. 

Write today for Art Year Book. 


| SCHOOL*APPLED Ant 
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“With a quartermaster at the head of 
gangway!”’ Captain Duncan snorted. “As 
if I didn’t know your tricks, Steward, 
There’s nothing marvelous about it. Just 
a plain case of steal. Followed you on 
board? That dog never came over the side. 
He came through a port-hole, and he never 
came through by himself. That nigger of 
yours, I’ll wager, had a hand in the help- 
ing. But let’s have done with beating 
about the bush. Give me the dog, and I'll 
say no more about the cat.” 

“Being you believe what you believe, 
then you'd be for compoundin’ the fe lony,” 
Daughtry retorted, the habitual obstinate 


tightening of his brows showing which 
way his will set. ‘Me, sir; I’m only a 
ship’s steward, an’ it wouldn’t mean 


nothin’ at all bein’ arrested for dog-stealin; 
but you, sir, a captain of a fine steamer, 
how'd it sound for you, sir? No, sir; it'd 
be much wiser for me to keep the dog that 
followed me aboard.” 

‘*T’ll give ten pounds in the bargain,” the 
captain proffered. 

“No; it wouldn’t do—it wouldn’t do 
at all, sir, an’ you a captain,” the steward 
continued to reiterate, rolling his head som- 
berly. ‘“‘Besides, I know where’s a peach of 
an Angora in Sydney. The owner’s gone to 
the country an’ has no further use of it, 
an’ it ’d be a kindness to the cat, sir, to give 
it a good regular home like the Makambo.” 


VIII 


ANOTHER trick Dag Daughtry succeeded 
in teaching Michael so enhanced him in 
Captain Duncan’s eyes as to impel him to 
offer fifty pounds “and never mind the cat.” 
Not until thoroughly satisfied, did he make 
a public performance of it. 

“Now just suppose you’re policemen 
and detectives,” Daughtry told the first 
and third officers. ‘An’ suppose I’m 
guilty of some horrible crime. An’ suppose 
Killeny is the only clue, an’ you've got 
Killeny. When he recognizes his master 
—me, of course—you’ve got your man. 
You go down the deck with him, leadin’ by 
the rope. Then you come back this way 
with him, makin’ believe this is the street, 
an’ when he fecognizes me, you arrest me. 
But if he don’t recognize me, you can't 
arrest me. See?”’ 

The two officers led Michael away, and, 
after several minutes, returned along the 
deck, Michael stretched out ahead on the 
taut rope seeking Steward. ; 

“What'll you take for the dog?” 
Daughtry demanded—this the cue he had 
trained Michael to know. 

And Michael, straining at the rope, went 
by, without so much as a wag of tail to 
Steward or a glance of eye. The officers 
stopped before Daughtry and drew Michael 
back into the group. 

‘He’s a lost dog,” said the first officer. 

“We're trying to find his owner,” sup- 
plemented the third. 

“Some dog that—what’ll you take for 

’ Daughtry asked. “What kind of a 
temper's he got?” 
‘Try him,” was the answer. 

The steward put out his hand to pat him 
on the head, but withdrew it hastily 4s 
Michael, with bristle and growl, vi« iously 
bared his teeth. 

“Go on, go on; he won’t hurt you ” the 
delighted passengers urged. 

This time, the steward’s hand was 
barely missed by a snap, and he lea 
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:| Thirty-two years old 
and President of a 
million dollar 
corporation 





The story of his success and how he achieved it 


Three years ago a studious-looking 
young man—he was twenty-nine then 
—came to New York City. 

He had only a few dollars in his 
pocket. But his head was full of ideas. 
and he knew business fundamentals. 
He entered the Pyrene Manufacturing 
Company as a salesman. 


He wanted to grow—and he grew 


He did not stay a salesman long. He 
wanted to grow. Because he knew busi- 
ness principles, he did grow. In six 
months he was sales-manager. Then he 
was put in charge of advertising. 

In 1916, the President of the Pyrene 
Company, a million dollar corporation, 
resigned. The Board of Directors elected 
the studious-looking -young man Presi- 
dent. He had been with the Com- 
pany less than two years. 


Why Mr. Allen made good 


This is the story of C. Louis Allen’s rise from 
no job to the Presidency of a huge corporation 
at the age of thirty-two. 

‘He knows the principles that underlie all big 
business,” said the directors. That is why he 
is an executive today, while thousands of other 
thirty-two year old men are worrying over 
details in their own narrow departments. 

It is this broad grasp of business that the 
Alexander Hamilton Institute will give you. It is 
giving a training in big business principles to 
more than 50,000 wide-awake men in America 
today. 


What Mr. Allen thinks of the Course 


He says: “Several of our department and 
branch managers are studying your Course at 
my suggestion. They are the men who are 
creating bigger jobs in this country and fitting 
themselves to fill them. From reading your 


Course, I am convinced that it will help every 
man who is filling his present job and reaching 
for another.” 


The kind of men enrolled 


Presidents of big corporations are often en- 
rolled for this Course and Service along with 
ambitious young clerks in their employ. Among: 
the 50,000 subscribers are such men as: H. C. 
Osborn, President, American Multigraph Sales 
Co.; Melville W. Mix, President of the Dodge 
Manufacturing Co.; George M. Verity, Presi- 
dent of the American Rolling Mills; William 
H. Ingersoll, Marketing Manager of the biggest 
watch company in the world; N. A. Hawkins, 
General Sales-Manager of the Ford Motor Co. 

and scores of others equally prominent. 


Advisory Council 


Both business and educational authority 
of the highest standing is represented in the 
Advisory Council -of the Alexander Hamilton 
Institute. This Council includes Frank A. 
Vanderlip, President National City Bank of 
New York; Judge Elbert H. Gary, head U. S. 
Steel Corporation; John Hays Hammond, the 
eminent engineer; Joseph French Johnson, Dean 
New York University School of Commerce; and 
Jeremiah W. Jenks, statistician and economist. 


“Forging Ahead in Business” 


A careful reading of this 135-page book, ‘Forging 
Ahead in Business,” a copy of which we will send you 
free, will repay you many times over. It will help 
measure what you know, what you don’t know, and 
what you should know to make success sure. Every 
man with either a business or a career to guide to bigger, 
surer success, should read this book. Simply fill out and 
send the coupon below. 


ALEXANDER HAMILTON INSTITUTE 
638 Astor Place, New York, N. Y. 


Pp ------------ 


Send me ‘‘Forging Ahead in Business” —FREE 


Name. . 


Address 


Business 
Position 


| Business 
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Beware of Imitations of G & B 
PEARL Wire Cloth— 


“THE great demand G & B PEARL Wire Cloth has created through its remarkable 

wear qualities has brought a flood of imitations and substitutes on the market. 
These other screen materials may look a little like PEARL—at first—but they don’t, 
can’t and won't stand up in use’or wear anywhere near as long as genuine G & B 


PEARL screens. 


Spend a little time making sure you're getting genuine G-& B PEARL so as to avoid 
spending a lot of time later in painting and repairing screens. Look for the two 
Copper Wires in the Selvage and the Round Tag which appear on every roll of real 


There's a retailer near you who sells and recommends G & B 
zz. PEARL for permanentiy screening doors, windows and porches 
See him or witte direct for samples and literature. Address 
eAjiie slim - . = , u ct y s ple 
Oe ed ’ 











The Gilbert & Bennett Mfg. Co. 
New York, Georgetown, Conn. Chicago, Kansas City 
Pearl is made in two weights ~ 


The best Hardware Dealer in your city sells ‘‘PEARL’’ 


|A $2 book for only $1 


SEXUAL KNOWLEDGE 


By Winfield Scott Hall, Ph.D., M.D. 
Noted Authority and Lecturer 
Tells all about sex 
matters: what young men 
and young women, young wives 
and young husbands, fathers 
and mothers, teachers and 
nurses should know. Sex 

= facts hitherto misunderstood, 
New Book AN told in plain words. 


Need To Read 399 PAGES ILLUSTRATED 


Highly Endorsed Everywhere 
‘Scient ally Correct Chicago Tribune 
“Accurate and "p-to a Philadelphia Press 
“Standard Book of Knowledge.’’—Philadelphia Ledger. 
ret ‘Dr. Hall’s 
see dampen a piece of cheese cloth, wring N ew Book 
out the excess water, add a little O-Cedar Polish 


regular and extra heavy. 


O Giar.ize 


those highly polished 
surfaces that show 
finger marks so plain- 
ly. The Victrola, 
Piano, Dining Table, 
White Enamel, 
Hardwood Floors, 
any Varnished Sur- 
face. The more 
service it givesthe 
more need for 








to the cloth, then ¢o over all the varnished sut . . . : er ee 

face. Finish with adry cloth. All the dust and is written in plain, untechnical 

the imperceptible particles that injure varnish language, by a recognized man of 4 
are removed without the semblance of the | gcience and achievement; a distin- 





slightest scratch. Dr. HALL 


ished physician and medical ‘man 
pate guished p 
pide ee 4 | of the highest standing; pre-eminently qualified 


| as educator, physician and scientist to set 

At All Dealers. 25¢ to $3.00 forth sane, reliable information for guidance 

in Sex Problems, Marriage and Sex Hygiene. 
Channell Chemical Co. Guaranteed satisfactory, or money 
refunded. Under plain wrapper, 


for only $1.00, postage 10 cents extra 


AMERICAN PUB. CO., 503 Winston Bldg., Phila. 


CHICAGO TORONTO LONDON 
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| back as Michael ferociously sprang the 


| Killeny. 


| advised. 


| launch was coming alongside when 


length of the rope at him. 

‘Take ’m away!” Dag Daughtry roared 
angrily. “The treacherous beast! | 
wouldn’t take ’m for gift!” 

And as they obeyed, Michael strained 
backward in a paroxysm of rage, making 
fierce, short jumps to the end of the tether 
as he snarled and growled with utmost 
fierceness at the steward. 

_ Eh? Who’d say he ever seen me in his 
life? ’ Daughtry demanded triumphantly, 

“It’s a trick I never seen played myself, 
but I’ve heard tell about it. The old-time 
poachers in England used to do it with their 
lurcher dogs. If they did get the dog of a 
strange poacher, no gamekeeper or con- 
stable could identify ’m by the dog—mum 
was the word. 

** Tell you what, he knows things, that 
He knows English. Right now, 
in my room, with the door open, an’so as 
he can find ’m, is shoes, slippers, cap, towel, 
hair-brush, an’ tobacco-pouch. What'll 
it be? Name it an’ he’I! fetch it.” 

So immediately and variously did the 
passengers respond that every article was 
called for. 

‘Just one of you choose,’’ the steward 
“The rest of you pick ’m out.” 

‘Slipper,’ said Captain Duncan, se- 
lected by acclamation. 

“One or both?” Daughtry asked. 

“ Both.” 

“Come here, Killeny—’’ Daughtry be- 
gan, bending toward him, but leaping back 
from the snap of jaws that clipped together 
close to his nose. 

““My mistake,” he apologized. “I 
ain’t told him the other game was 
over. Now just listen an’ watch ’n’ see 
if you can catch on to the tip I’m goin’ to 
give ’m.” 

No one saw anything, heard anything, 
yet Michael, with a whine of eagerness and 
joy, with laughing mouth and wriggling 
body, was upon the steward, licking his 
hands madly, squirming and twisting in 
the embrace of the loved hands he had so 
recently threatened, making attempts at 
short, upward leaps as he flashed his tongue 
upward toward his lord’s face. For hard 
it was on Michael, a nervous and mental 
strain of the severest for him so to control 
himself as to play-act anger and threat ot 
hurt to his beloved Steward. 

‘Takes him a little time to get over a 
thing like that,’ Daughtry explained, as he 
soothed Michael down. 

“Now, Killeny; go fetch 
Wait! Fetch ’m one slipper. 

wo slipper. 

Mic hael looked up with pricked ears and 
with eyes filled with query, as all his intelli- 
gent consciousness suffused them. 

‘Two slipper! Fetch ’m quick!’ 

He was off and away, in a scurry of 
speed that seemed to flatten him close to 
the deck, and that, as he turned the corner 
of the deck-house to the stairs, made his 
hind feet slip and slide across the smooth 
planks. 

Almost in a trice he was back, both slip- 
pers in his mouth, which he deposited at the 
steward’s feet. 


’m slipper! 
Fetch 'm 


IX 


THE morning the Makambo entered 
Sydney harbor, Captain Duncan had at 


other try for Michael. The port doce 
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You can have beautiful floors 
with any kind of wood 


Beautiful floors are not always It takes a rich mellow polish, Send 10c for samples and book 


costiy floors. 


They may be the finest hard 
wood or commonplace soft wood, 
painted or varnished. If they 
with soft reflections — if 
they are free from worn spots and 
scratches—then, and only then, 
are they beautiful. 


glow 


This spring, wax your floors with 
Old English—the polish which 
protects. 


Old English goes on the wood 
not in it. Unlike oil polishes, 
it does not soak in nor does it 
discolor the wood. It forms a 
hard, transparent surface which 
protects the finish from heel 
marks and scratches. 


For sale by paint, hardware, drug, 


ment slores 


house-furnishing, 
in the United Slat 


transforming the ordinary floor 
into a thing of soft reflections. 


It lasts for months and needs no 
attention except dusting and an 
occasional touching up with fresh 
wax of the places where the 
heaviest wear comes. 


On hard wood it can be applied 
directly after the floor is cleaned. 
On soft wood that needs repaint- 
ing or varnishing it should be 
applied over the new finish. 

Be sure you get Old 


Get a can today. 
lonzer and gives 


English, as it wears 
better protection. 
Try it on your Automobile—it wil! 
preserve the beauty of the original 
finish, shed dust and make _ frequen: 
washings unnecessary. 


aulo supply and de parl- 
antl Canada. 


The polish that protects 


OLD ENGLISH 
BRIGHTENER ihc 


any finish. 


is the cleaner for waxed floors and furniture. It is the « 
without removing the wax. 
face to. the wax each time it is usec 
Mail coupon for sample. 


Automobiles Table Tops 


Furniture 


It does more than clean 


Leather U pho 


mly preparation which cleans 
it adds a light. hard, protective 
i. -@ld English Brightener will brighten and 


Sign and mail the coupon below with 
ten cents in stamps or coin, and we will 
send you, postpaid, generous samples of 
Old English Wax and O!d_ English 
Brightener. With them we will send 
our valuable book on home beautifying. 
rhis book tells how to 


new floors 
over” old floors 


varnished 


care for highly pol- 
ished furniture 
yet that “hand 
bed"’ look 

have easily cleaned 
kitchenand bathroom 
floors 
fill ugly 
remove stains 
remove varnish, shel 
lac or paint 

have a perfect dance 
floor 

and many other help- 
do’s and 


rub- 


floor cracks 
louble the life of lino- 
leums 
finish mission furni- 
Secats ; 
lish and preserve 
the finish on Auto- ful hints 
mobiles don'ts 
Send for sample and book now, and see 
for yourself that you can make your 
‘loors more beautiful than ever before, 


and keep them so for months. 


Address THE A. S. BOYLE COM- 
PANY, 1705 Dana Avenue, Cincinnati, 
Ohio. 
Vy 
4 
¢ Z 
sf Boy 
/ Co 
1705 Dana 
Avenue, 
Cincinnati, QO. 
Send me samples 
of Old EnglishWax 
and Brightener, and 
your valuable book on 
Home Beautifying. En- 
closed is 1ocents (stamps or 
coin) for postage. 


7 
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Name. 
Street 
¢ +s 
Cay... 
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Gymnastic Finder Training That 


Doubles Typewriting Speed 


The Secret of Increased Salaries for Stenographers 
J. SIMMONS 


By FRANK 


N Europe, and in America for many years, 
it has been a regular part of every musi- 
cian’s training to take special gymnastic 

finger exercises. Teachers would no more 
expect their pupils to become good pianists 
without special finger exercises, than they 
would expect them to play without first 
learning to read notes. 

Now for the first time has this principle of 
gymnastic finger training been 
applied to typewriting. Its ne- 
cessity is proved by the fact that 
the one great difficulty which 
handicaps ninety-nine out of 
every hundred stenographers is 
their inability to gain full control 
of their finger movements. 

Mr. R. E. Tulloss, who is 
known the country over as 
among the greatest typewriting 
authorities of the present day, 
has invented a marvelous system 
of finger exercises which can be 
learned in only ten remarkably easy lessons 
and which with amazing quickness brine 
this wonderful flexibility, speed and control 
of the fingers. 

Already thousands have adopted the new 
method, with results bordering almost on the 
miraculous. Many of them were so-called 
“touch writers,” others, after years of fruit- 
less effort, had practically given up hope of 
ever attaining more than merely average type- 
writing ability, many 
had taken other courses, 
with no marked increase 
in speed—yet, by the 
New Way, practically 
without exception, they 
all have developed the 
remarkable speed _ of 
eighty to one hundred 
words a minute, with 
perfect accuracy. 

That this New Way in Typewriting raises 
salaries of stenographers is shown by actual 
figures given in the letters written to Mr. 
Tulloss by hundreds of stenographers. For 
example, Mr. John H. Marquette of Smith’s 
Falls, Ont., never averaged more than forty 
to forty-five words per minute until he 
began to typewrite the New Way. His speed 
quickly increased and soon he was type- 
writing at the phenomenal speed of eighty- 


TALL. Meee de 


vnra\nweneee give immediate relief to tired, aching 
1\\ eeu. rest the bouy and aid Nature to re- 


vestmee 
store normal strength to weakened 
arches. Relieve and prevent 
flat feet. At dealers’ or direc*. OE; 
Write for Booklet and Ot 


h Free 10-Day Trial Ofer ar 
cut with knife. Nathan Anklet Support Co., 90-G Reade St., N.Y. 


AGENT LARGE 


PROFIT 
Gold and Silver Sign Letters 


For store fronts, office windows 
and glass signs of all kinds. No 
experience necessary. Anyone 
can put them on and make 
money right from the start. 


Make Big Money 


You can sell to nearby trade or 
travel all over the ccuntry. 
There is a big demand for win- 
dow lettering in every town. 
Send for Free Samples and full 
particulars. 


Metallic Letter Co., 420 No. Clark St., Chicago 





Making each finger 
independent 














feet, 




































Strengthening the 
finger muscles 
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five to ninety words a minute from short- 
hand notes, and as a result of this increased 
speed in typewriting, his salary was raised 
20 per cent and within a few months 20 per 
cent more. As Mr. Marquette says, he is 
now earning about twice as much as any of 
the other fourteen stenographers in his office. 

Then there is the story of Miss Anna S. 
Cubbinson of Harrisburg, Pa., who writes 
—“T am today filling the posi- 
tion of Chief Clerk to the De- 
partment of Parks in this city, 
my salary being exactly double 
what it was when I took up the 
study of the New Way in 
Typewriting.” 

A. H. Gardiner of Madison, 
Wis., was getting $70 per 
month when he began the 
study of New Way  ‘Type- 
writing. In a remarkably short 
space of time he increased his 
speed from fifty words a minute 
to eighty words, and his salary jumped 
to $150 a month—wmore than double what it 
was. 

_I could go on and give hundreds of other instances 
of the remarkable results achieved through the 
speed and accuracy acquired by typewriting the 
New Way. But the school has prepared a remark- 
able book, for free distribution, which goes into 
detail and reproduces many other letters which 
bear out the claims made for Mr. Tulloss’ system. 

This interesting book is 
brimful of eve-opening ideas 


and valuable information. 
It explains how this 
unique new method will 


quickly make your fingers 
strong and dextrous, bring 
them under perfect con- 
trol, make them extremely 


rapid in their move- 

ments —how in a _ few 

short weeks you’ can 

transform your type- For speed in 

writing and make it Striking the keys 
easy, accurale and amaz- . ci 


ingly speedy. 

If you are ambitious to get ahead—if you want 
to make your work easier—if you want to get more 
money in your pay envelope—don't wait a single 
moment before sending for this book of information 
and proof. 

This new method is bringing such marvelous 
results to others—is proving itself to be so sure a 
means of quickly increasing salaries—that you will 
be doing yourself a big injustice if you fail to write 
for it at once. Just send a postal card request 
now to The Tulloss School, 1625 College Hill, 
Springfield, Ohio, and your copy will be sent by 
return mail without cost or obligation. Do this 
now, before you turn this page. Advertisement 
Money back ff not 
pleased. 6 months* 
wear guaranteed. 
Special Offer of 3% 
Fine Duratex Shirts 
nt on receipt of 
Sand 15c post- 
aye. Finewhite per- 
ale shirts, assorted 
neat stripes of blue, 
black and lavender. 
Shirts are popular 
coat style, cuffs at- 
tached, laundered 
and _ fashionabie 
Sizes 140 17. Stylish sile tte inciuced, special for 33c extra. 
Catalog of Duratex Shirts and Furnishings on request. 

Room 37, GOODELL & CO., Duratex Bldg., New York 
Dealers—IWe have an established trade in nearly every town, 
ready to turn over tow satisfactory local agent. Write us. 


BECOME 
A NURSE 


WE have trained thou 

sands of women in their 
own homes .o earn $10 to 
$25 a week as nurses. Send 
for “How I Became a Narse” 
—248 pages with actual 
experiences. 48 illustrated 
lesson pages free. 

Sixteenth Year. 


The Chautauqua School 
of Nursing, 
387 Main St., Jamestown, WN. Y. 
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nodded up to Daughtry, who was passing 
along the deck: 

“Steward, I'll give you twenty pounds,” 

“No, sir; thank you, sir,’ was Dag 
Daughtry’s answer. 

‘Twenty-five pounds, then. I can’t go 
beyond that. Besides, there are plenty 
more Irish terriers in the world.” 

“That’s what I’m thinkin’, sir. An J’']] 
get one for you. Right here in Sydney, 
An’ it. won’t cost you a penny, sir.” : 

“But I want Killeny Boy,” the captain 
persisted. 

‘An’ so do I, which is the worst of it, sir, 
Besides, I got him first.” 

“Twenty-five sovereigns is a lot of 
money—for a dog,” Captain Duncan said, 

‘An’ Killeny Boy’s a lot of dog—for the 
money,” the steward retorted. “Why, sir, 
cuttin’ out all sentiment, his tricks is worth 
more ’n that. Him not recognizin’ me 
when I don’t want ’m to is worth fifty 
pounds of itself. An’ there’s his countin’ 
an’ his singin’, an’ all the rest of his tricks, 
Now, no matter how I got him, he didn’t 
have them tricks. Them tricks are mine. 
I taught him them. He’s a whole lot of me 
now, an’ sellin’ him would be like sellin’ 
a piece of myself.” 

‘Thirty pounds,” said the captain, with 
finality. 

“No, sir; thankin’ you just the same, 
sir,” was Daughtry’s refusal. 

And Captain Duncan was forced to turn 
away in order to greet the port-doctor, 
coming over the side. 

Scarcely had the Makambo passed 
quarantine, and while on her way up-har- 
bor to dock, when a trim man-of-war 
launch darted in to her side and a trim 
lieutenant mounted the Makambo’s board- 
ing-ladder. His mission was quickly ex- 
plained. The Albatross, British cruiser of 
the second class, of which he was fourth 
lieutenant, had called in at Tulagi with 
despatches from the high commissioner of 
the British South Seas. A scant twelve 
hours having intervened between her ar- 
rival and the Makambo’s departure, the 
commissioner of the Solomons and Captain 
Kellar had been of the opinion that the 
missing dog had been carried away on the 
steamer. Knowing that the Albatross 
would beat her to Sydney, the captain of 
the cruiser had undertaken to look up 
the dog. Was the dog, an Irish terrier 
answering to the name of Michael, on 
board? 

Captain Duncan truthfully admitted 
that it was, though he most unveraciously 
shielded Dag Daughtry by repeating his 
yarn of the dog’s coming on board. of him- 
self. How to return the dog to Captain 
Kellar was the next question; for the 
Albatross was bound on to New Zealand. 
Captain Duncan settled the matter. : 

“The Makambo will be back in Tulagi 
in eight weeks,” he told the lieutenant, 
‘‘and I'll undertake personally to deliver 
the dog to its owner. In the mean time, 
we'll take good care. of it. One of our 
stewards has sort of adopted it, so it will 
be in good hands.” 

“Seems we don’t either of us get the 
dog,” Daughtry commented resignedly, 
when Captain Duncan had explained the 
situation. 

But when Daughtry had turned his back 
and started off along the deck, his consti- 
tutional obstinacy tightened his brows. 


The next instalment of Michael will 
appear in June Cosmopolitan. 


‘sae 








er 


—_ 
tior 


one 
bus 
bus 
of t 
mer! 
exe 
$10, 


tak: 
of | 
me! 
com 
indi 
to t 
you 
ject 
out 


It i: 
nee 
and 
owe 
trul 


Ex) 
expe 
We 
you. 
quic! 
long 
a fie! 
















917 Blosmopolitan for May, 1917 


sing | 


ds.” 


Dag 





PRIVATE OFFICE , 









t go 
nty 


T'll 


ney. 


tain 





ks. a 

n’t 4 

Train for a Job Like Thi 

in’ rain ror a vO IxKe S 
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position in a new profession—for a position that needs you—wants you. 
There are 500,000 Firms that need the services of Expert Accountants. There are only 
2,000 certified public accountants in America. The field is unlimited; the demand many times § ‘ 


greater than the supply; the salary far in excess of that earned in other fields. 


Be An Expert 


Your Instruction 
Will Be Under 
Direct 
Supervision of 


William 
Arthur Chase, 
C.P.A. 


Ex-president of the National Association of C. P. A. ¥ 
Examiners and Ex-secretary of the Illinois State Board +i 
of Examiners in Accountancy, and other experts who 


ed 

: We 

e 

n Train 
: 

i | You By 
: Mail 
of | al 

r- —in spare time, at home, to qualify for one of these posi- 


tions. You can advance as quickly as your time permits. 
The expert accountant is the big man in the office— 


ACCOUNTANT 


At $3,000 to $10,000 a Year 





= one of the most important factors in the conduct of any rank among the highest. No expense has been spared to ff 

ie business. His knowledge of the innermost secrets of a make this the easiest-to-understand, simplest-to-master, 

le business makes him indispensible to the boss. Heisone and most complete Home Study Accountancy Course ever 4 
3S of the first men to be consulted in all matters of manage- prepared. It covers thovonaley every phase of Practical 

of ment and finance, and is confidential adviser inimportant Accounting, Theory of Accounts, Auditing, Cost Account- 

p executive affairs. His salary is anywhere from $3,000 to ing, Business Organization, Business Management, Bus- 


iness Laws, etc. 

Hundreds of accountants, bookkeepers, clerks, cashiers, corres- 
pondents and office men in subordinate positions have developed into 
executives of rare ability and today are commanding handsome salaries 
~all because of LaSalle training. What we have done for others we 
can do for you. 


t $10,000 a year. 


Our training is made personal and individual. It 
takes into consideration your present knowledge or lack 
d of knowledge and is fitted to serve your exact require- 
y ments. We prepare you from the ground up; provide 


complete and comprehensive training according to your 
individual needs from the simplest aeaneeenns, principles 
to the most advanced accounting problems. e will give 
you whatever training, instruction or review-on the sub- 
ject of bookkeeping you may personally need—and with- 
out any extra expense to you. 


The LaSalle Guarantee 


We give you a written agreement signed by our Treasurer that 
upon your satisfactory completion of the course, should you fail to 
pass the Certified Public Accountant’s examination held in any state, 
we will give you special instruction and help—without additional charge 
—until you do pass. We further agree to refund entire amount of tu- 
ition, according to our Guarantee Bond, if dissatisfied with the course. 


| Small Cost—Easy Terms 


: In this course, all needless text-book theory has been eliminated. 
It is practical, directly to the point, giving you such instruction as you 
r need in the sh c , 
i and the terms so easy that you will scarcely miss the money. You 
owe it to yourself to learn all the facts about this course and the / 
truly remarkable oa it opens up in the business world 
today. We have published a book which tells the whole ae. 4 
Explains state examinations, state regulations, salaries pai 
expert accountants,etc.—also gives complete information regarding the course, 4 
We will be glad to mail you a copy free, without the slightest obligation to 
: you. Write your name and address in the coupon, mail it and learn how 4 
. quickly you can, if you will, say good bye forever to h grinding work, 
° long hours, low wages, with little or no chance for advancement, and enter 
a field where there is plenty of room, where you can give orders ins 
of take them, and draw areal man’s salary. Take the first step now. 


LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 555-H Chicago 


**The World’s Greatest Extension Univessity’’ 










Mail Coupon Today 


ortest possible time. The cost is surprisingly small, / LaSALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, 





“*The World’s Greatest Extension University’’ 

Dept. 555-H Chicago, Ill. ig 

Send at once, without obligation to me, your valu- ig 
able book of accounting facts and full details of your 
course in Higher Accountancy; also advise me about 4 
Special Reduced Rate and Convenient Payment Plan. 
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Must The Woman Always Suffer? 


Why is it that the woman who breaks the conventions always has to pay ? 
Why is it that, no matter how strong and noble a character she may afterward 
become, no matter how hard she may try, she cannot live it down! It is not 
fair; it is not just; but it is unquestionably true. This is the theme of a truly 
remarkable novel, entitled, 


“The Broken Gate” 


by EMERSON HOUGH 
Author of “The Mississippi Bubble,” “54-40 or Fight,”’ etc. 


As tremendously dramatic——as tenderly sympathetic—as relentlessly rigid 
in its moral lesson as Hawthorne’s ** Scarlet Letcier.” ‘The Broken Gate” is 
beyond doubt the greatest novel Emerson Hough has ever written. Even 
greater than his famous successes, ** The Mississippi Bubble,” ** 54-40 or Fight ” 
and ** The Magnificent Adventure.” . 


It is a big, wholesome, uplifting, intensely human story that instantly grips 
your interest. It will hold your breathless attention from the first page to the 
last. It will make you think and ponder and wonder why such things still must 
be. Every mother should have her daughter read this powerful story. - 


This remarkable novel begins in PictrortaL’ Review for May, and will be 
finished in three instalments after that. Do not miss a single line of this, the 
serial sensation of the year! Go to your newsdealer today and order 


PICTORIAL REVIEW 


for May 
15c a Copy On Sale April 10th. 
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Egeria Unveiled 


(Continued from page 48) 


queline, rose from a somewhat sulky atti- 
tude in one of the austere chairs, and after 
shaking hands with Cleyden, turned the 
silver caddy upside down in silent evidence 
of iis emptiness. 
“And this,” said Jacqueline, peering 
into the teapot, “is stone cold. I’m aw- 
| fully sorry.” 

“Shall I go out and fetch you some?” 
young Brett inquired with what Cleyden 
thought a curious glance at her. 

Jacqueline frowned at him in return. 

“Don’t be idiotic, Conny,” she said. 
“By the time you did that, it would be 
half-past six. Conny,” she pursued, 
addressing her husband, “is in a horrid 
humor because I want him to do something 
for me that’s a little unselfish.” 

“Oh, I say/”’ murmured the young man, 
as if positively scandalized. 

“He’s sworn a thousand times,” con- 


he wore pinafores, that he loves the 

ground I walk on; yet the very first favor 
lask of him, he just grouches and sulks.”’ 

f Young Brett rose at this and gave a 
little jerk to his waistcoat, as if it relieved 

a pent-up mood to jerk something. 

“T must say you go it a little strong— 
even for me, Jack,” he said, a look of out- 
raged something in his blue eyes—exactly 
what, Cleyden couldn’t make out. “I’m 
| off,” he added, and shook hands again. 

“Tf you don’t do it for me,” Jacqueline 
called after him, “‘I’ll never speak to you 
again.” 

| He made no reply to this, either by look 
or word, and went out, closing the door 

i behind him with‘an air of finality as if it 
were shutting out something he had 
decisively left behind. 

Cleyden, who hadn’t uttered a word 
during this brisk encounter, now turned to 
Jacqueline. He tried to say what he had 
determined to say with a natural smile, but 
he only succeeded in reproducing the 
photographic expression which is sup- 
posed to be “‘pleasant.” 

“My dear Jack,” he said, “that young 
chap is horribly in love with you. Do you 
think it’s quite kind to admit him to such 
a unique intimacy?” ; 

Jacqueline was sorting sheaves of music 
and pushing them into place with irritable 
energy. As Cleyden said this, she turned 
and gave him the queerest look—it was 
mocking, cynical,.amused, bitter, and what 
is only to be described as “recklessly good- 
natured,” all at once. 

“My dear Stuart,” she said, at last, 
“are you warning me not to compromise 
myself with Conny Brett?” Here she 

)gave a laugh that quite matched her look. 
) Ii that’s so, I must say that you’re really 
the most quixotically generous man I ever 
imagined,” she threw out, as a crowning 
touch of the extraordinary. 

Cleyden replied, in a voice measuredly 
cold in proportion to the heat of his anger, 
| ~‘Lreally haven’t the least idea what you 
mean by that cryptic utterance.” 

Jacqueline looked suddenly listless. 

‘Haven’t you?” she said indifferently. 
“Perhaps I didn’t mean anything by it. 
Conny’s sulks have set my temper on 
edge.” 

__} © 1 would really rather you tried its 
== ede on him than on me,” was Cleyden’s 


tinued Jacqueline, unmoved, “‘ever since. 
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“*A study of 20,000 cases during a practice of over 
thirty-five years," writes Dr. F Bryant in the 
| January Journal Of Heredity, ‘‘has convinced me 
that many cases of stammering are hereditary."” He 
states further, ‘that the basis of proper treatment for 
stammering, whether inherited or acquired, is the for- 
mation before and while speaking, of clear-cut mental 
images of subject matter and the adoption of habits 
of orderly thinking. After that, comes a system of 
training for the speech -ofgans to reproduce these 
images in language as word pict_ves for the ear of the 
listener. 

“This system constitutes a training in the rules gov- 
erning natural speech, and persons of all ages capable 
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She AMPICO 


Reprod ucing 





‘and now, come meet the artist” 


“Z OUR hostess draws the curtain and you are 

“™ amazed to find that the finished and thoroughly 
attistic performance to which you have been listening is 
not the artist but the Ampico’s perfect reproduction: of 
his playing. The works of the great composers, as well 
as the lighter music of comic opera and popular song - 
are reproduced exactly as interpreted by the eminent 
artists who play the master rolls. 


The Ampico may be had in the Knabe, Haines Bros., 
Marshall & Wendell and the renowned Chickering 
Pianos. Write for our catalogue of artists and further 
information regarding the Ampico. 


AMERICAN PIANO COMPANY, 437 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


Piano 








Stammering Frequently Hereditary 


Treatment should be suggestive, formative 
and disciplinary, says Dr. 


Bryant 


of learning them, either by imitation or discip- 
line, and having an earnest desire to follow them, can 
be cured. An extensive use. of these principles has 
proved that the benefits derived from this form of treat- 
ment have been permanent and most satisfactory. 

It may be added that Dr. Bryant's personal and 
professional experience has given him a nation-wide 
reputation and made him an authority in the cor- 
rection of stammering. If you would like a free copy 
of Dr. Bryant’s latest booklet, ‘‘Questions and 
Answers About Stammering’’, call or write the New 
York School for Stammering, 26 West goth St., New 
York, giving a brief description of the case in which 
you are interested. (Advt.) 
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CREESE PUDDING—Mix together ina basin 

¥% 1b. grated cheese, 2 tablespoons bread crur*bs, 

I teaspoon flour, I teaspoon Lea & Perrins 

Sauce, salt and pepper to taste, 1 cup boiling 

milk, I teaspoon butter and 2 weill-beaten eggs. 

Mix and pour into buttered fireproof dish and 
bake 15 minutes in moderate oven. 


Keep alive the family 
interest in your home 
cooking. You buy the 
best—make it taste best. 
Surprise the folks with 
some old favorite trans- 
formed by a few drops 
of Lea & Perrins Sauce. 

Add it to a gravy and 
note the expressions of 
approval that pass around 
the table. “Take advan- 
tage of its toothsome pi- 
quancy in soups, salads, 


“LEA& PERRINS SAUCE 























Ham AND ToMATO SANDWICHES— 
Pound 4 1b. chopped cooked ham with 4 lb. cold 
cooked chicken or game; add 4 tablespoons butter, 
1 tablespoon Lea & Perrins Sauce, salt 
and pepper to taste. Rub through sieve and spread 
between slices of buttered bread, with a layer 
thin slices of skinned tomatoes. Trim sandwiches 
and cut into neat shape. 


curries; on steaks, chops, 
cold cuts; with cheese, 
eggs, poultry and game. 
On every hotel table in 
the civilized world—in 
every epicurean’s kitchen. 
Ablendof Oriental spices 
and vinegars that defies 
successful duplication. 

A Kitchen Hanger with 
100 easily prepared rec- 
ipes sent free, postpaid, 
from Lea & Perrins, 241 
West Street, New York. 
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The Original Worcestershire 
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Let us prove to your entire satisfaction, at our ex- 
pense,that the Hamilton Coleg of Lawis the only recog- 
nized resident law school in U. S. Conferring Degree of | 
Bachelor of Laws—LL. B.—by correspondence. Only 
law schoolin U. S. conducting standard resident school 
and giving same instruction, by mail. Over $00 class- 
room lectures. Faculty of over 30 prominent lawyers. 
Guarantee to prepare graduates to pass bar examination. 
Only law school giving Complete Course in Oratory and | 
Public Speaking. School highly endorsed and recom- 
mended by Gov. Officials, Business Men, Noted Law- 
yers and Students. Send today for Large Handsomely | 
illustrated Prospectus and Special 30 Day-Free Trial £ 
HAMILTONCOLLEGE OF LAW 1207 Advertising Bidg.,Chicago | S 


BANKING BY MAIL 
ATA% INTEREST 


THis great banking institu- 
tion offers you 4°; com- 
pound interest and absolute 
security for your money. e- 
posits as well as withdrawals 
can be made safely and con- 
veniently. 

Our free booklet “W” tells 
why depositors in all parts of 
the world make use of our 
system of Banking by Mail. 

rite for it today. 


THE CITIZENS SAVINGS & TRUST Co, 


CLEVELAND,O, . .. - CAPITALE SURPLUS $8,000,000.00 
ASSETS OVER SIXTY-FIVE MILLION DOLLARS 












STUDY LAW 30 Days |((-W7aa 1 ORY-WRITING TAUGHT 7, 
FREE | NTS een yoce bookie SwhiTIN 
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SPEAK A FOREIGN LANGUAGE ! 






Bust Reduter, 
Price $5.00 


Dr. Walter’s 
famous reducing rubber 
- with coutil back. 


Made from 






MSS. criticized, revised, and typed; also sold 






FOR PROFIT,” tells how, gives proof. 














The War has creased unlimited opportunities for those who 
know SPANISH, FRENCH, GERMAN or ITALIAN, Now is 
thetime to better your position or increase your business. 
Learn quickly and easily,at home,during spare moments, by the 


LANGUAGE-PHONE METHOD 


and Rosenthal’s Practical Linguistry 
You listen to the living voice of a native professor pr 
nounce the foreign language, over and over, until you 
know it. Our records fit all talking machines. Write 
tor booklet, particulars of ¢rial offer, easy terms. 
THE LANGUAGE -PHONE METHOD 
915 Putnam Bidg., 2 W. 45th St., N. Y. 






REDUCE YOUR FLESH 


Wear my famous Rubber Garments and your super- 
fluous flesh will positively disappear. 


‘DR. JEANNE VALTER’S 
‘'amous cate: 
-~ RUBBER GARMENTS 
For Men and Women 
nage pr agement eller 





ration. Endorsed by leading physicians 
FROWN ERADICATOR .... ++. + 82.00 
CHIN REDUCER..... coves OD 
NECK and CHIN REDUCER ...... 3.00 
BRANSIERE ... cc ccccccscccves 6.00 
ABDOMINAL REDUCER . . -- 6.00 
Also Ur uite, Stockings, Jackets, etc., for the 
purpose of reducing the flesh anywhere desired. In- 





valuable to those suffering from rheumatism. 
Send for free illustrated booklet. 


JEANNE C. WALTER 


Inventor and Patentee 
Billings B.dg. (4th Floor) 
8S. E. Cor. 34th St., 5th Ave., New York 
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retort to this, still in a cold voice. She 
had both hurt and angered him, and he 
resented, with a passion of which he hadn’t 
thought himself capable until that mo- 
ment, the fact of her having that good- 
looking youth to tea with her in a place of 
such intimate privacy. 

“Thanks. I'll try to meet your wishes 
in that respect,” said Jacqueline, but her 
voice was flat and toneless. The tired, 
haggard look that he had surprised when 
she was sleeping had come into her face. 

“Let’s go,” she added, before he could 
say anything more, pinning on her hat 
with weary disregard of the small Italian 
mirror near the door. ‘I’m worn out. I'll 
make you a cup of tea when we get—” 
She just paused in time, he felt sure, to 
substitute the word “back” for “home.” 

And suddenly, with a sick thrill that 
amazed him, his heart seemed to contract, 
Was it that young Brett had found the key 
to her strange heart? The next instant, 
he told himself with bitter honesty that, 
were it so, it would be only the most 
natural, the most to-be-expected thing 
imaginable. But what he himself cou!d do 
in face of it—or should do—that, like a 
man’s own salvation, would have to be 
worked out with fear and trembling. 

He spent three of the most wretched 
days of his life in perplexed cogitation 
over this riddle, and, on the fourth, 
received as it were, the two-edged answer 
like one of the “flying swords” of Scrip- 
ture—full in his heart. 


IX 


Tus answer took the form of a few 
words from Jacqueline, neatly traced in 
her big, clear handwriting, and formally 
sealed in a square envelop. They said: 

When you read this, I shall have gone with 
Conny Brett on a camping-expedition—just he 
and I. This breaking-up of some things will 
mend others. JACQUELINE. 

It was a sufficiently staggering blow for 
a man to receive, and was dealt with 
the bare cruelty of a naked fist. Cleyden 
went down before it for some ten minutes 
—how far ‘‘down,”’ he never liked to recall. 
Then he récovered himself, and began to 
think and act as though under some sort 
of clarifying, superintelligent possession. 

He was, if he could have formulated it, 
like a man within a man. The mere human 
animal ached and writhed with pain; the 
superintelligent being that controlled it 
as if it had been a savage horse reflected, 
planned, executed with admirable astute- 
ness and despatch. : 

Since his selfishness in taking advantage 
of the girl’s impulsive youth had led her 
into this rashness, his selflessness must 
lead her out of it. He was not to consider 
Stuart Cleyden in any respect—all that 
he had to manage was to rescue Jacqueline 
from an act that, the more he reflected ontt, 
the more he felt sure she wouid live to 
regret with exceeding bitterness. Not 
that young Brett was by any means 4 
villain, but he was self-evidently, by 
nature’s sure design, as little the stuff ol 
which great lovers are made. In a word, 
he, Cleyden, must find Jacqueline with no 
loss of time and bring her home with him. 
He remembered her substitution of “back 
for “home,” and, to his angry scorn, found 
himself looking at a blurred world through 
tears that came with a pang as irom 4 
lancet. 
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As he read Jacqueline’s brief message 
jor the fourth time, pondering every word, 
suddenly there flashed into his mind a 
remark, trivial in itself but just then, he 
jelt intuitively sure, of the greatest im- 
portance to him. It had been uttered by 
4 young man, another of Jacqueline’s 
former playmates, during their stay last 
August at Fair Winds. This young fellow, 
George Waybridge, rather a washed-out- 
looking person as a rule, had arrived unex- 
pectedly, one day, with sych a striking 
effect of mahogany tan and high spirits that 
Jacqueline had asked, “What on Carth have 
you been doing to yourself, Georgy?” And 
he had replied, in the words which now 
came back to Cleyden as being so impor- 
tant, ‘* Having the time of my life camping 
out with Conny Brett in Maine.” 

The moment after he had recalled this, 
Cleyden recalled also the name of the vil- 
lage in the Maine mountains mentioned by 
Waybridge and which he had described as 
being nine miles distant from the camp, and 
“the nearest thing to civilization within fifty 
miles, a rum little place called Sassacot.” 

It was for this “rum little place’’ that 
Cleyden set out that night, and he reached 
itabout four o’clock on a sunny afternoon, 
as the result of what seemed to him 
interminable journeyings. One of the 
natives agreed to guide him to Brett’s 
camp; he had described himself, with a 
grim sarcasm enjoyed only by himself, 
as a friend ‘‘ who was expected.” 

The change from the flat, baked heat of 
a New York June into this rarified, bal- 
samic, frore atmosphere had a curious 
elect on Cleyden’s nerves. It calmed 
while it tautened them, and this refresh- 
ment of his bodily self reacted on his mind, 
rousing in him a clearer mood, giving to 
his thoughts a steady energy of purpose 
which discounted emotion and dwelt only 
on the great, the disinterested reason that 
had prompted his action. She could not 
help acknowledging this reason—the reas- 
onableness, indeed, of his whole motive. 
What he had to do, the difficult task that 
lay before him, was to persuade her, also, 
loact upon it. 

As his guide led him past a cliff on the 
mountainside, he looked down on the 
cushiony tops of ancient cedars, and re- 
called Thoreau’s description of a passage 
te had made over just such an extraor- 
inary bridge, half sinking, half rolling 
over the black-green, spongelike masses, 
yet arriving in safety on the solid rock 
beyond. It symbolized quite well for him 
the uncertain grotesqueness of the medium 
which lay between him and Jacqueline, 
and which he must cross, somehow, to 
get at her. He told himself, with a smile 
that was rather bleak, that he must be 
prepared for some ungainly plunges and 
tollings if he was to accomplish the feat. 
_ They came upon a spring, trickling 
between humps of granite at the foot ofa 
low hillside. Above, in a clearing of firs, 
was the camp. 

“T guess you’re all right now,” remarked 


the guide laconically, and, on being paid 
lor his services, swung round and departed. 

Cleyden climbed the hill which was 
matted with shrubs, and, on gaining the 


lop, sar young Brett about ten yards 
dWay, standing quite still with the air of 
one who 


listens intently and expectantly. 
He continued so for a second or two after 
Cleyden 5 appearance, then came forward 
with eager strides. 


advertisement? That woke me up. 
training, and decided to let the I. C. S. 
help me. I wanted you to do the same, 
but you said, ‘Aw, forget it!’ I have 
been climbing ever since; you had the 
same chance I had, but you turned it 
down. No, Jim, you can’t expect more 
money until you’ve trained yourself to 


handle bigger work.” 


There are lots of * Jims” in the world 
—in stores, factories, offices, every- 
where. Are you one of them? Wake up! 
Every time you see an I. C. S. coupon 
your chance is staring you in the face. 
Don’t turn it down. 

Right now over one hundred thou- 
sand men are preparing themselves for 
bigger jobs and better pay through 
I.C.S.courses. You can join them and 
get in line for promotion. Mark and 
mail this coupon, and find out how. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 2521, Scranton, Pa. 





| Be A Traffic 
Manager 


Over a half million shippers need men 

9 who know how to route shipments, ob- 

tain shortest mileage and quickest de- 

liveries; how to classify goods and ob- 

tain lowest rates. These are two vital 

"<4 factors in business competition. The 

man who can classify commodities and Sgure rout- 

ings most economically can name practically his own 
salary. Concerns gladly pay competent men 


$35 to $100 a Week 


Many pay a great deal more, because the knowledge 
of a Trained Traffic Expert saves them many times 
his salary Train to enter this new, uncrowded 
profession. Positions are permanent; work is pleas- 
ant; salary is large. Give yourself a chance. 


We Train You By Mail 


in your Spare time—at home—while holding your 
present position. The LaSalie Course is endorsed by 
railroads and big concerns everywhere. Covers thor- 
oughly every phase of shipping and transportation. 
Write at once for Big Free Traffic Book and full de- 
tails. We will also send you a valuable book— 


“Ten Years Promotion In One” FREE 
A prominent business man said—‘‘It would poy 
qvery smareyy rson to get this book even if it 
cost him $5.00.’ Free with literature explaining how 
easily you can qualify for a Big Traffic job. 
LaSALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, 
“The Worid’s Greatest Extension University’ 
Dept.555-C hicago, Ill. 
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| INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
I Box 2521, SCRANTON, PA. 


| Explain, without obligating me, how I can qualify for 
the position, or in the subject, before which I mark xX. 


ADVERTISING MAN ELECTRICAL ENGINEER 

| Salesmanship Electric Lighting 

i Commercial Law Electric Car Running 
BUSINESS (Complete) Electric Wiring 

1 Cert. Pub. Accountant Telegraph Expert 
Higher Accounting Practical Telephony 

| Bookkeeper Railroader 

i | Stenographer and Typist Mine Foreman or Engineer 
Traffic Management Metallurgist or Prospector 

I WINDOW TRIMMER ARCHITECT 
Show Card Writer Contractor and Builder 

l Outdoor Sign Painter Architectural Draftsman 
Common School Subjects Concrete Builder 

I Good English Structural Engineer 

| Teacher Plumbing and Heating 
Civil Service Sheet Metal Worker 

| }Railway Mail Clerk CHEMICAL ENGINEER 
CIVIL ENGINEER Illustrator 

| Surveying and Mapping Designer 
MECHANICAL ENGINEER Textile Overseer or Surt. 

1 Mechanical Draftsman AGRICULTURE [Spanish 
Machine Shop Practice Poultry Raising German 

I Stationary Engineer Navigator French 

I Gas Engineer (J AUTOMOBILES Italian 
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The Individual Adding 
Machine for every desk 


Adds with speed and accuracy of highest 
priced machines, and also actually sub- 
tracts. It is the logical development of the 
adding machine to compact and portable 
size. Measures only 2x9 inches. Business 
and professional men are buying the Ray 
as an individual machine for every desk to 
save time, labor and mistakes. 

The Ray isaconstant help in checking invoices, 
adding loose bills, figuring payrolls, trial balances, 
etc. The only practical adding and subtracting 
machine for cross footings and for work on large 
sheets or volumes. 3 

The Ray isa non-listing machine, but your ad- 
ditions are proven by its true subtraction feature 
if checking is necessary. 


20 Days Free Trial 


Send no money, but pin this coupon to your husiness sta- 
tionery, and we will send a Ray for 20 days’ free trial invour 
office. Write for yours today, aud prove that the Ray is the 
adding machine you Lave been waiting for, to save your 
time and imental labor. 


cma aE eS a ee eee ee ee —_— ae 

Ray Subtracto-Adder Co., 1310 Power Building, Richmond, Va. 
Without cost or obliga:ion on my part, send me a Ray Subtracto- 

Adder for 20 days’ free trial. 


had a Chance! 


‘Four years ago you and I worked at the same desk. We were both discon- 
tented. Remember the noon we saw the International Correspondence Schools’ 
I realized that to get ahead I needed special 
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velous returns from small outlay. 
making big money in spare time. Way not 
you? No Experience necessary. Grown in 
S, Ss, B: : . Write for free 
booklet MUSHROOM CULTURE CO., 
1499 Broadway. Suite 635 New York 
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There’s Synthetic Shoe-sole 


Quality in Neolin Soles 


When the buds blossom and Spring's 
in the blood, the air invites you out to 
walk. There are the week-end outings 
and jaunts with the children. There are 
new fashions in the bright, fresh streets. 


You should walk with Nedlin Soles 
Their synthetic wear quality makes 
them lasting shoe soles—always de- 
pendable, always the same, no matter 
what price you pay for shoes. 


Their synthetic comfort quality eases 
feet; for Nedlin Soles are pliant soles, 
springy soles. They need no break- 
ing in. 


Their synthetic waterproof quality 
makes a stroll in the fields a dry stroll 
—even with winter's moisture-storage 
beneath the feet. 


Their synthetic foot-sure quality 
makes romping safe for the youngsters, 
and walking securer if you are “get- 
ting on.” 

And NeéGlin Soles will neither scratch floors 


nor furniture. Nedlin Soles are modern look- 
ing, and modern people wear them. 


In black, white, tan. Avoid imitations 
and mark that mark; stamp it on your mem- 


ory: Nedlin— 


the trade symbol for a never changing 
quality product of 


The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co., Akron, O. 
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“The Lord be praised! It’s you!” was 
his astounding greeting. 

“Yes, it’s I,” said Cleyden dryly; “but 
that you should praise the Lord for jt 
strikes me as singular.”’ 

The young man’s face fell ruefully. 
*Oh, Lord,”’—he groaned this time 
‘‘of course it does! How the deuce could 

it do anything else?” 

He paused helplessly on this, and the 
two men stood looking at each other. 
Young Brett took it up again, however, 
just as Cleyden was about to speak. 

“T’ve got to make you understand some 
how,” he said, with a sort of woebegone 
desperation that was very nearly ludicrous, 
then floundered on like an unhappy young 
bullock that has been badly roped. 

“Tt wasn’t my doing, you know—I mean, 
I’m too horribly fond of her to do such a 
thing. And, of course, she’s never cared a 
straw about me.” 

Cleyden, extremely white and extremely 
quiet, at this juncture interrupted. 

“Excuse me. But I’m not at all inter- 
ested in what you have to say. I wish to 
see—my wife.” 

Here, this distraught young man actu- 
ally grabbed him by the arm with a cry 
that was like a plea for mercy. 

‘Do listen to me!” he wailed. ‘* You'll 
be sorry if you don’t—devilish sorry! ] 
told her you’d come. I was sure of it.” 
As Cleyden wrenched away his arm, out- 
raged, young Brett literally bawled at 
him: “I tell you she’s not in love with me. 
She thought you wanted to get rid of her— 
you ass!” 

The last two words seemed to relieve 
somewhat the pressure under which he 
was struggling, and he subsided into sulky 
silence, glaring at Cleyden with bright-blue 
eyes that said as plainly as words: “Hit 
me if you like, but I'll hit back. I've 
borne as much as a man can bear without 
retaliating.” 

But Cleyden had realized, in a clap of 
blank amazement, that he was “up 
against”” something for which he was 
totally unprepared—for which no man 
could have been prepared. 

“T am going to remind you again,” he 
said, as soon as he could recover seli- 
possession enough to speak, ‘that Mrs. 
Cleyden is the person I came here to see.’ 

“Well,” muttered young Brett, wiping 
a bedewed brow on a gray-flannel shirt 
sleeve, “I’ve done my best—and in an 
infernally hard position, too.’ He broke 
off, and, turning away, jerked his shoulder 
toward the wood back of the camp. “She's 
there somewhere—with her fiddle!” he 
explained, with sullen gloom. 

Cleyden walked sharply off in the direc 
tion indicated, and had plunged some wa} 
into the fragrant depths that resounded 
softly with the gush of the breeze through 
the tasseled canopy above before he 
stopped, listening for the sound of the 
violin to guide him to her. 

But there was only the soft surge ane 
resurge of the breeze overhead. He went 
on again, and now suddenly, behind @ 
mass of lichened granite, he came upon her. 
She was seated on the brown fir-needles, her 
violin, like a sleeping baby, across her 
knees, her eyes, vague and unfocused, 
gazing before her. 

Jacqueline!” said Cleyden. ; 

She gave no cry, only leaped to her feet, 
facing him, but her pallor was more el0 
quent than any cry could have been. 
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‘*Jacqueline—my dear—” said Cleyden a \ es Ms 
again, and then his throat seemed to close. ; 4 
He couldn’t have uttered another word, é 
even if it was to have been his last. a _ & 
“What,” said Jacqueline thickly, ‘“‘do Zo i 
you want?” a 
And, at this question, he found his ‘ 
voice again. 9 3 
“You,” he answered; “just you, dear! | -s d : }: s . 
I've come to take you—back.”’ | ae ar EY. : 
Her mouth parted slowly, and the color ’ 
began welling into her face. With utter os E 
incredulousness, almost with a smile, she e ; 
echoed, : 5 ry 
To take me back!” Then, with a sort ; — 
of clenching of herself against him, * You > 
can’t take me back,’’ she declared, her O < 
chin lifted as if defying him. ‘People 
know. I told two pe myself, before | Sa Ee as O O ad 4 
I came here.” 
“Then you did a very foolish thing,” | 
retorted Cleyden, feeling the blood rise 
to his own cheek. “But that’s neither here O urZt/ ate — 
nor there. I’ve come for you. I want you 
to’”’-—he softened his tone by a great 
efiort—‘I implore you to come — 
as a ae ; ; —compare it with your present stand- . 
Jacqueline’s face was deadly pale again. ‘ 
She stared at him as if she literally couldn’t ards of living. 
trust her own ears. You dress better—drive better— 
“You—want me—to go with you— live better than a dozen years ago. 
alter—this?’’ she managed to utter slowly, ¢ 
with great breaths between the words—a Y ou can afford to. 
look of the most painful, the most piteous You can’t afford not to. This very 
bewilderment in her dilated eyes. And, as dav vou are being judged bv vour 
she stood there gazing at him in this o 4 : a 
wondering perplexity, he noticed how | clothes, your car, your watch. 
much thinner than ever she was, “‘ wasted”’ No man would wear his grand- 
even, one could have called it, as if she father’s hat. 
had wasied away in some slow, persistent, Oils sates aia i hao ke 
cone ime thoes 1y wear a grandfather’s watch ! 
It was then suddenly that the truth came This is ?217—not ’71. 
— Cleyden—the truth, at least, about By all means buy a watch this 
imself. He knew, as by a quick flash oe , Ags 2 lie 
from the mind above his ordinary mind, year. Buy a better watch—a modern 
that it was not reason or unselfishness or | vatch that measures up to your busi- 
even both that had sent him to her. ness and social standing. } 
He took a step toward her, and held out ; eae 5 
hands that he tried in vain to keep steady. Your jeweler has an Elgin Watch i 
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Bs Weary Nerves 
i | that beg for help 





HE stress of overwork 

and worry has exhausted 
them—worn them down; they 
are starving. 


Let them beg in vain for help, and 
nervous breakdown will result. But 
feed them more of their vital foods 
—albumen and phosphorus—com- 
bined in readily assimilable union, 
asin Sanatogen, and you will indeed 
be delighted to note how intensively 
they are built up, and how quickly 
they 1 impart renewed vitality to the 
whole system. 


At least such have been the re- 
corded observations of thousands of 
physicians and of countless users 
of Sanatogen, among them Arnold 
Bennett, the novelist, who writes 


“The tonic effect of Sanatégen on me 
is simply wonderful.” 


and of Col. Henry Watterson, the 


noted editor, who writes: 
“TI do not believe I could have recov- 
ered myvitality,as I have done, with- 
out Sanatogen operating equally upon 
the digestive organs and nervecenters. 


ae 


Give Sanatogen the chance today 
to help your weary nerves. 


Sanatogen is sold by good druggists every- 
where, in three sizes, from $1.00 up. 


Grand Prize, International Congress of Med- 
icine, London, 1913. 


—FREE SAMPLE OFFER— 


On request we will send a 25-gram 
Sample Package of Sanatogen, also 
Richard Le Gallienne’s booklet, “* The 
Art of Living,” telling of Sanatogen’s 
kindly help. Address The Bauer 
Chemical Co., 30 E Irving Place, N. Y: 
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more dumfounded, “I wrote it nine years 
ago; you didn’t even know her then!” 

It was now Jacqueline’s turn to gape. 
She put out her hand grasping the rock 
beside her. 


“You wrote it—wine years ago?” she 
finally brought out of her wild, inner 
whirlings. 

“Yes,” he said; “I thought it too poor 


to publish. I thought, indeed, that I'd 
destroyed it.” 
To his alarm, she suddenly crumpled 


down on the fir-needles and took her 
bowed head in both hands. On his knees 
beside her, Cleyden tried vainly to pull 
away her hands, to draw her to him. 

‘““What’s the matter? Oh, my dearest 
child, what is the matter?” he kept 
murmuring. 

She showed him, finally, a terrible little 
face, wild, white, ravaged, despairing. 

“She told me you had written those lines 
there—at High Hall during our visit! 
She told me that! She told me that!” 

.Cleyden couldn’t take in the full meaning 
of it at once. 

“Mrs. Warren told you?” he asked. 
“But how could she? She knew I had 
suppressed them—that I thought them 
very wretched. How could she have told 
you I'd written them then?” 

“Because,” said Jacqueline desolately, 
“she knew me better than you did. Be- 
cause she knew that if I thought—as it 
says”’—she glanced at the bit of paper that 
lay where he had dropped it when he knelt 
beside her—“‘that you still loved her, I 
would—somehow manage it—to set you 


free, you know.’ 
There was one instant still before it 
crashed on him. Then “Oh!” he cried, 


and put up his hand over his eyes as 
though the sudden, hideous glare had 
blinded him. There was a long silence. 

Jacqueline’s voice, faint and oddly 
childlike, broke it. 

“So you see,” she murmured, “when her 
husband was killed—when she was free— 
to set you free, too—I did—this.”’ 

Behind the hand which still clutched his 
eyes, he saw, with painfully wide inner 
vision, the whole appalling, tragic explana- 
tion of everything. This, then, was the 
reason of her absences, her coolnesses, her 
strange behavior of the past two months. 

“But why,” he moaned, still with his 
eyes hidden, ‘“‘did you so insist on knowing 
her—on keeping it up with her?” 

It was just as well that he couldn’t see 
the pathos of the slight smile with which 
Jacqueline answered. 

“T had to know if you still lovéd her,” 
she said. ‘‘I couldn't know without seeing 
you together.” 

He thought, ev en in that full moment, of 


Mrs. Day’s warning never to take her 
daughter “for granted.”” Now he looked 
at her. 


“Jack, my dearest,’ he said, “‘shall we 
begin all over again?” 

But she shook her head. 

“T couldn’t let you do that,” she said, 
“after what I’ve done. Of course,” she 
added simply, without the least insistence 
in her tone, as if he would quite believe her, 
“there’s been nothing between Conny and 
me except just our being good pals. He 
didn’t want to do this. I had to promise 
I’d marry him when you divorced me to 
make him do it.” 

She was right in counting on Cleyden’s 
belief in her strange disclosure. He did 
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not doubt it for an instant—hadn’t 
doubted it, in fact, since his meeting with 
Conny Brett. It was totally a different 
thing which was now tormenting him. 

** Jacqueline,” he said, at last, “please 
look at me. I want to ask you something, 
and I can’t trust anything but your eyes 
to answer me. 

She turned them to his, full of sur- 
rise. 

“Well?” she asked. 

*Tt’s this,” he said, and here he took her 
hands and held them fast: ** Just how much 
do you love me?” 

She paled and flamed alternately, and 
her eyes wavered from his. 

“What's the use of asking things like 
that?’’ she murmured in distress. ‘“‘It 
couldn’t matter. The world , 

“Oh, the world!” -he said softly. ‘“‘ You 
and I are the only world I care about. 
You see’’—his voice came a little breath- 
less and uneven, as though his heart-beats 
shook it—**I can’t help remembering what 
you said to me—when I asked you to 
marry me, you know.”’ 

* Ah, it was J who asked you!” corrected 
the girl, with her gentle bitterness. 

“Don't be childish,” he pleaded. “You 
know that isn’t so—not really. What you 
said to me was that you weren’t senti- 
menta!—that you were sure it wasn’t in 
you to care more for anyone than you did 
for me. Tell me’’—he had her hands 
against her breast now; his face was 
close to hers—‘*‘tell me, darling: Couldn’t 
I make you care more for me—now that 
you know I love you, only you, just—by 
loving you, I mean? Don’t you think you 
could come to love me more?”’ 

At this, she tore away her hands, and 
sprang up like a creature exasperated 
beyond endurance. 

“No,” she cried, “‘no; I couldn’t— 








because what I said was the truth—the | 


unchangeable truth!” 

Then, as he stood before her, white and 
stricken, she burst forth between laughing 
and crying: 

“Oh. for a poet—how sfone blind you 
are! I said—I said’’—she was almost 
sobbing now—‘‘that I could never love 
anyone more than I loved you then, 
because’’—here a sob came—* because 
I've always loved you with all my heart 
and soul!”’ 

Cleyden gasped, stared; then, as she 
began to run from him, overtook her with 
a bound that young Brett couldn’t have 
bettered, and seized her in his arms. The 


silence that followed was certainly 
“golden.” Something in his tight clutch of 
her, as though he were clutching life itself, 


and the wetness of the cheek he pressed so 
hard to hers told her more, just then, 
than any words or any kiss could have 
donk : 


The unfortunate Conny Brett had to 
camp with them for a week, in order to 
turn the scandal he had so unwillingly 
abetted into a friendly excursion, and 
Jacqueline’s announcement to those “two 
or three people” into one of “ Jack’s 
outrageous jokes.” 

A fortnight later, Mrs. Warren received 


the unpublished lines to Egeria, with the 
cor date on which they had been 
writ typed above them. 

She never knew whether they had been 


— ed to her by Cleyden or by Jacque 
Ine 


For a Bigger Salary Tomorrow 
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ot Salesmen Earn 
$2,000—$5,000—$10,000 a Year 


Inside workers area part of a non-business producing machine—their earning capacity is limited. 
Men who can sell—who have the power to persuade people to purchase their products, always 
command big incomes. They are the direct producers of profits—the life blood of any concern. 
It is the trained Salesmen who brings in the orders—whose services, thousands of concerns today 
are seeking—and to whom they are willing to pay large commissions and salaries. 


Be a Salesman—Earn While You Learn 


Our Home Study Course in Scientific Salesmanship gives you the necessary training. It tells 
you how to prepare a “Selling Talk’”—how to approach the prospect—how to manage the inter- 
view—how and when toclose. It is the one system of practical training that links ability to 
opportunity and fits you to earn while youlearn. Employers everywhere recognize the 
value of N.S. T. A. training. Our Employment Bureau has constantly on file more 
requests for salesmen than we can possibly fill. 
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LIFTOFF CORNS 


WITH THE FINGERS! 


A Few Drops of FREEZONE Loosen 
Corns or Calluses So They Lift Of. 


ERE is a mighty simple and easy way 

to get rid of your corns and calluses. 
Apply a few_drops of Freezone directly 
upon a tender aching corn or a callus. It 
dries immediately. ‘The corn-pain is re- 
lieved. The corn or callus then begins to 
dry up, and shortly it can be peeled off 
with fingers. 


FREEZONE 


doesn’t irritate or inflame the surrounding 
skin or flesh. You feel no pain or soreness 
while applying Freezone or afterwards. 
You'll like it immensely. Women who 
wear high-heeled footwear will appreciate 
Freezone. Keep a tiny bottle on your 
Ge eed ~~ Aresser and never let your corns ache twice. 


1 in these small 
botiles with glass rod applier 
Each botile is packed in a 
round wood case bearing the FREEZONE CAN BE OBTAINED FROM ANY 


name DRUG STORE IN THE U. 5S. AND CANADA 


The Edward Wesley Company, Cincinnati, Ohio 
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CHICAGO MUNICIPAL PIER, 


Strong to resist the force of wave 


or storm. 


Strong to withstand disintegrating 
assaults of time and the elements. 


Strong to protect from either 


weather or fire. 


A translucent ventilated wall of 
shining glassand steel, sturdy in 
construction and attractive in 


appearance. 


Made where most of America’s Solid 
Steel Windows are made, at the. 
Detroit Steel Products Co., 2518 E. 
Grand Boulevard, Detroit. 


An Excellent Tonic for 
Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s Hair 


BALDPATE 


“HAIR TONIC 
sacramental 


a+} 


uppl u. semd S140 
Send 10c for Trial Size 
cations obtaings et the better barter et 


BALDPATE CO., NEW YORK 


467 West 34th Street. Dept. C. 
SOLD EVERYWHERE 





In three hours you 


r , 
™ ; in can have just the 
il x a> prettiest curls and 


Y 
wayes! And they 


remain « long dan. when Liquid Silmenne is used 
before rolling the hair in curlers. 


Liquid Silmerine 


is perfectly harmless. Easily applied with brush. 
Hair is nice and fluffy when combed out. Silmerine 


is also a splendid dressing. Keeps hair fine and 
glossy. Directions with bottle. At your druggist's. 
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Myself and Others 


(Continued from page 8 3) 


enclosed the unfortunate canary in a night- 
light box and buried it with full funeral 
honors in a corner of the garden, inscribing 
on a wooden headstone over the grave: 
** Alas, poor Dick!” the quotation, I think, 
having been cribbed from Goldsmith. | 
found ona recent visit to Jersey that the 
grave was still carefully preserved by the 
present occupant of St. Saviour’s. He had 
also thought it worth while to remove from 
a window a pane of glass on which I had 
engraved my name with my engagement 
ring, and to have it framed and hung in 
the deanery. How proud I felt! 

Living the life of my brothers trans- 
formed me into an incorrigible tomboy. 
I could climb trees and vault fences with 
the best of them, and I entered with infinite 
relish into their practical jokes. I have a 
lively recollection of my youngest brother 
and myself patrolling the old tree-shaded 
churchyard at midnight (when we were 
supposed to be in bed) mounted on stilts 
and draped in sheets, disquieting late 
passers very effectually. This prank con- 
tinued until some one wrote to the Jersey 
papers, threatening the ghosts at St 
Saviour’s with a dose of cold lead. We had 
a veritable passion for annexing door- 
knockers, and scarcely a door in the parish 
was allowed to retain one. We braved 
threats, dogs, enraged householders, even 
shotguns to obtain these trophies. One of 
our chief butts was an old man named 
Wilkins, who lived at the head of the 
deanery lane. He was patient and long- 
suffering, but occasionally went to my 
father with a formal complaint. Having 
relieved him of his door-knocker one even- 
ing, we tied a long, strong cord to his bell, 
making the other end fast to a stone, which 
we threw over a wall opposite, with the 
result that every passer-by, either afoot or 
on horseback, struck the cord, causing the 
old man’s bell to ring furiously. At each 
fresh clanging. Wilkins emerged with the 
promptitude of a cuckoo striking the hour, 
and hurled the most violent language at 
the innocent wayfarers. Finally, our 
audible chuckles behind the wall located 
the real culprits, and Wilkins preceded us 
to the deanery, where a complaint was 
lodged and fitting chastisement inflicted. 

About the last escapade which I re- 
member was one in which my sex pre- 
vented me from taking an active part 
{n old statue of George II stood proudly 
in the square of St. Helier’s, and my broth- 
ers conceived the appalling idea of tarring 
and feathering this royal and stony person- 
age. I shall never forget the tremendous 
and wrathful excitement which ensued 
when the townspeople discovered the out- 
rage. It is an ill wind, however, which 
does not blow profit to some quarter and 
an enterprising photographer coined money 
by “snapping” his majesty for souvenir 
purposes before scourers and painters ha 
made him presentable again.. Not in- 
frequently, through our reputation for all 
manner of pranks, my brothers and 1 got 
the name without the game, everything 
mischievous that was done being attributed 
offhand to ‘‘the dean’s family.” 

While the tomboy element was conspicu- 
ous in me, I had my serious side as wel 
and would hide away and read for hours, 
longer, sometimes, than even my father 
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hought good for me. I never went to 
school, and for that reason had few girl 
riends. A French governess labored faith- 
ily to impart knowledge to me, but I am 
raid I was rather a handful. My brothers 
vere all educated at Victoria College 
the Jersey public school), and «he only 
real work I did was with their tutor when 
he came each evening to overlook the 
reparation of their work for the following 
lay. He gave me a fairly good education 
‘the classics and mathematics, which 
man, French, and other masters. My 
ther, being a remarkably clever and 
wogressive man, believed firmly in the 
higher education for women. 

At the age of thirteen, I developed, with 
wo girl friends, a taste for spiritualism 
ind table-turning, and gradually, through 
wr interesting experiences, became en- 
grossed in it. One particular table which 
e used in our séances displayed such 
xtraordinary agility, cut so many capers, 
ind answered some of our questions so 
ntelligently, that I began to regard myself 
4s a medium and to feel that I really was, 
is the spirits assured me, the cause of 
ese manifestations. Even to this day, 
ible-turning fascinates and mystifies me. 
Some years subsequent to my youthful 
xperiments, I discussed the subject with 
Sardou, the famous French dramatist, 
himself an ardent spiritualist, and asked 
him why the spirits never really enlight 
ned me, although they were quite ready 
0 rap out answers after I had sat for a 
ew moments at the table. He replied 
hat I had not pursued the matter far 
ough, and that I was as yet in touch 
mly with the cuisiniers (the undercooks 

the occult world. He asserted—an 
issertion which I did not and do not credit 
that spooks may reveal themselves by 
howering flowers about the room and by 


erforming other seemingly impossible 
acts, and wound up with the sweeping 
statement that only fools did not believe 
the supernatural. In any case, there 
is no trickery in our table-turning, and 
remember how deadly frightened we 
hree girls once were to feel ourselves 


is supplemented by lessons from Ger 


ragged on a large sofa from one end of 
he room to the other, amid a weird rustling, 
ery like the whirring of huge wings. 

I grew up, my brothers also, and the 
“oys all elected to serve their queen by 
nd or water. (To-day, of the once 
merry group that frolicked about St. 


viour’s, only three remain—Willie, 
lement, and myself). With my girlhood, 
ew interests came into my life. Nota 
w of the parochial duties devolved upon 
ne. Frequently, when my mother, owing 
» indisposition, could not accompany 
her on his official visits, or if, for 

me « ly good reason, she was unable 
) prese prizes at school and other 
CUO I served as her substitute, and 
0 my share in visiting the sick and 
sire I dare say this being put 
ir little prominently had the 
ect of making me rather precocious. At 
1 events, when I approached my four 
centh year, I began to think that I 
hou be included in invitations to our 
pleas picnics and small informal] dances. 
My mother agreed with me, and, in 
pite of my youth, I became her com- 
panior these occasions. Going about as 
I did as impossible not to meet people 
der n myself, and before I knew it, 
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Any old ice box will keep foods cold, but it takes 
more than cold air to keep them safe to eat. Dry 
air circulation, perfect drainage, white porcelain 
enamel lining with rounded corners, and main- 
tenance of lowest temperature are all so combined 
in Bohn Syphon Refrigerators that they provide 
perfect food preservation and safety. 


Syphon 
B H N Refrigerators 


Their economy shown 
in low ice bills and pre- 
vention of food waste 
continues throughout 
their long life. Ask 
“why” of the Bohn 
Dealer in your city or 
write us for our catalog. 
Big buyers like the 
Pullman Company and 
the great American 
railroads use the Bohn 






























4 Syphon System in their 
x cars requiring refrig- 
= eration. 
! 1000 Cold Food Recipes 


And A Novel Toy For Children 


Nearly 1000 recipes of ices 
salads, beverages, candies, con 
veniently arranged and bound in 
white cloth. This valuable book 
and our new cut-out “The Bohn 
Sanitary Kitchen,” 50c postpaid 


WHITE ENAMEL REFRIGERATOR CO. 


Main Office and Factory 
1512 University Ave., ST. PAUL, Minn. 
New York: 53 W. 42d St. — 
Chicago: Washington St.at Garland Ct. 
Los Angeles: 803 So. Hill St. 
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RED PLUG 
\ PREVENTS 
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T he heel that provides protection, comtort andlong wear 
but has no holes to track mud and dirt ~—Ask for the hee! 
withthe Red Plug 

Olnainable in all sizes~— ‘la white wlan, 50c. attached —all QJealer 
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Diamonds @ Watches 
ON CREDIT 


; Tt send Sor Thte Handsome 116-Page |The Loftis “Perfection” 
4 Catalog, containing over 2,000 illus-| Diamond Ring is our great 


pees 








trations of Diamonds, Watches, Jew- | special. 
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for personal wear or fora gift, then | of fiery brilliancy, are used. Skill- 


This scientific hair color re- 
storer isclean and dainty, pure 
andcolorless as water. It leaves 
the hair soft and fluffy, ready 

“to curl and dress. It doesn’t 
interfere with washing. 


Vary, Goldmanp 
FHar~- Color Restorer- 


It isn’t a crude dye—but a mild re- 
storer, which brings back the original 
color in from four to eight days. You 
simply comb it through the hair. 


It works miracles with those first gray streaks 
—they disappear like magic. 

Since it was discovered by a woman to stop 
her own gray hair thousands of men and women 
have used it. 


If all the world could learn about Mary T. 
Goldman's Hair Color Restorer, there would be 
no more gray hair. 

Send for free Trial Bottle and be sure to say what color 
your hair was before turning gray. ell us whether it wus 


black, dark brown, medium brown or light brown. Better, 
enclose a lock with your letter. 


We will send you the trial bottle and a special comb 
with which to apply it, by return mail. en you waht the 
full-size bottle you can get it direct from us if you prefer not 
to buy of your druggist. Regular size costs $1.00. (122) 


MARY T. GOLDMAN 


373 Goldman Bldg. St. Paul, Minn. 


ESTABLISHED 50 YEARS 


Only —_ high-grade 
n 


Select anything desired, either | Diamonds, perfect in cut and full 


a @ ask us to send it for your examin- | fully mounted in our famous Loftis 
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‘4 If you like it, — ann of the | $40, $50, $75, $100, $125. 
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and to my bewilderment—I was scarcely 
over fourteen—I received my first pro- 
posal, a very serious one, from an officer 
whose regiment was quartered in the island, 

He was the son of one of the highest 
dignitaries in the Church—but he failed 
to find favor in my eyes. Subsequently, 
one or two other suitors appeared, these 
also without making any impression on 
me. Such experiences, however, had 
sent my thoughts drifting into a new 
channel, and, like other girls, I began 
to dream of the real Prince Charming 
who would some day appear. In a short 
time he came, in the person of Edward 
Langtry, an Irishman, about thirty years 
old, a widower, hailing from Belfast. His 
father, I might mention, was the first man 
to run a line of steamers from Belfast to 
Stranraer, and his public-spiritedness and 
practical interest in the welfare of the 
former city had gained for him the title 
of the ‘‘Father of Belfast.’’ His portrait, 
the first ever painted on commission by 
Millais, still hangs on the wall of the pub- 
lic library in Belfast. 

Just at this time, my brother Willie 
returned from India to be married. Mr. 
Langtry, who was well known in the island, 
and who had a large and luxurious yacht 
called the Red Gauntlet, gave a ball at the 
yacht club as part of my brother’s wedding 
festivities. It was a far more elaborate 
and extravagant affair than anything I 
had hitherto witnessed, and it impressed 
me wonderfully. The walls were hung 
with yachts’ flags; the supper was much 
less sketchy than I had been accustomed 
to, and, to crown all, the hall and stairway 
were lined with the sailors in their spotless 
white suits. To me, it was simply daz- 
zling, an Arabian Nights Entertainment, 


and its donor instantly became in my 
eyes a hero. Now followed various 
cruises in the Red Gauntlet, my father 


accompanying me. One took us to the 
French coast and back. The result maj 
be surmised. I thought myself desper- 
ately in love, and, at the end of six weeks. 
accepted Mr. Langtry’s proposal of mar- 
riage. My elation was not shared warmly 
by my father and mother. The former 
desired me to see more of life beiore | 
married, and the latter had set her heart 
on my having a London season previous 
to the settling of such a serious matter. 
But the stronger the opposition, the more 
determinedly I clung to my engagement, 
the result being that I had my way. 

Very early one morning, I was married 
in dear old Saint Saviour’s. Unlike most 
girls, I elected to be married in my travel- 
ng gown, as I disliked the idea of a big 
wedding and the conventional bridal ar- 
ray. Mr. Langtry and I sailed away the 
same day in the Red Gauntlet to his 
yachting pied d terre, Cliff Lodge, o 
Southampton Water. I entered eagerly 
with him into the sport of yachting, and 
we lived all that summer on board, going 
from one regatta to another, to compete 
in sailing-matches, of which we won sev 
eral, the most important being the Inter- 
national Yacht Race at Havre, which our 
yacht carried off ina gale. How I enjoyed 
the excitement of that rece, crowding 
sail to the verge of danger, with the whirl 
ing spray drenching us to the skin! 

Occasionally, however, yacht- racing 
could be dull in the extreme. To ™ 
about, becalfned, for hours, whistling for 4 
breath of wind, was deadly. Once, in # 


nding 
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imj “rtant race, we drifted along so slug- 
gishly that I went to bed in disgust, and 
though we floated past the winning-post 
in the small hours, Mr. Langtry refrained, 
out of consideration for my slumbers, from 
firing the announcing cannon, and discov- 
ered to his consternation the next day that 
he had lost the prize by not doing so. 
The two leading vessels had become em- 
bedded in some shoals, and a yacht arriv- 
ing long after us was awarded the cup. 

I need dwell no further on my life at this 
period. It was uneventful until I was 
orostrated by a severe attack of typhoid 
iever. which laid me up for quite some time. 
When I became convalescent, my physi- 
jan ordered a change of air, and we 
lecided on London—a decision which 
ater events proved to be a most mo- 
mentous one. I cannot remember what 
led us to select the great, smoky city 
‘§ a sanatorium—but, anyhow, we ar- 
rived at Waterloo Station one murky 
morning in January, and, after stopping 
it a hotel for a day or two, took what 
ve considered suitable apartments in a 
thoroughfare now known as Eaton Place, 

How strange and confusing the bustle 
nd turmoil of the greatest city in the 
orld was to me can only be thoroughly 
realized by those few who, like myself, had 
ved to the age of sixteen without ever 
taving seen a railway train! As for my 
iusband, an extremely shy man who had 
nent his life since leaving Oxford in out- 
oor country sports, he felt quite like a 
sh out of water. 

The next instalment of Myself and Others 

will appear in Jane Cosmopolitan. 


Tenting To-night 


Continued from page 33 


stup-overs. And not to stop over is to lose 
he joy of the trip. It is an ideal two to 
nree weeks’ jaunt with a_pack-train. 
{woman who can sit a horse—and every 
1¢ can ride in a Western saddle—a woman 
in make the land trip not only with 
miort but with joy. That is, a woman 
ho likes the outdoors. 

What did we wear, that bright morning 
hen, all ready at last, the cook on the 
tuck-wagon, the boats ambling ahead, 
th Bill Hossick, the teamster, driving 
ne long line of heavily packed horses and 
ur own saddlers lined up for the adventure, 
émoved out onto the trail? 

Well, the men wore khaki riding-trousers 
id flannel shirts, broad-rimmed felt hats, 
my socks drawn up over the cuff of the 
reeches. and pack-shoes. A pack-shoe is 
ue in which the leather of the upper part 
makes the sole also, without a seam. 
ito this soit sole is sewed a heavy leather 
ae. The pack-shoe has a fastened tongue 

S terproot. 


And I? I had not counted on the 
movie man, and I was dressed for 
miort in the woods. I had buckskin 


ng breeches and high boots, and over 
ling-shirt I wore a cloth coat. 


os 


n my war-bag a divided skirt 
a linen suit, for hot days, of 
teches and coat. But of this latter, the 


sts the better. It betrayed me 
id, in rtions, deserted me. 

All of us carried tin drinking-cups, which 
ed with the bells on the pack-animals for 
tgle. Most of us had sweaters or leather 
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They Came to Jeer and Stayed to Cheer | 


HEY thought her onlya simple peasant girl, and that they might make 
mockery of her. She had never seen the King. So they set up another in the 
King’s seat, and the King himself went among his people. 


. 2 . * ‘rr . 
But Joan was inspired, and*@aight to the true King she walked. Their 
laughter was turned to awe. This thrilling, true thing, actually happened in 
the life of Joan of Arc. It happened half a thousand years ago. 
Five hundred years the world waited for the master to come who would tell 


this lofty story as it should be told—the story of the little girl who in asingle year 
rose to the supremme command of a king’s armies—who led a nation to victory. 


Five hundred years the story of this miracle that shall neVer die, passed from 
generation to generation waiting for a teller who could put it in a form worthy 
of its greatness. 


It was destined for an American to grasp the mighty vision and 
write it with a pen of living fire. It was destined to be told by our own 


MARK TWAIN 


Perhaps you think you have read a good Here are 25 volumes filled with the 
deal of Mark Twain. Are you sure? Have a er and the tear ae the figh me am 
; ; i? made Mark n st mnderful. He was 

you tead ali the novels: 1a . Tee yuntiful ¢ and humor. He 





























hort es? Have a yet much more, r while he laughed 

shting a sll the humos with the world, his lonely spirit struggled 

with the sadness of human life, and sought 

, es a x mes? to findthe key. Beneath the laughter is a 

Get back the glamour of youth. Read big human soul, a big philosopher. 

once more of T yer, the best loved He was a gallant fighter for freedom, for 

be the k, that preci hum lity. The simplicity, the kindly 
° n 


the generosity, the spirituality half 
aled, that w 





1 folk d the 


- : like to think is America 
Mark Twain so 








grown folk these were Mark Twain. If foreign 
dear to the hearts of n and women and nations love him, we in this country give 
‘ . es s ‘ him first place in our hearts. The home 

and girls in ¢ ized country on without Mark Twain is not an American 
tl@ face of the globe. home. 


Mark Twain Made This Low Price Himself 


Mark Twain once went into a book store to buy some books. He de- 
manded an author’s discount, because he was an author; he demanded a pub- 
lisher’s discount, because he was connected with Harper & Brothers; he de- 
manded a minister’s discount, because his father had once thought of being a 
minister; and it finally figured out that the bookseller owed Mark Twain money 
for taking the book away from him. 


Mark Twain believed in getting books as cheaply as possible. ‘That’s 
why he sacrificed royalties and wanted us to sell his own books at the lowest 


possible price—so that every home might own them. o° oes 
r ° o” ~—s HARPER 
The Price Must Go Up of” = & BROS. 


But he could not foresee this war and how it would send up the 4? NEW YORK 
price of paper, cloth, even ink. So that the ol4 low price cannot be 4 Send me, all charges 
ff | *. ¢ prepaid, set of Mark 
offered much longer. As soon as the present supply is gone, the 9% Twain's works in 25 
ice tg q @ volumes, illustrated, 
= saat ode e bound in handsome green 
cloth, stamped in gold, gold 





So take advantage of Mark Twain’s generosity : ; 
. and his discount to you, while you can. o tops and untrimmed edges. If 
not satisfactory. I will return 
Send the coupon today and get the low price—and a wonder- o them at your expense. Otherwise I 
ful set of books. on approval. Of course, we take the 0k o will send you $1 oo within oo 
+} aa 4 < + 00 f onths re zet- 

back at our expense, if they're not all you expect. Send the Ps an ed case price aaler 


coupon today e 


?. 2 
Harper & Brothers, New York—1817-1917 6? **™ 






Address 


QJ wided on Canadian price because of duty 






























| of the best bits of thé trip when Joe 
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wind-jammers. The guides wore chap: of 
many colors, boots with high heels, which 
put our practical packs in the shade, and 
gay silk handkerchiefs. 

Joe was to be a detachable unit. As a 
matter of fact, he became detached rather 
early in the game, having been accidentally 
given a bucker. It was on the second day. 
I think, that his horse buried his head 
between his fore legs, and dramatized one 

was 
totally unable to photograph it. 

He had his own, guide and extra horse 
for the camera. It had been our expecta- 
tion that, at the most hazardous parts of 
the journey, he would perch on some crag 


| and show us courageously risking our necks 


et 

et There are hundreds of thousands of men with clear brains, good health | 
ba: and plenty of ambition who ought to succeed, but who are regularly 
ye ‘fired”’, “kicked out” or “held down.”” WHY? Read the answer in this 
a book “Ten Years’ Promotion In One”—a book that will open your eyes | 
to some plain, common-sense success facts. 
be If a man feels that the chances are every ambitious person to read this book, | 
i. all against him; that it requires ‘‘pull”’or evenif he had to pay $5to getacopy.’’ Let | 


“luck’’ or a combination of both to land 
#3 the job higher up orto increase hisincome, 
: this helpful, inspiring book will convince 
him otherwise. x prominent Chicago busi- 

ness man recently said, ‘‘It would pay 


us send it to you FREE, with literature 


explaining how thousands of men have | 


found the short cut to promotion in busi- 
ness and professional life through the 
training offered by 


LaSalle Extension University 


*‘The World’s Greatest Extension University’’ 
$4 More than 125,000 men of all ranks and positions, from office clerks to corporation officials, have 


benefited from LaSalle training and service. 


The complete La Salle organization and its associations 
consist of more than 800 people. It is backed by capital of 
$1,000,000, with assets in excess of $2,000,000. It has a staff of 
more than 300 prominent business experts, professional men, 

=a. text and special lecture writers, contributors, instructors 
and assistants, including recognized authorities in all de- 
partments. Its students and graduates can be found 
throughout the entire English-speaking world. 


‘ Within the past two years the buying power of the Ameri- 
a ean dollar hes shrunk from 30 to 50 per cent. If your income 
5 is not more today than it was a year or two ago, your earn- 

: ing power, too, has shrunk in proportion. 
; To-day, big incomes are virtually beg- 
ging for mento come and earn them. 
recent editorial in the Saturday Evening 
Post on ‘‘Help Wanted at $5000 a Year’’ re- 
| ferred to a business man who complained 

that ‘‘At $10 a week he had three applica- 
tions for every job; at $100 a week, two 


Over 20,000 new students annually now avail 


themselves of the home-study courses offered in the various departments of the University. 


tion advertised by the same concern at the same time in tke | 


Same paper did not bring a single applicant—NOT ONE. 


Big business is in need of capable executives, auditors, | 


com, llers, business and office managers, traffic managers, 
I y-trained men, bank officials, certified public account- 
ants, cost accountants, sales managers, etc. 
these positions is within the reach of the wide-awake man 


Any one of | 


who has intelligence and common-sense and will apply | 


himself. No man need be content to do under-paid, disa- 
greeable work, with the abundant opportunities trained 
men now have to pick positions with worth-while incomes. 


Indicate in coupon the position for which you wish to quali- 
fy. We will send you a complete descriptive catalog, ex- 
plaining fully how our training places the position of your 
choice within your grasp. Our p enables you touse your 
spare time. You can carry on the work in your home or office, 
by mail, without interference with your present duties and 
you can pay for the course a little each month if you wish. 


Your chance to get ahead is here before you—right now. 
Mark with an X the course in which you are interested. 


jobs for every applicant.’’ A want ad for 
@ $15 a week job in Chicago brought 171 = Send for your copy of “*Ten Years’ Promotion In One’’ today. 
written applicants. A $5000 a year posi- You will never part with it except to loan it to a friend. 


= == «FREE BOOK COUPON—MAIL IT TODA Y=-=—= 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept.555-R, Chicago. 
Send me free copy of book “Ten Years’ Promotion In One’’; also catalog and particulars regarding 
the training course and service in department marked with X. 


Business Administration: oO Interstate Commerce and 
Official, managerial and execu- Railway Traffic: 
“ tive positions. Railway and Industrial Traffic 








Commercial Spanish: 
Foreign Correspondent with 
Latin American Countries. 





ti Higher Accountancy: _ Managers, Traffic Experts, etc. '- Effective Public Speaking: 
3 Auditors. Comptrollers, Certified Banking and Finance: Training in the Art of FoPteful, 
, Public Accountants, Cost Ac- Officials, Tellers, Cashiers, Trust Effective Speech. 
countants, ete. : Officers, Financial Managers, etc. oO Elements of Accounting: 
Business English: : Law: Degree of L.L.B. Training for Expert Bookkeeping 
a @ Business Correspondents, Writ- Executive-Business Positions Positions. 
9 ers of Advertisements and Sales Requiring Legally-Trained Men. 
Literature. 
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itiful new catalog De Luxe No. 8. Select an appropriate gift 

>, pay for it at eonvenient intervals 


CO., Inc., Dept. 8, 2-4 Maiden Lane, New York 


an 





> more pleasure to your Wife, S 


egutt 

















early incr 
Diamond 
















a} f 


L. W. SWEET 


“| as the tinkle of its bells. 


to have a good time. But on the really 
bad places he had his own life to save, and 
he never fully trusted Maud, I think, after 
the first day. Maud was his horse. 

Besides, when he did climb to some eery, 
and photographed me, for instance, in a 
sort of Napoleon-crossing-the-Alps _atti- 
tude, sitting my horse on the brink of 
eternity and being reassured from safety 
by the Optimist—outside the picture, of 
course—the developed film flattened out 
the landscape. So that, although I was on 
the edge of a cafion a mile deep, I might as 
well have been posing on the bank of the 
Ohio River. 

On the east side of the park I had ridden 
High-ball. It is not particularly significant 
that I started the summer on High-ball 
and ended it on Budweiser. Now I had 
Angel, a huge white mare with a pink nose, 
a loving disposition, and a gait that kept 
me swallowing my tongue for fear I would 
bite the end off it. The Little Boy had 
Prince, a small pony which ran exactly 
like an Airedale dog, and in every canter 
beat out the entire string. The Head had 
H , and considered him well indicated. 
One broncho was called Bronchitis. The 
top horse of the string was Bill Shea's 
Dynamite, according to Bill Shea. There 
were Dusty, Shorty, Sally Goodwin, Buffalo 
Tom, Chalk-eye, Comet, and Swapping 
Tater—Swapping Tater being a pacer who, 
when he hit the ground, swapped feet. Bob 
had Sister Sarah. 

At last; everything was ready. The 
pack-train got slowly under way. We 
leaped into our saddles—‘‘leaped”’ being a 
figurative term which grew more and more 
figurative as time went on and we grew 
saddle-weary and stiffi—and, passing the 
pack-train on a canter, led off for the 
wilderness. 

All that first day we rode, now in the 
sun, now in deep forest. Luncheon-time 
came, but the pack-train was far behind. 
We waited, but we could not hear so much 
So we munched 
cakes of chocolate from the pockets oi our 
riding-coats and went grimly on. 

The wagon with the boats had made 
good time. It was several miles along the 
wagon-trail before we caught up with tt. 











| It had found a quiet harbor beside the road 
| and the boatmen were demanding 1000 


We tossed them what was left of the 
chocolate and went on. 

The presence of a wagon-trail in that 
empty land, unvisited and unknow®, 
requires explanation. In the first place, " 
was not really a road. It was a trail, ane 
in places barely that. But, sixteen years 
before, a road had been cleared through the 
forest by some people who believed there 


was oil near the Canadian line. They ™ 
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down trees and built corduroy bridges. 
But in sixteen vears it has not been used. 
No wheels have worn it smooth. It takes 
its leisurely way, now through. wilderness, 
now through burned country where the 
trees stand stark and dead, now through 
prairie or creek-bottom, now up, now down, 
always with the range rising abruptly to 
the east, and with the Flathead River 
somewhere to the west. 

It will not take much expenditure to 


hasitsfaults {It goes down steep slopes 

on the second day out, the chuck-wagon 
got away, and, fetching up at the bottom, 
hrew out Bill the cook and nearly broke 
his neck. It climbs like a cat after a young 
robin. It is rocky or muddy or both. But 
t is, potentially. a road. 

The Rocky Mountains run northwest 
and southeast, and in numerous basins, fed 
by melting glaciers and snowfields, are 
deep and quiet lakes. These lakes, on the 
west side, discharge their overflow through 
roaring and precipitous streams to the 
Flathead, which flows south and east. 
While our general direction was north, it 

as our intention to turn off east and camp 

t the different lakes, coming back again 
to the wagon-trail to resume our journey. 

Therefore, it became necessary, day after 

to take our boats off the wagon-roac 
ind haul them along foot-trails none too 
good. The log of the two boats is in itself a 
thrilling story. There were days and days 
when the wagon was mired, when it stuck 
in the fords of streams or in soft places on 
he trail. It was a land flotilla by day, 
nd. with its straw. a couch at night. And 
here came, toward the end of the journey, 
hat one nerve-racking day when, over a 
sixty-foot cliff down a foot-trail, it was nec- 
ssary to rope wagon, boats. and all, to get 
the boats into the Flathead River. 

But all this was before us then. We 

vy knew it was summer, that the days 
vere warm and the nights cool. that the 
treams were full of trout, that such things 
as telegraphs and telephones were falling 
far in our rear, and that before us was the 
Big Adventure. 

The first night we camped at Bridge 
Creek on a river-flat. Beside us, the creek 
rolled and foamed. The horses, in their 
rope corral. lay down and rolled in sheer 
cstasy when their heavy packs were re- 

ved. The cook set up his sheet-iron 
stove beside the creek, built a wood fire. 

the stove over it. fried meat, boiled 

toes. heated beans, and made cofiee 

the tents were going up. From a 

t near by came the thud of an ax as 
hes were cut for bough beds. 

I have slept on all kinds of bough beds. 

L\ be divided into three classes 

s the one which is high in the mid 

slopes down at the side—there is 

ng so slippery as pine-needles—so 

¥y morning vou are quite likely to be 

y off the bed but out of the tent 

ere is the bough bed made by the 


guide when he is in a great hurry, which 
s of large branches and not very 
needles. So that in the morning, on 


one is as furrowed as a waffle off 

And there is the third kind, 

the real bough bed, but which 

1 off in a moment, like a 

t must be the result of calculation, 

nd much labor. It is to this bough 
it J shall some day indite an ode. 


Ss the way you go about :t: First, i 
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ULL-ON a pair of Rinexed shoes—they’re 

comfortable from the start. No gradual 
“breaking in,” as with board-like leather soles. 
No squeaking. No slipping about on hardwood 
floors or marble stairs. No anything that you 
have learned to endure with leather. 


You forget your shoes are new. 


Rinex is the new, synthetic material that is 
fast replacing leather as the national shoe-sole 
material. It is the product of the world’s largest 
rubber manufacturer, backed by years of expe- 
rience in making footwear and sold under the 
seal of satisfaction—“the Honor-Mark of a 
Great Company.” 


It is better for shoe-soles in forty ways than 
either rubber or leather. Next pair of shoes you 
buy, see that they have Rinex Soles. Next pair 
you have resoled, do. the same thing. Rinex 
comes in black, white and tan for everybody’s shoes. 


Insist on Rinex Soles—Look for the Name 


60 High Street, Boston 
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>, United States Rubber Company 
Sold and Heel Dept., 1790 Broadway, New York 
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And you'll be glad to miss all 
signs of holes that invite mud 
ee _ and dirt into the house. 


rau) 








le & Gray. 


Women and Child 


FOSTER RUBBER CO. 
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en auto springs squea 


don’t let them go on squeaking 
There are two ways of stopping the squeak. 
to loosen the clips, spread the springs and insert a paste of graphite and oil 
The new, clean and easy way isto buy a Handy Oil Can full of 3-in-One Oil (25¢ 
at all stores), and once a week simply squirtthe oil along the edges of the leaves and 
3-in-One goes right into the heart of the spring, stops the 
2 squeak and lubricates the leaves, because it isthe most penetrating oil in the world, 


FREE AUTO CIRCULAR and generous sample of 3-in-One 


¢ Three-in-One Oil Co., 
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Boston, Mass. 
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onthe ends of the spring. 
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If you do, chances are they’ll break 
The old bard and dirty wry is 


42EM. Broadway, New York 





SL TTS CN AS AS LENT TARR AT 


on a golf green— 
On city street—asphalt, concrete 
turf-like tread of Cat's Paw Cushion 
- Rubber Heels speed you along. 

Your softened stride is also sure. Cat's Paws 
take you safely over wet and slippery going. 
The Foster Friction Plug slip-proofs the way 
while discouraging wear. 


Oh yes, Cat's Paws are more economical than 
They last longer. 
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you take a large and healthy woodsman 
with an ax, who cuts down a tree—a sub- 
stantial tree. Because this is the frame of 
your bed. But_on no account do this 
yourself. One of the joys of a bough bed 
is seeing somebody else build it. 

The tree is an essential. It is cut into 
six-foot lengths—unless one is more than 
six feet long. If the bed is intended for 
one, two side pieces with one at the head 
and one at the foot are enough, laid flat 
on a level place, making a sort of boxed- 
in rectangle. If the bed is intended {or 
two, another log down the center di- 
vides it into two bunks and prevents 
quarreling. 

Now begins the real work of constructing 
the bough bed. If one is a good manager, 
while the frame is being made, the younger 
members of the family have been perform- 
ing the loving task of getting the branches 
together. When a sufticient number of 
small branches has been accumulated, this 
number, varying from one ton to three, 
judging by size and labor, the bough bed is 
built by the simple expedient of sticking the 
branches into the enclosed space like flow 
ers into a vase. They must be packed very 
closely, stem down. This is a slow and not 
particularly agreeable task for one’s loving 
family and friends, owing to the tendency 
of pine- and balsam-needles to jag. In- 
deed, I have known it to happen that, after 
a try or two, some one in the outfit is del- 
egated to the task of official bed-maker, 
and a slight coldness is noticeable when one 
refers to dusk and bedtime. 

Over these soft and feathery plumes of 
balsam—soft and feathery only through 
six blankets—is laid the bedding, and on 
this couch the wearied and saddle-sore 
tourist may sleep as comfortably as in his 
grandaunt’s feather bed. 

But, dear traveler, it is much simpler to 
take an air-mattress and a foot-pump. 
True, even this has its disadvantages. It 
is not safe to stick pins into it while dis- 
robing at night. Occasionally, a faulty 
valve lets go, and the sleeper dreams he is 
falling from the Woolworth tower. But 
lacking a sturdy woodsman and a loving 
family to collect branches, I advise the air- 
bed. 

Fishing at Bridge Creek, that first even- 
ing, was poor. We caught dozens of small 
trout. But it would have taken hundreds 
to satisfy us after our lunchless day, and 
there were other reasons. 

One casts for trout. There is no sitting 
on a mossy stone and watching a worm 
guilefully struggling to attract a fish to 
the hooks. No; one casts. 

Now, I have learned to cast fairly well. 
On the lawn at home, or in the middle of a 
ten-acre lot, cleared, or the center of a lake, 
I can put out quite a lot of line. In one 
cast out of three, I can drop a fly so that tt 
appears to be committing suicide—which 
is the correct way. But ina thicket I am 
lost. I hold the woman’s record for get- 
ting the hook in my hair or the lobe of the 
Little Boy’s ear. I have hung fish high in 
trees more times than phonographs have 
hanged Danny Deever. I can, under such 
circumsiances (i.e.—the thicket), leave 
camp with a rod, four six-foot leaders, 
an expensive English line, and a smile. 
and return an hour later with a_ six-inch 
trout, a bandaged hand, a hundred and 
eighty mosquito-bites, no leaders, and n° 
smile. 

So we fished little that first evening. and, 
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on the discovery that candles had been ; 
left out of the cook's outfit, we retired early 
to our bough beds, which were, as it hap- | 
pened that night, of class A. 

There was a deer-lick on our camp- | 
ground there at Bridge Creek, and during | 


f 


¢% 






the night deer came down and strayed | 
through the camp. One of the guides saw | THE WORKERS OF THE WORLD 


a black bear also. We saw nothing. Some 
day I shall write an article called: ‘Wild | 
Animals I Have Missed.” 
We had made fourteen miles the first | 
day. with a late start. It was not bad, but | 


| the next day we determined to do better. 
S \t five o'clock we were up, and at five- | 
thirty tents were down and _ breakfast 
} under way. We had had a visitor the 
| night before—that curious anomaly, a 


young hermit. He had been a very well 
known pugilist in the light-weight class 
and, his health failing. he had sought the | 
wilderness. There he had lived for seven 
years alone. 
We asked him if he never cared to see 
people. But he replied that trees were all 
the company he wanted. Deer came and 
browsed around his tiny shack there in the 
voods. All the trout he could use played 
in his front garden. He had a dog and a 
horse. and he wanted nothing else. He 
came to see us off the next morning, and I 
think we amused him. We seemed to need 
so much. He stared at our thirty-one 
horses, sixteen of them packed with things 
e had learned to live without. But 
[ think he rather hated to see us go. We 
1ad brought a little excitement into his 


utet lil 

The first bough bed had been a failure. 
For—note you—lI had not then learned of 
the bough bed de /uxe. This information, 
vhich I have given you so freely, dear 
reader, what has it not cost me in sleepless 
ights and family coldness and aching 
nuscles! 

So I find this note in my daily journal, 
ritten that day on horseback, and there 
re not very legible: 


Mem: After this. must lie over the camp 
ground until I find a place that fits me to sleep 
n. Then have the tent erected over it. 


Chere was a little dissension in the party 
that morning, Joe having wakened in the 
night while being violently shoved out 
inder the edge of his tent by his compan- 
ion, who was a restless sleeper. But ili 
emper cannot live long in the open. We 
settled to the swinging walk of the trail. 
In the mountain meadows there were car- 
pets of flowers. They furnished highly 
esthetic if not very substantial food for our | 
horses during our brief rests. They were | 
very brief, those rests. All too soon, Pete | 
would bring Angel to me, and I would | 
vault into the saddle—ext remely figurative, 
this—and we would fall into line, Pete 
swaying with the cowboy’s roll in the sad- 
dle, the Optimist bouncing freely, Joe | 
with an eve on that pack-horse which car- 
ned the delicacies of the trip, the Big Boy 

| 


with long legs that almost touched the | 
|, the Middle Boy with eyes roving | 
lor adventure, the Little Boy deadly seri- 
ous and hoping for a bear. And some- 
where in the rear, where he could watch all 
responsibilities and supply the smokers 
with matches, the Head. 

That second day, we crossed Dutch. 
Ridge and approached the Flathead. What 

L have called here the Flathead is known 
locally as the North Fork. The pack- | 
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The men who climb to 
dizzy heights in_busi- 
ness—the top-notchers 
in every realm of human 
endeavor— must have 
that steady nerve, men- 
tal poise and physical 
endurance that come 
from living in harmony 
with natural law. Get 
right with Nature by 
eating 


Shredded 
Wheat 


a simple, natural, food 
that supplies every ele- 
ment needed to build 
the perfect man or 
woman fit far every 
job that calls for a clear 
brain in a supple, re- 
sponsive body. Con- 
tains all the muscle- 
making, heat-creating 
material in the whole 
wheat grain made 
digestible by steam-cooking, shredding and_ baking. 





A food for men and women who do 
things. Two biscuits with hot milk, 
or cream, make a complete, nour- 
ishing meal at a cost of four or 
five cents. Delicious with fruits. 


Made only by 


The Shredded Wheat Company, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 
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The simplest of cameras 


~PREMO FILM 
PACK CAMERAS 


Every process from loading to unloading can 
be performed more quickly and easily than with 
cameras of any other type. 


To load, open back of camera, drop in twelve-exposure Premo 
Film Pack, and close back. 

To change films for successive exposures, merely pull out from 
the top successive film pack tabs. A film may be so changed in 
less than a second. 

To remove exposed pack, just open back of camera and take 
it out. After the last exposure, the pack is automatically rendered 
light-tight. , 

At any time one or more films may be removed for develop- 
ment without injury to the remaining unexposed films—a unique 
feature in film photography. 

This simple operation not only eliminates all complications, but 
makes it possible to supply exceptionally light and compact cameras 
for the most popular sizes of amateur pictures. 


As for quality, these cameras are fitted with 
Kodak Ball Bearing shutters and tested lenses, 
they are all rigidly inspected, and the film is from 


the same stock as the Eastman N. C. 
Prices $5.00 to $40.00 


Get the new Premo catalogue from your dealer, or write us for it. Every one interested 
= in photography should have a copy of this interesting book. 


ROCHESTER OPTICAL DIVISION 


EASTMAN KODAK Co. 


ROCHESTER, N. Y. 





An illustration of the 


PREMOETTE SR. 


The Shutter is the Kodak Ball 
- Bearing with Kodak Anastig- 
mat lens f.7.7. With this 


equipment prices are: 


21,x414,. . $15.00 
314x4!,, . $15.00 
3'4x5!2, . $17.50 
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| caught up with them, we heard the bells on 
the lead horses ringing faintly. 

Passing a pack-outfit on the trail is a 

difficult matter. The wise little horses, 

traveling free and looked after only by a 
| wrangler or two, do not like to be passed, 
One of two things happens when the saddle- 
| outfit tries to pass the pack. Either the 
| pack starts on a smart canter ahead, or it 
| turns wildly off into the forest to the ac- 
companiment of much complaint by the 
drivers. A pack-horse loose on a narrow 
trail is a dangerous matter. With its 
bulging pack, it worms its way past any- 
thing on the trail, and bad accidents have 
followed. Here, however, there was room 
for us to pass. 

Tiny gophers sat up beside the trail 
and squeaked at us. <A coyote yelped. 
Bumping over fallen trees, creaking and 
groaning and swaying, came the _boat- 
wagon. Mike had found a fishing-line 
somewhere, and pretended to cast from 
the bow. 

“Ship ahoy!” he cried, when he saw us, 
and his instructions to the driver were 
| purely nautical. ‘Hard astern!’ he 
yelled, going down a hill, and instead of 
“Gee” or ““Haw”’ he shouted “Port” or 
“Starboard.” 

An acquaintance of George and Mike 
has built a boat which is intended to go 
up-stream by the force of the water rush- 
ing against it and turning a propeller. 
We had a spirited discussion about it. 

Because,” as one of the men objected. 
“it’s all right until you get to the head of 
the stream. Then what are you going to 
do?” he asked. ‘She'll only go up—she 
won’t go down.” 

Pete, the chief guide, was a German 
He was rather uneasy for fear we intended 
to cross the Canadian line. But we reas- 
sured him. A big blond in a wide-flapping 
Stetson, black Angora chaps, and flannel 
shirt -with a bandana—he led our little 
procession into the wilderness and sang as 
he rode. The Head frequently sang with 
him. And because the only song the Head 
knew very well in German was the “ Lore- 


| outfit had started first. Long before we 
| 





| lei,” we had it hour after hour. Being 


translated to one of the boatmen, he 
observed: 

“T have known girls like that. I guess 
I'd leave most any boat forthem. But Id 
leave this boat for most any girl.”’ 

We were approaching the mountains, 
climbing slowly but steadily. We passed 
through Lone Tree Prairie, where one 
great pine dominated the country for miles 
around, and stopped by a small river for 
luncheon. 

Of all the’meals that we took in the open. 
perhaps luncheon was the most delightful. 
Condensed milk makes marvelous cocoa 
We opened tins of things, consulted maps. 
eased the horses’ cinches, rested our own 
tired bodies for an hour or so. For the 


| going, while much better than we had ex- 


pected, was still slow. It was rare indeed 
to be able to get the horses out of a walk. 
And there is no more muscle-racking occu 
pation than riding a walking horse hou! 
after hour through a long day. 

By the end of the second day, we wert 
well away from even that remote part 
civilization from which we had started 
and a terrible fact was dawning on 
The cook did not like us! 

The next instalment of Tenting To-night 
will appear in Jane Cosmopolitan. 
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T GLACIER NATIONAL PARK refined hotel com- 
CY forts contrast with Nature's wildest, most tremendous 
sights. 


Come to Glacier for a vacation of big experiences—new 
sensations. 


Its fame is established among tourists who know. Last year 
thousands more than any previous year scaled its Alpine heights— 
breathed its wonderful mountain air—fished its tumbling streams 
—rode by launch on its azure lakes—motored through its pine- 
laden valleys. Its glaciers are worth a “’cross the continent” 
trip to see. Modern hotels-in-the-forest and picturesque chalet 
groups. Tepee camps. Vacations $1 to $5 per day. 


Glacier Park is on the main trans-continental line of the 
Great Northern Railway. An ideal vacation trip is to visit 
Glacier National Park, the Spokane Country, and the wonderful 
Lake Chelan Region directly en route to the Pacific Northwest. 


LAKE CHELAN 


in the heart of the Cascade Mountains—is 60 miles long, 2,000 
feet deep, surrounded by mountains. reaching over 7,000 feet 
above the lake. A camping tour ‘long the shores of this wonder- 
lake is a great experience. Visit this newly-discovered fisher- 
men’s and hunters’ paradise. Then go on to Seattle, Tacoma, 
Puget Sound, Portland, Astoria, Vancouver, Victoria—each with 
a delightful resort-country of its own—and Alaska. 


The Twin Palaces of the Pacific—S. S. “Great Northern” and 
5.5. “Northern Pacific’’—three times weekly between Portland, 
Astoria and San Francisco. Folder on request. 


Special round-trip fares to Glacier National Park, to the 
Pacitic Northwest, Puget Sound and Alaska. 


_ Write for Aeroplane map folder and illustrated descriptive 
Glacier National Park and Lake Chelan literature. 


C. E. STONE, Pass. Traffic Manager 
Dept. 24 St. Paul, Minn. 


Cc. W. PITTS 


Assistant General Passenger Agent 
210 S. Clark Street, Chicago 


Se one ate 


Ss. LOUNSBERY 


General Agent Passenger Department 


henridla cade UL da 1184 Broadway, New York 


























Recounting the 
Day’s Thrill 


C. E. STONE, Pass. Traffic Mgr., Great Northern Ry. 
E Dept. 24, St. Paul, Minn. 
Please send me Acroplane map folder and descriptive Glacier 
National Park and Lake Chelan literature free 
Name... 
Address 
Ctty 
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COURTESY LACKAWANNA RAILKOAD 





DIRECTORY OF HOTELS AND RESORTS 





CANADA 
Montreal 








RITZ-CARLTON. Latest of the fa- 
mous Ritz group of Hotels offering the 
utmost in hotel accommodations and 
service to the_ discriminating. Mr. 
Frank S. Quick, Mer. 








ARKANSAS 
Hot Springs 





MAJESTIC HOTEL & BATHHOUSE 
Where the pleasures of recreation and 
pleasures of getting well are delightfully 
combined. The wonderful radio-active 
hot water baths and bracing ozone from 
natural forest, and mild temperatures, 
make thisamostdelightfulresort. 18-hole 
golf course. Government roads for riding 
and driving. Write for illustrated booklet 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
Washington 





CONGRESS HALL HOTEL 


American and European Plan W ash- 
ington’s Exclusive Hotel. 
S. A. Manuel, Mer. 


FLORIDA 
Jacksonville 





HOTEL WINDSOR, facing Hemming 
Park, the South’s most beautiful Hotel, 
entirely remodeled, under new manage- 
ment European Plan. Magnificent 
new Terrace Dining Room. Unique Jap- 
anese Dining Room. A delightful stop 
en route to Southern Florida resorts. 


GEORGIA 


Savannah 


THE DE SOTO 


Plan 
Rate 





American 
Minimum 
$5.00 
Under Direction of 
Charles E. Phenix 


ILLINOIS 
Chicago 








New KAISERHOF 
Clark Street & Jackson Boulevard. 450 
Rooms—$1.50 and up, with bath $2.00 
up. Most centrally located. One block 
from LaSalle Station, Post Office & Board 
of Trade. Write for folder **C"’with map 





KENTUCKY 
Louisville 








THE TYLER HOTEL — Fireproof. Lo- 
cated centrally. Room with bath $1.50 
& $2. Automobile tourists will find in 
our hotel a home. Bosler Hotel Co 








MASSACHUSETTS 
Boston 








HOTEL VICTORIA, Copley Sq. Quiet, 
refined. Ideal forsummer visit. High ceilings. 
Large, airy rooms, Unexcelled cuisine Euro- 
pean plan. Ask for fulder A.-T. O. Paige, Mer. 








HOTEL LENOX, BOSTON: Con- 
venient to theatres, business, shopping 
sections. Back Bay Stations Room 
with bath $2.50 and up. Send for 
‘Booklet A.” 


152 





TRAYMORE 





MASSACHUSETTS.Cont. 
Boston 





ESSEX HOTEL. Turn to left, leaving 
SouthStation Terminal—thereitis. Big, 
quiet, well furnished. Room and bath 
$2.50 up. Fireproof. D. Reed, Mer. 


HOTEL WESTMINSTER. Centrally 
Located--onbeautifulCopleySquare.T he 
residentialapartmenthotelof Boston. 250 
Reoomsensuite. Send for Special Booklet. 


Greenfield 


WELDON HOTEL—0n Mohawk Trail 
Golfing,Tennis and Driving. One of the best 
18-hole golf courses in New England. Write 
foc booklet “‘E."’ N.A.Campbell, Manager. 


Worcester 





























TOUR NEW ENGLAND. 
stamp to Hotel Bancroft, Worcester, 
Mass., for complete itinerary of New 
England's Historical Points of Interest 
and Famous Beauty Spots. 


Send a 2¢ 


MICHIGAN 
Mt. Clemens 


MOUNT CLEMENS MINERAL 
BATHS: for Rheumatism and kindred 
ailments. Bathhouses and hotels open 
all year. Send for Booklet Business 
Men's Association, Mt. Clemens, Mich. 








NEW JERSEY 
Atlantic City 


—_—Oo 





BE fs 


HOTEL SUCCESS 


IN WORLD'S GREATEST RESORT. 
CENTER OF SOCIAL LIFE 

AMERICAN AND EUROPEAN PLANS 

D.S. WHITE, Pres., J. W. Mott, Gen. Mer. 


) 





HOTEL ST. CHARLES 
Before making reservation write to the 
St. Charles, leading family hotel. Di- 
rectly on the Boardwalk.P.O. Box 1385 








NEW YORK STATE 
Buffalo 


HOTEL IROQUOIS 

Fireproof. 

KNOWN AS BUFFALO'S 
BEST . 

Located in the heart of the City. 

UNSURPASSED CUISINE 

Gerrans, Pres 

E. C 








NATIONALLY 


H. M 


Green, Mer 


Saratoga Springs 











ALL-YEAR AMERICAN ‘ CURE”’ 
Best waters for toxemic disorders 
Modern Sanitarium 
Booklets from H. E. Baritht. 








NEW YORK CITY 
THE HOTEL BELLECLAIRE, Broad- 


way at 77th St., N. Y. The theory of 
the management of this hotel is to do 
everything possible to contribute to the 
comfort of its guests and to charge 
fair prices for excellent service. 
Robert D. Blackman. 











NEW YORK CITY—Continued 
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HOTEL MARTINIQUE | 


nit 


Broadway, 32d St., New York | 


One Block from Fennsy! ania Station. 


Equally Convenient for Amuse- 
ments, Shopping or Business. 


157 Pleasant Rooms, with Private 


Bath, 
$3.00 Per Day 


257 Excellent Rooms, with Private 
Bath, facing street, southern exposure. 


$3.50 Per: Day 


Also Attractive Rooms from $2.00. 
The Restaurant Prices Are Most 
Moderate, 


THE CLENDENING, 202 W. 103d St. 
Short Block from Broadway Subway. 
A Hotel of Quality and Refinement at 
the following Rates Per Suite Not Per 
Person: Parlor, Bedroom and Bath (1 
or2 Persons), 82.00, $2.25, 83.00 per day. 
Parlor, 2 Bedroom nd Bath (2 to 4 
Persons), $3.00 to $3.50 per day. 
Parlor, 3 Bedrooms and Bath (4 to 6 
Persons), $4.90 to $5.00 per day. 
Write for Booklet T and map of city. 














HOTEL SEYMOUR, 50 West 45th St., 
bet. Fifth Ave.and Broadway—the very 
Heart of Theatre & Shopping Districts 
—3 blocks from Grand Central Termi- 
nal. High-class hotel with reasonable 
rates W. T. MONTGOMERY, Mer. 


THE WOLCOTT 
Thirty-first Street, by Fifth Avenue. 
A smart Hotel for Smart People. 
G. T. Stockham, Prop. 








HOTEL BRETTON HALL—Broad- 
way, 85th to 86th Sts. Largest and 
most attractive uptown hotel. Sub- 


way station and Broadway surface cars 
at door. All the comforts and advan- 
tages of the better New York hotels at 
One-third Less Price. 


HOTEL CONTINENTAL 


4ist St. and Broadway 





Centre of New York's activities. 300 
outside rooms with bath—Rates: one 
person $2.00 up; two persons $2.50 up. 








HOTEL SEVILLE—Half block from 
5th Ave., Mad. Ave. & 29th St. The 
centre of everything, but away from all 
noise. Double room, with bath, $3 up; 
single, $1.50. 





HOTEL MARTHA WASHINGTON, 
29 E. 29th St.For women.Rooms $1.50a 
day up. Meals a la carte:also table d’hote 
Luncheon 40c. Dinner 50c. Booklet free, 








HOTEL RICHMOND—70 W. 46th St., 
N. Y. In the midst of best shops, thea- 
tres and uptown business districts. 
Running water or bath in every room; 
$1.50 per day up. Write for Booklet C. 
E. B. Seaman, Pres. & Manager. 


HOTEL MAJESTIC—Fronting Cen- 
tral Park, at its west 72nd St. gateway. 
** Near to all that’s desirable; far from 
all that’s undesirable."" Rooms $2 per 
day upwards. Illustrated booklet free. 


HOTEL MARSEILLES, B' way at 103d 
St. Subway Sta. If you enjoy your 
home you will enjoy the Marseilles. 
Coolest rooms & delightful atmosphere. 
Room and bath from $2 per day; larger 
suites in proportion. M. E. Burke, 
Manager. 











OHIO 
Cleveland 


THE HOLLENDEN. 5800 
with bath, $2.00 and up European. 
Sixty per cent entirely new. Kitchens 
unsurpassed. Best location in the city. 





Rooms; 





IN AMERICA — AN ENGLISH INN 


SOUTH CAROLINA 
Charleston 


ST. JOHN HOTEL 
Centrally located. Easily reached. Ex- 
ceptional table. American plan. Room and 
bath $5.00 per day and up. Interesting 
folder gladly sent. 


NORTH CAROLINA 
Asheville 

















Albemarle Park, ASHEVILLE, N.C. 
One of those “wholly satisfying "’ places 
which you find once in a while and never 
forget. Simple, perfect service, home- 
like informality, refined atmosphere, 
pleasant, cultivated people. Facilities 
for all outdoor sports the year ‘round. 
PERFECT GOLF IN A PERFECT CLIMATE 
1s-Holes Turf Greens 


Write for Booklet—Make Reservations. 








PENNSYLVANIA 
Philadelphia 


THE ST. JAMES 
Walnut at 13th, Philadelphia 
Three blocks from Pennsylvania or 
Reading Stations, in the center of thea- 
tre & shopping districts. Distinctive ser- 
vice and excellent Cuisine. Thoroughly 
modern and fireproof. Rooms with bath, 
$2 up R. J. Ritchie, Manager. 


HOTEL ADELPHIA 
Chestnut at 13th, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
400 Rooms 400 Baths 
Moderate Tariff. 
Roof Garden. 
David B. Provan, Mgr. Director. 


HOTEL VENDIG, PHILADELPHIA 
in the heart of the city, 250 rooms with 
bath and ice water. $2 andup. James 
C. Walsh, Manager. 


STENTON | 
Broad and Spruce Sts., Phila. 
Refined—Family Hotel 
Ideal Location. Arthur F. Heeb, Mgt. 


Pittsburgh 











MONONGAHELA HOUSE: conve 
niently situated. Magnificent river view. 
Rooms $1 per day & up; with bath $2« 
up. Additional person $1 per day in any 
room, J. B. Kelley, Managet. 

——————— 


TEXAS 


Galveston 


ET 
HOTEL GALVEZ, on famous sea wall 
Atlantic City of South. Climate ideal. Goll, 
bathing and fishing. Cuisine unexcell 

Moderate prices. P. L. Saunders, Mér 


TOURIST AGENCIES 
Boston 


RAYMOND - WHITCOMB TOURS 
The height of luxury in travel. Fore® 
and domestic tours at frequent inte 


Dept. 4, 17 Temple Place, Boston, N 
New York City 


LITTLE JOURNEYS THRU. THE 
LITTLE_JOURNEYS THRU JF 

“HEART OF NEW YORK’ 
Unique, delightful. A Travel eT 
that is different. Shopping, chapero i 
escorts. Heart of New York C0» 
West 49th Street. 














Mata | 
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The Dark Star 


(Continued from page gr) 


“Prince Erlik of Mongolia,” replied 
Neeland solemnly. 

“I supposed so. We of the infernal 
aristocracy belong together. I am the 
Contessa Diabletta d’Enfer.” 

He inclined gravely. 

“I’m afraid I don’t belong here,” he 
said; “‘I’m only a Yankee.” 

“That locality is full of them,” she saia, 
smiling. ‘‘Do you play?” 

“No. Do you?” 

“Tt depends on chance.” 

“Tt would give me much pleasure——’’ 

“Thank you; not to-night.” And, in 
the same level, pleasant voice, ‘‘ Don’t 
look immediately, but from where you sit, 
you can see, in the mirror opposite, two 
women seated in the next room.” 

After a moment, he nodded. 

“Are they watching us?” 

“Ves. Mr. Neeland?” He reddened 
with surprise. ‘‘Get Captain Sengoun and 
leave,” she said, still smilingly. ‘‘Do it 
carelessly, convincingly. You will be killed 
if you remain here.” 

For a moment, Neeland hesitated, but 
curiosity won. 

“Who is likely to try anything of that 
sort?” he asked. 

“ Almost anybody here, if you are recog- 
nized,” she said, as gaily as though she 
were imparting delightful information. 

“But you recognize us. And I’m cer- 
tainly not dead yet.” 

‘Which ought to tell you more about me 
than I am likely to tell anybody. Now 
when [ smile at you and shake my head, 
make your adieux to me, find Captain 
Sengoun, and take your departure.” 

‘Are you really serious?” 

“Tt is you who should be serious. Now 
I give you your signal, Monsieur Neeland.” 

But the smile stiffened on her pretty 
face, and, at the same moment, he was 
aware that somebody had entered the room 
and was standing directly behind him. He 
turned in his chair and looked up into the 
face of Ilse Dumont. 

There was a second’s hesitation; then 
he was on his feet, greeting her cordially, 
apparently entirely at ease and with noth- 
ing on his mind except the agreeable sur- 
prise of the encounter. 

“I had your note,” he said. “It was 
charming of you to write, but very -ne- 
glectful of you not to include your address. 
Tell me, how have you been since I last 
saw: you?”’ 

Ilse Dumont’s red lips seemed to be 
dry, for she moistened them without 
speaking. In her eyes he saw _peril— 
knowledge of something terrible—some 
instant menace. Then her eyes, charged 
with lightning, slowly turned from him 
to the girl on the sofa, who had not moved. 
But in her eyes, too, a little flame began to 
flicker and play, and the fixed smile re- 
laxed into an expression of cool self- 
Possession. Neeland’s pleasant, careless 
voice broke the occult tension. 

“This is a pretty club,” he said. “You 
might have told me about it,” he added to 
lse, with smiling reproach, “but you 
never cven mentioned it.” i 
Ilse Dumont seemed to find her voice 
With an effort. 

_ May I have a word with you, Mr. 
Neeland?” she asked. 











UPERLATIVE bags and suit cases—natty 
in design and luxurious in appearance— 
combining Belber skill with the beauty 

and service of Du Pont Fabrikoid, Craftsman 
m~. Quality—the very best Fabrikoid made. Each 
style designed especially to meet the particular 
traveler’s needs and the hardships of heavy 
handling—and each doubly guaranteed by 
the quality trade marks 


Ga + Gray 


OUTWEAR CRAFTSMAN 


























TRAVEL QUALITY 
r Outwear Craftsman 
Travel Quality 






Fight fine styles for men and women 


$7.50 to $12.00 













, At the better shops and department stores % 
\ } Write for illustrated booklet % 
= _ . BA 
, The Belber Trunk & Bag Co. & 
i Turner Street Philadelphia, Pa. @ 
| % Z 
| Ne. 670 2 
$ 4 MAN’S BAG : 
v g_\ Extra large pattern in cf 
} black small cross grain. ie 


Sewed corners, strong 3% 
frame, inside lock, flat FF 
catches and durable, 
waterproof lining. 
Equipped with Belber 
Fit-all which can be ad- 
justed to hold your own 
toilet articles. 


16" & 18" size $7.50 
20" size $8.50 





A Lifetimes 4 ¢ |\- 
VALET Service f= 


r Press your trousers EVERY DAY 
Ar-b of your life for less than 1 month’s 
, tailor’s pressing bills, and look spic 
and span ALWAYS. Leahey’s 

Heatless Trouser Press 


(U.S. Letters Patent No. 1,112,922) 








makes a perfect knife-like crease 

in 15 nftinutes. Complete press- 

ing in 2 to 3 hours. A Creaser, 
Presser, Stretcher and Hanger com- 
bined in one. 
Preserve your trousers—no more 
hot irons to make shiny “ pants" and 
destroy the original fibre of the cloth. 
Use the HEATLESS method—jirst 
cost is the only cost. Weight 20 0z 
Of finest waterproof manila fibre 
board, with heavily nickel-plated 
clamps of finest - tempered spring 


steel. This Sh © 
Wonderful Money-Saver ooting 
: — conmeins ners out all h R e 
tailor’s bills and saves trovs rs. ° dd: 
Trousers piessed while you s.eep t e apt Ss 


or travel. West Pciat Cad>ts ail : ‘ ita . 
use Heatless method. 8 gg most satisfying trip in America for 


New Trousers for Old health and recreation. Almost 1000 


















The HEATLESS method—no scorching iton—makes ; * - ¢ ¢ 
your trousers look like new daily. Averag: cost 1¢ a miles of lakes, rivers and rapids, including 
mont. Money pack vou wane it Tpatgaauaun't’’ || the Thousand Islands, the exciting descent of 
| | One dealer sells 36,000. The country taken by storm . the marvelous rapids, the historic associa-. 
| See oe eee eee: eee tions of Montreal, Quaint old Quebec, with 
— << oo — — — —| its famous miracle-working Shrine of Ste. 
10 Days’ Free Trial Guaranteed Anne de Beaupré and the famous Saguenay 
Auto Vacuum Freezer Co. 32A W. Broadway, New York City River, with its stupendous Capes, “Trinity” 
(Trouser: Press: Bege-) eke ‘ and “Eternity,” higher than Gibraltar. 
Enclosed find $1.; for which please send me t paid : ; 
one Leahey's HEATLESS Trousers Press f at the Send 2c pooteae for illustrated booklet, map and gate. . 
] end of to days I do not wish to keep it, I will return John F. Pierce, Assistant Passenger Traffic Manager, Canada 
it to you and you will return my dollar. Steamship Lines, 135 R. & O. Bldg., Montreal, Canada. 
NQMC. oc ccc ccccccccccccccecelscsccccesccecccocecs ¢ d S . Li 
Address... ea anada Steamship Lines 
State whether slim or medium 
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for Fords 


establishes official starting, speed and 
economy records—37 4/10 miles on one 


TF 
THROUGH 
















to 25 miles per hour in 11.4 seconds— 

\ car equipped with a New Strom- then without touching carburetor car 

berg Carburetor generates power equal made 43 miles per hour. Thesé tests 

made under ordinary conditions demon- 

strate Stromberg superiority and value 
to every Ford owner. 


to the occasion. 
The increased pull necessary to ram 
through hard, heavy going comes into 





play instantly on demand — a forge ee aaa epee 
play s y on deme a 00S giving name, model and year of your car. 
Sail force that is mightier than the b 
drag of the mud. Stromberg Motor Devices Co. 
DEPT. 510 
THE NEW 64 E. 25th St. Chicago 
Stromberg Carburetor 








excels on all models of every make in 
creating power to 
answer every pur- 
pose — in mileage 
increase, fuel economy, 
acceleration and start- 
ing ease in coldest 
weather. 














She 
Couldn't Go- 


Her Corns 
Wouldn't Let 


Her 


She remembered the agonies of 
the last dance. It kept her at home 

to coddle her touchy corns. She sim- 
ply couldn’t face the pain again. 


How easy it would have been, what instant relief, if 
she had only known of Blue-jay. Other millions of 
men and women have found relief this way. Blue- 
jay stops pain instantly. And the miserable corn is 

gone, roots and all, in 48 hours. 


New shoes—smart styles—have no terrors to Blue-jay 

users. These soothing plasters, inset with a medicinal wax, 
have ended millions upon millions of corns. Many tests con- 
ducted by experts show that the first application removes 91 
per cent. Stubborn cases require a second or third treatment. 
Why wait longer? Why suffer? 


BAUER & BLACK 15¢ and 25c at 
Chicago and New York Druggists 
Makers of Surgical Also Blue-jay Bunion 
Plasters 


atert Bluesjay 


Stops Pain — Ends Corns 


Special New Stromberg) 


MUD Wie TO THE HUB gallon of gasoline—from standing start | 
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‘‘ Always,” he assured her promptly. 

“Please follow me.” 

He turned to the girl on the sofa and 
made his adiewx with conventional cere- 
mony and a reckless smile which said, 
“You were quite right, madame; I’m in 
trouble already.” 

Then he followed Ilse Dumont into the 
adjoining room, which was lined with 
filled bookcases and where the lounges and 
deep chairs were covered with leather, 
Halting by the library table, Ilse Dumont 
turned to him—turned on him a look such 
as he never before had encountered in any 
living woman’s eyes. She said: 

‘“Tcame. They sent for me. I did not 
believe they had the right man.” 

A trifle shaken, he said, in tones which 
sounded steady enough, 

‘What scares you so, Scheherazade?” 

“Why did you come? Are you mad?” 

“Mad? No; I don’t think so,” he re- 
plied, with a forced smile. ‘* What threatens 
me here, Scheherazade?”’ 

“Death! You must have known it 
when you came.” 

“Death? No; I didn’t know it.” 

‘Did you suppose that if they could 
get hold of you théy’d let you go—a man 
who might carry in his memory the plans 
for which they tried to kill you? I wrote 
to you to go back to America. And—this 
is what you have done!” 

“Well,” he said, in a pleasant but rather 
serious voice, “if you really believe there 
is danger for me, perhaps I’d better go.” 

‘You can’t go!” 
“You think I’ll be stopped?”’ 

“Yes. Who is your crazy companion? 
I heard that he is Alak Sengoun—the head- 
long fool they call Prince Erlik. Is it 
true?” 

“Where did you hear all these things?” 

‘““Never mind. Word came that they 
had caught you. I did not believe it; 
others present doubted it. But as the 


/ rumor concerned you, I took no chances; I 





came instantly. ad rather be dead 
than see you here—” Her voice became 
unsteady, but she controlled it at once. 
‘““Neeland, -Neeland, why did you come? 
Why have you undone all I tried to do for 
you?” 

He looked intently at Ilse Dumont; 
then his gaze swept the handsome suite 
of rooms. Nobody seemed to notice him; 
in perspective men moved quietly about 
the further salon, where play was going 
on, and there seemed to be nobody else in 
sight. A smile grew in his ey’ es. 

“Scheherazade,” he said, “‘you are 4 
dear. You pulled me out ‘of a dreadful 
mess on the steamer. I offer you grati- 
tude, respect, and the very warm regard 
for you which I really cherish in my 
heart.” 

He took her hands, kissed them, looked 
up, half laughing, half in earnest. : 

“If you’re worried,” he said, “I'll find 


| Captain Sengoun and we'll depart——” 


She held his hands in a convulsive clasp. 
““Oh, Neeland, Neeland! There are 
men below who will never let you pass: 
And Breslau and Kestner are coming here 
later r. -And Damat Mahmud Bey. 
“Golden Beard and Ali Baba ‘and the 
whole ‘Arabian Nights!’” exclaimed Nee- 
land. “Who is Damat Mahmud Bey, 
Scheherazade dear?” 
“The shadow of Abdul Hamid.” 
“Ves, dear child; but Abdul is shut uP 
tight in a fortress.” 
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His shadow dogs the spurred heels of 
Enver Bey,” she said, striving to maintain 
her composure. ‘‘Have you and Sengoun 
any weapons at all—a sword-cane a 

“No. What does all this business 
mean?” he broke out impatiently. 

‘Why did you do this?” she continued, 
in an agonized voice, without answering 
his question. ‘What can I do? But I'd 
give you a pistol if I had one——” She 
checked herself as the girl who had been 
reading an evening newspaper on a sofa, 
and to whom Neeland had been talking 
when she entered, came sauntering into the 
room. The eyes of both women met; both 
turned a trifle paler. Then Ilse Dumont 
walked slowly up to the other. 

“T overheard you,” she said, 
deadly stare. 

“Really?” 

Ilse stretched out her bare arm, palm 
upward, and closed the fingers tightly. 

“T hold your life in my hand. I have 
only to speak. Do you understand?” 





with a 


“No.” 
“You are lying! You do understand. 
You take double wages; but it is not 


France you betray.” 

‘Are you insane?” 

“Almost. Where do vou carry them?” 

“What?” 

“Answer quickly! Where? I tell you, 
I'll expose you in another moment if you 
don’t answer me! Speak quickly!” 

The other woman had turned a ghastly 
white. 

‘‘ Above—the knee,”’ 

‘Pistols?’ 

“Vos.” 

‘Loaded? 

“Te” 

“Clips?” 


she stammered. 


Both of them?” 


“U nstrap them!’ 

The woman turned, bent almost double, 
twisting her supple body entirely around; 
but Ilse Dumont was at her side like a 
flash, and caught her wrist as she withdrew 
her hand from the hem of her fluffy skirt. 

““Now—take your life!’’ said Ilse~ Du- 
mont, between her teeth. ‘‘There’s the 
door! Go out!’”—following her with blaz- 
ing eyes. ‘Stop! Stand where you are 
until I come!” 

Then she came quickly to where Nee- 
land stood, astonished, and thrust two 
automatic pistols into his hand. 

‘“*Get Sengoun!”’ she whispered. ‘‘ Don’t 
go down-stairs! Get to the roof—if you 
can! Try—oh, try, Neeland, my friend!” 

Her voice trembled; she looked into 
his eyes—gave him, in that swift regard, 
all that a woman withholds until the right 
man asks. Her lip quivered; she turned 
sharply on her heel, went to the outer 
hallway, where the other woman stood. 

‘What am I to do with you?’’ demanded 
Ilse Dumont. “Do you think you are 
going out of here to summon the police? 
Mount those stairs!”’ 

The woman dropped her hand on the 
hanisters heavily, set foot on the first step, 
then slowly started up the stairs. 

Ilse Dumont followed her, opened a 
door in the passage, motioned her to enter. 

It was a dainty bedroom that the electric 
light revealed. The woman entered and 
stood by the bed as though stupe fied. 

“Tl keep my word to you,” said Ilse 
Dumont. ‘‘When it becomes too late 
lor you to do us any mischief, I'll return 
ind let you go. 


How a Failure at Sixty 
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Won Sudden Success — 


From Poverty to $40,000 a Year 
A Lesson for Old and Young Alike 


By R. 


‘ 


The old-time millionaire ‘‘ made his 
pile” by squeezing the pennies, by 
over-work and self-denial. A much 
bigger army of men today arepiling up 
millions without denying themselves 
the comforts and little luxuries of 
life—by giving up poor jobs for bet- 
ter ones, by preserving their health 
and strength, and by retaining their 
manhood and _ independence all 
through the struggle. Theirs is a new 
secret and one well worth learning. 
Our story is about one who learned it—an old 
man who got hold of some of these young 
ideas. If you could have met him in the 
summer of 1915 you would have pitied him. 
For forty years he had been true to the old 
creed—hard work, long hours, patience, 
faithfulness, and economy. By dint of 
scrimping and scraping he would save a few 
dollars only to have them swept away by a 
season of illness in his family. 

when he 
onto the 


And his reward? It came at sixty, 
was thrown out of employment, 
scrap-heap. 

His old-fashioned rules for winning success 
had failed to work. ‘*What was wrong with 
them or with him?”’ 

He reviewed, one by one, the careers of some 
of his old business associates who had pros- 
A suspicion entered his mind. He 
men 


pered. 
turned his attention to several young 
who were forging rapidly to the front. Sus- 
picion became contiction. In one respect 
all those men identically alike. The 
climbing youngsters and the prosperous 
oldsters were strong-willed fellows of deter- 
mined purpose. It was almost amusing, the 
way he and others of his kind scurried to get 
out of the way of these men whenever they 
set out to accomplish any purpose. 

Slowly the full truth came to him. Success 
was not a matterofage. Itwasnotluck. It 
was not even a matter of opportunity. It was 
simply aquestionof dominating will power—de- 
termination that brooks no interference, com- 
mands respect, and easily leaps all obstacles. 


were 


Somewhere, lying dormant within him like an 
unused muscle, he too possessed a will. He 
knew it. He would uncover it. He would 
exercise and train it and put it to work. 

For a long time he had believed he couid 
make a success in a certain line of manufac- 
turing. He had some new ideas about it. But 
he had never been bold enough to even men- 
tion his thoughts to others. Now he sought 
out some business friends. Instead of begging 
a small loan with which to pay his rent, he 
presented and explained his plans for launch- 
ing a business of his own. His friends’ first 
response was to smile. But as they listened 
they were struck by a new note in the old 
man’s ®oice, a new self-confident poise in his 
bearing; his tone was magnetic, compelling; 
his argument sound and convincing. ‘This 
gentleman was ,not to he denied. 


In two days he raised $600 capital for his plant. 
Three days later his little factory was in operation. 


In three months he repaid every penny of the loan * 


and at the end of one year his books showed profits 
of $20,000, and his second year’s operations promise 
$35,000 to $40,000 more. 


RAINES 


A better understanding of the 
tremendous power of the human will 
as a force in business and in fortune 
building may be had by studying 
the successes of any of our big 
money makers. Interesting and in- 
spiring are several cases that have 
come to my personal attention, 
because the same methods are open 
to us all no matter how young or 
how old we may be. 


One is that of a man who was 
$6,000 in debt three years ago. Since then he has 
accumulated $200,000 without speculating and to- 
day is earning $1,000 a week. He is only one of 
many who frankly credit their good fortune to 
Prof. Frank Channing Haddock and his very re- 
markable book, ‘‘Power of Will.’’ Another is a 
young man who worked in a big factory. One day 
he met Mr. W. M. Taylor, efficiency expert for the 
great Studebaker Corporation, who advised him 
to read ‘* Power of Will.” He did so, applied him- 
self to the training of his will, and in less than one 
year his salary was increased to more than eight 
times what he had been earning. 


Then there is the case of C. D. Van Vechten, 
General Agent of the Northwestern Life Insurance 
Company. After his first examination of Prof. 
Haddock’s methods and lessons in will power 
development, as published in ‘‘ Power of Will,’ 
told the author that they would be worth $3,000 
to $30,000 to him. 

Another man, Mr. H. D. Ferguson, residing in Hot 
Springs, Ark., increased his earnings from $40 a 
week to $90 a week in a remarkably short space of 
time after he began the study of will training. 
Will power training by Haddock’s system has en- 
abled thousands to conquer drink and other vices 
almost overnight—has helped overcome sickness 
and nervousness—has transformed unhappy, en- 
vious, discontented people into dominating person- 
alities filled with the joy of living. 


In this new book Prof. Haddock, whose name 
ranks with Bergson, James, and Royce in the 
scientific world, has given to the world for the first 
time a practical, simple system of rules and exercise 
for will power training that has completely revolu- 
tionized the lives of thousands of people. For the 
will is just as susceptible to exercise and training 
as any muscle of the body. 
‘*Power of Will”’ is being distributed by the Pelton 
Publishing Co. of Meriden, Conn. Any reader who 
cares to examine the book may do so without send- 
ing any money. If, after five days, you do not feel 
that this book is worth the $3 asked for it, return 
it and you will owe nothing. 
Some few doubters will scoff at the idea of will 
power's being the key to wealth and achievement. 
But intelligent men and women will investigate for 
themselves by sending for the book at the pub- 
lisher’s risk. 
Among the 150,000 ow ners W ho have read, used, and 
praised ‘* Power of Will’ are such prominent men as 
Supreme Court Justice Parker; Wu Ting Fang, 
ex-U. S. Chinese Ambassador; Lieut.-Gov. Mc- 
Kelvie of Nebraska; Assistant Postmaster-Gen- 
era! Britt; General Manager Christeson, of Wells- 
Fargo Express Co.; St. Elmo Lewis; Governor 
Arthur Capper of Kansas, and thousands of others 
equally prominent. 
As a first step in will training, act on your present 
impulse to write a letter or address er % on to 
the Pelton Publishing Company, Wilcox 
Block, Meriden, Conn., and the book is come by 
return mail. This one act may mean the turning 


point of your life. Do not hesitate. 
Advertisement 


PELTON PUBLISHING COMPANY 
15-J Wilcox Bldck, Meriden, Conn. 
I will examine a copy of ‘‘ Power of Will” at your 


risk. I will remail the book in 5 days or send you $3 
in payment for it. 
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HAT a splendid refrigerator! How handsoiie! And 
so beautifully easy to clean! It’s just what I’ve 
been looking for!” Our dealers constantly hear 
such remarks. In fact, 90 per cent of their cus- 

tomers, after examining other styles and makes of refrigera- 

tors, decide on our Leonard Cleanable. 

This refrigerator is so easily superior! Consider, for example, its 
beautiful one-piece porcelain lining. We fuse three coats of the very 
finest porcelain on Armco Rustless Steel, using nine different processes. 
This porcelain is so smooth and hard you can’t scratch it even with a 
knife. And the porcelain is brought clear around the door frame 


and around the edges of the doors (an exclusive feature)—so there's 
not a crack or crevice anywhere for germs or grease to accumulate. 


tai . Note, too, these splendid features. Ten walls to save ice. Insulation 
The Leonard *‘Blugray”’ one- of Polar felt. Automatic Air-tight Locks. Double bottom ice chamber 
piece porcelain lined refriger- (in case of a leak, the water cannot flood down and warp woodwork). 
B ators satisfy the demand for Easily cleaned in a few minutes—shelves, ice rack, drain pipe and trap 
© sowcnciced SANITARY ceric all removable. Ice-cold fresh circulating air. Can be arranged for 
3 iesiguaaetaeaay 'g water cooler and outside icing. 


> erators. Cost but little more 
nee 7 So much illness is due to food kept in cheap refrigerators that it 











2 than the FOeRPAPe “white- &@ pays to own a Leonard Cleanable—most economical in the long run 
— enamelled” si.e., painted) = and not expensive even in first cost. Furnished in 50 styles from $16.50 
= kind, yet are far superior, 2 up. Ash, Oak or Porcelain Cases. Leonard dealers almost everywhere. 
Kronur MA Get our catalog and a sample of the Leonard Porcelain—also our 


interesting and instructive booklet ‘‘Care of Refrigerators.’’ All free— 


Style below in white porcela n is No. write today. 


4404. Size 34x i9x45'2. Price $35 
—north of the Ohio and east of the 


or direct from factory, freight pres Grand Rapids Refrigerator Company 
Gistant points, ™F 108 Clyde Park Ave. Grand Rapids, Mich. 


Leonard 
Cleanable 


efrigerator 


oy. FS = Awarded Highest Honors at Panama Exposition. 
Like a Clean China Dish Approved by Good Housekeeping Institute and all purchasers. 












Writing for ihe Sestiibe 


A NEW course of twenty-five lessons in all forms 
of Magazine Writing, taught by Prof. Rebert 
- Neal, formerly of World's Work. 


Teaches what editors want and 
ow to meet their requirements. 
Our courses in Short-Story Writing, 
Versification, Journalism, Photoplay 
Writing, etc., have helped hundreds 
of writers to gain a foothold with 
leading magazines and best produc- 
ing companies. 
150-Page Catalog Free. Please address 
The Home Cosrespondence — 
Prof. Neal Dept. 40, Springfield, Mass. 








Earn $1 $15 to $25 per wont 


Thousands are taking up this aa’ 
respected vocation. Offers unusual so- 
cial advantages. Excellent income. Any 
woman of 18 or over can learn under 
our simple, perfected system. 


LEARN AT HOME 


Our system founded 1902 is endorsed by 

leading physicians. Dr.Perkins,the founder, 

will personally instruct you, assures thorough 

training yet saves a lot of time. _ Low tuition; 

| smallmonthly payments. Send for 32 lesson 
pages and large illustrated catalog today— 

ALL FREE wpon request. Write now 

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING, Est. 1902. 

116-D Michigan Boulevard, Chicago 
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And she stepped back across the thresh- 
old and locked the door on the outside. 

As she did so, Neeland and Sengoun 
came swiftly up the stairs, and she beck- 
oned them to follow, running up ahead of 
them to the fifth floor. 

In the dim light of dawn, Neeland saw 
that the top floor was merely a vast attic 
full of débris from the café on the ground 
floor—iron tables which required mending 
or repainting, iron chairs, great jars of 
artificial stone with dead bay trees standing 
in them, parts of rusty stoves and kitchen 
ranges, broken cutlery in boxes, cracked 
table-china. 

The only windows gave on a court. 
Through their dirty panes, already the 
gray light of that early Sunday morning 
glimmered, revealing the position of an 
iron ladder hooked to two rings under the 
scuttle overhead. 

Ilse Dumont laid her finger on her lips, 
conjuring silence; then she started up the 
iron ladder, reached the top, and, exerting 
all her strength, lifted the hinged scuttle 
leading to the roof. 

Instantly, somebody challenged her in 
a guttural voice. She stood there a few 
moments in whispered conversation; then, 
from outside, somebody lowered the scut- 
tle-cover. The girl locked it, descended 
the iron ladder backward, and came swiftly 
across to Neeland and Sengoun. 

‘They’re guarding the roof,” she whis- 
pered. ‘“‘It is hopeless, that way.” 

‘The proper way,” said Sengoun calmly, 
“is for us to shoot our way out of 
this.” 

The girl turned on him in a passion. 

“Do you suppose I care what happens 
to you?”’ she said. 

Sengoun reddened. 

‘Be silent, you treacherous little cat!” 
he retorted. 

“Don’t talk that way, Sengoun,”’ said 
Neeland sharply. ‘‘We owe these pistols 
to her.” 

“Oh,” muttered Sengoun, shooting a 
menacing glance at her, ‘I didn’t under- 
stand that. Then his scowl softened and 
a sudden laugh cleared his face. ‘I’m 
sorry, madame,” he said. ‘‘You’re quite 
welcome to your low opinion of me. But 
if anybody should ask me, I’d say that | 
don’t understand what is happening to us. 
And after a while I'll become angry and go 
down-stairs for information.” 

‘They know nothing about you in the 
salon,” she said, ‘‘but on the floor below 
they're waiting to kill you.” 

Neeland, astonished, asked her whether 
the American gamblers in the salon where 
Sengoun had been playing were ignorant 
of what was going on in the house.”’ 

“What Americans?” she demanded 
incredulously. ‘Do you mean Weis- 
helm?” 

‘‘Didn’t you know there were Americans 
there?”’ asked Neeland, surprised. 

‘‘No; [have not been in this house for a 
year until I came to-night.” And then, 
to Neeland, ‘‘ There was some talk in New 
York about adding one or two Americans 
to the personnel, but I opposed it.’ 

‘“They’re here,” said Neeland. “There's 
a man called Doc Curfoot i 

“Who?” 

And suddenly, for the first time, Neeland 
remembered that she had been the wile 
of one of the men below. 

“Brandes and Stull are the others,” he 
said mechanically. 
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The girl stared at him as though she 
did not comprehend. 

Eddie Brandes? Here? And Stull? 
Curfoot? Here in this house?” 

‘In the salon below.” 

‘They can’t be!” she protested, in an 
odd, colorless voice. ‘‘ They were bought, 
soul and body, by the British secret service | 
before they had been an hour in Paris!” | 

All three stood staring at one another. 
rhen Ilse said slowly: 

‘It is we others who have been betrayed, 
it seems. They’ve got us all—every one 
of us—every one of us—at last!” 

She lifted her haggard face and stared 
at the increasing light, which was turning 
the window-panes a sickly yellow. 

‘With sunrise comes war,” she said, in a 
stunned voice, as though to convince her- 
self. ‘‘We are caught here in this house 

-Kestner and Weishelm and Breslau 
and IJ. Do you understand that Brandes 
and Curfoot, bought by England, have 
contracted to deliver us to a French court 
martial?” 

The men looked at her in silence. After 
i moment, Neelarid said: 

‘“*T don’t understand why you can’t leave 
this house if you are in danger. You say 
that there are men down-stairs waiting to 
kill us—waiting only for Kestner and Bres- 
lau and Damat Mahmud to arrive.” 

She said faintly: 

I did not before understand Mahmud’s 
delay. Now I understand. He has been 
warned. Breslau and Kestner will not 
come. Otherwise, you now would be 
barricaded behind that breastwork of 
rubbish, fighting for your lives.” 

‘But you say there are men on the 
stairs below who are ready to kill us if we 
try to leave the house.” 

‘They, too, are trapped without know- 
ing it. War will come with sunrise. 
This house has been under surveillance 
since yesterday afternoon. They have 
not closed in on us yet, because they are 
leaving the trap open in hopes of catching 
us all. They are waiting for Breslau and 
Kestner and Damat Mahmud. But they’ll 
never come now. They are out of the 
city by this time. I know them. But we 

we lesser ones—caught here—trapped!”’ 
She shuddered and pressed her hands 
over her temples. 

Neeland said: 

“TI am going to stand by you. Captain 
Sengoun will do the same.” 

She shook her head. 

“No use,” she said, with a shivers ‘I 
am too well known.” 

“Can’t you get away by the roof? 
There are two of your men up there.” 

‘They themselves are caught, and do 
not even know it.” 

She made a hopeless gesture. 

“What is the use? When I came here, 
rearing that you were here, but believing 
the information false, I discovered you 
conversing with a Russian spy—overheard 
her warn you to leave this house. And 
there, all the while, unknown to me, were 
Curfoot and that unspeakable scoundrel, 
Brandes. Why, the place was swarming 
with enemies—and I never dreamed it! | 
Yet—I might have feared some such thing | 

that the man, Brandes, who had be- 
trayed me once, would do it again if he 
ever had the chance. And he’s done ‘it!” 

lhere was a long silence. Ilse stood | 
staring at the melancholy grayish light | 
on the window-panes. She said, 
















“If You Had 
Only One Month 
To Live!” 


He had come to ask for 
her hand, “If you had but 
one month to live,” said 
the bishop, “would you } 
spend those thirty days 
death at the end—-with my 
daughter or with some other 
woman about whom I know 
nothing?’’ The young man 
stammered, but he made a_ | 
strange answer. Can you guess 
what it was? What would be the 
answer of most men today? 
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>| “TI shall never see another daybreak.” 
After a moment, she turned and began 
to pace the attic, a strange, terrible figure 
of haggard youth in the shadowy light. 
‘How horribly still it is at daybreak!” 
she breathed, halting before Neeland. 
‘*How deathly quiet , 
The dry crack of a pistol cut her short. 
Then, instantly, in the dim depths of the 
house, shot followed shot in bewildering 
succession. Neeland jerked up his pistol 
as a nearer volley rattled out on the land- 
ing directly underneath. Sengoun, exas- 
perated, shouted, 
“Well, what’s all this?”’ and ran toward 
the head of the stairs, his pistol lifted. 
Then, in the garret doorway, Weishelm 
appeared, his handsome face streaming 
blood. He staggered, turned mechanically 
toward the stairs again with wavering 
revolver; but a shot drove him blindly 
backward, and another hurled him fuii- 
length across the floor, where he lay with 
both arms spread out and the last tremors 
running from his feet to his twitching face. 
The interior of the entire house was now 
in an uproar; shots came fast from every 
aceresDam . | landing. 
Your School Problem | “What do you make of it?” shouted 
3 x ‘ Sengoun furiously, standing like a baited 
will be solved if you will merely state your case to the | and perplexed bull. ‘Who's fighting who 
in this fool of a place? By Erlik, I’d like 
to know whom I'm to fire at!” 
: Ilse Dumont, creeping along the wall, 
tee Hind Of School, @) Location preferred. | looked fearfully down at Weishelm, who 


An expert, who has made personal investigation of the | no longer moved where he lay on the 
leading schools and collezes of this country, will help you |° - 
dusty floor. 
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‘Brandes and Stull are betraying us,” 


Our information is absolutely free. 
. THE CHI@AGO DAILY 'NEWS 5 ses ao 
- she - whispered. ‘‘They are killing my 
comrades—on the stairs down there sf 


SCHOOL AND COLLEGE ‘BUREAU 
“Tf that is true,’ called out Neeland in 


Chicago, Illinois 
a low, cautious voice, ‘‘ you'd better wait a 
moment, Sengoun.”’ 

But Sengoun’s rage for combat had 
already filled him to overflowing. 

“IT don’t care who is fighting!”’ he bel- 
lowed. “It’s all one to me! Now is the 
time to shoot our way out of this. Come 
on, Neeland! Hurrah!”’ 

Neeland caught Ilse by the wrist. 

“You'd better get free of this house 
while you can,”’ he said, dragging her with 
him after Sengoun, who had already 
reached the head of the stairs and wes 
starting down, peering about for a target. 

Suddenly, on the landing below, Kestner 
and Breslau appeared, caught sight of Sen- 
goun and Neeland above, and opened fire 
on them instantly, driving them back from 
the head of the staircase flat against the 
corridor wall. But Kestner, seeming to 
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“You see—Al, here, and Janet—they 
well, they got married yesterday.” He was 
considerate about it, lowering his voice to 
its most ingratiatingly confidential pitch. 
He felt that he must protect the reputa- 
tions of both Mr. Bulger and Alfred. It 
surprised him that the father of the girl 
received the news so passively. He went 
on talking. ‘‘It really ain’t so serious as it 
sounds. I think it was just a moment’s 
foolishness. They drove over the Wiscon- 
sin line and found somebody to marry ‘em. 

Mecoweee | Then they drove right back here—Al, he’s 
wl maid Aor told me ceacsiiieay -and then Al felt sort 


uis, Mo. 
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realize now that the garret landing was 
held and the way to the roof cut off, began 
to retreat from the foot of the garret stairs, 
with Breslau following. 

Sengoun, fuming and fretting, had begun 
to creep toward the head of the stairs 
again, when there came a rattling hail of 
shots from below, a rush, the crash of 
furniture and startling slam of a door. 

Down-stairs, straight toward the uproar 
ran Sengoun, with Neeland beside him 
The halls were choked with acrid fumes 
the floors trembled and shook under the 
shock as a struggling, fighting knot of men 
went tumbling down the stairway, reached 
the landing, and burst into the rooms ot 
the Cercle Extranational. 

Leaning over the banisters, Neeland saw 
Kestner turn on Doc Curfoot, raging, his 
blue eyes ablaze. He hurled his empty pis 
tol at the American, seized chairs, bronzes 
andirons, the clock from the mantel, and 
sent a storm of heavy missiles through th 
doorway among the knot of men who wer 
pressing him and who had already seized 
Breslau. 

Then, from the banisters above, Neelan: 
and Sengoun saw Brandes, moving stealth 
ily, swiftly, edge his way to a further door 

Steadying the elbow of his pistol-hand 
in the hollow cup of his left palm, his 
weapon level, swerving as his quarry 
moved, he presently fired at Kestner and 
got him through the back. The giant 
turned, made a menacing gesture towari 
him, took an uncertain step in his dire: 
tion, another step, wavering, blindly gro- 
tesque, then stood swaying there under the 
glare of the partly shattered crystal chan- 
delier. ; 

And Brandes, aiming once more with 
methodical and merciless precision, fired 
another shot at his magnificent head. The 
towering figure, stiffening, fell over rather 
slowly and lay across the velvet carpet as 
rigid as a great tree. 

Brandes replaced the exhausted clip 
leisurely. There was a horrid sound from 
the stairs, where Curfoot and another man 
were killing a waiter. Stull came out into 
the hallway below and shouted up through 
the stair-well: 

‘Say, Eddie; come down here! There’s 
a mob outside in the street, and they’re 
tearing the iron shutters off the café!”’ 

Curfoot immediately started down- 
stairs; Brandes, pistol in hand, came 
slowly out of the club-rooms, still leering 

Suddenly he caught sight of Ilse Dumont, 
standing close behind Sengoun and Nee 
land on the landing above. 


The conclusion of The Dark Star wi'l appear in June Cosmopolitan. 


The Counter-irritant 


(Continued from page 60) 


o’ scared when he realized what he'd do 
and so he went away and caught a train 
and came right home to Sunbury. Janet 
thought he was coming back this morning, 
but he felt real sick about it, and———’’ 

If Henry had been less absorbed by his 
own part in the little drama, or if he had 
been older, he would have noted that 
face of the little fat man had gone gray- 
white and had seemed to sag about t! 
jaws and beneath the eyes; that he next, 
as some part of his color returned, fell to 
fidgeting with his pen, and drawing ttl 
angles and squares and pentagons on the 
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old green desk-blotter. He even reached for 
a pencil and pad of paper in order to draw 
these more nearly to his liking. And then, 
at last, he silenced Henry (who was begin- 
ning to find some difficulty in stopping his 
monologue) with a raised hand, and, turn- 
ing on Alfred, asked huskily: 

“Ts this the truth? There’s 
more?” 

“It’s just the way it happened,” said 
Alfred, evidently relieved at the lightness 
of this first blow. 

Mr. Bulger’s chin drooped a little. He 
seemed to note this himself, and com- 
pressed his lips. He thought and thought, 
drew and drew. 

“‘Who married you?” he asked, after a 
time. 

“Tt was a man in the court-house at 
Ashowoc.” 

Mr. Bulger drew a rhomboid very care- 
fully, and ran lines from the corners to the 
edges of the paper. He shaded each of 
these lines: Around the boundary of the 
rhomboid he placéd rows of dots close 
together. After a few moments of this, 
he pulled out a heavy old watch in a gold 
hunting-case. Then. he got heavily up, 
changed to his street coat, and said, 

“You boys come with me.” 

They went first. to a_livery-stable. 
Thence they drove to the Bulger home for 
Janet. Henry felt a‘ nervous desire to 
keep on talking. But Mr. Bulger, though 
he exhibited nothing that Henry recognized 
as anger or even grufiness, was curiously 
difficult to talk to. 

The two hours that followed remained 
in Henry’s memory as something of a blur. 
He later vividly recalled- Janet as she 
looked when she came out of the house 
and climbed to the front seat of the surrey | 
beside her father. Her eyes were red and | 
her mouth sulky. - “‘Shé’s awfully mad,” 
he thought. And, for some reason, her 
anger appeared to be directed altogether | 
at himself. - Then there was the picture of 
their little party in a stuffy office in a lime- 
stone building- with trees around it and 
grass. -Mr. Bulger spoke to a fat man be- | 
hind a desk—a man who wore a soft black | 
hat far back on. his head and rolled a 
half-smoked cigar round and round in his 
mouth. 

“Did you marry these two yesterday?” 
he asked. 

The fat man considered Janet and Al- 


nothing 


fred, then thoughtfully regarded Mr. 
Bulger. 
“Yes,” he replied; “I did.” 


“T suppose you couldn’t see that they’re 
nothing but a pair of crazy children.” Mr. 
Bulger’s voice began trembling. ‘The 
girl’s a minor. The boy isn’t eighteen.” 

“Eighteen in March,” Alfred put in. | 
It was his only remark. He seemed almost 
complacent about it. 





“Well,” observed the fat man, 
“really 

“Don’t you talk to me!” cried Mr. 
Bulger. 


? 


“Don’t you raise your voice to me! 
S% uid the fat man. 
“Do you think I care a rap for you?” 
shouted Mr. Bulger. 
The fat. man got up at this point and 
closed the door. 
“What is it you want?” he asked. 
“T want this marriage canceled, here and 
now—wiped out—the record destroyed.” 
“TI could hardly do that.” 
“You couldn’t, eh? Do you know who . 
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“Daddy, Here’s the tna Check” 


E was running for a car when he slipped and broke his ankle. It seemed so little 
a thing, but he thanked his stars that only three months before he had taken 
out an Atna Accumulative Disability Policy covering both accident and sickness. 


For years he had intended to, and never did, but one day the thought came to 
him of what might happen to his children if he should be disabled by sickness or 
accident and his income stopped. At once he took out a policy. Now it seemed as if 


a kindly Fate had protected and warned him. 


For your own sake, for your wife’s sake, 


while you can— 


@ AETNA-IZE © 


If you are in a “‘Preferred” occupation and under 
51 years of age, for an annual premium of $60 we 
will pay you: 


$50 a week for as long as you are totally disabled 
by a railway, steamship or burning building accident, 
or $25 a week if you are disabled by an ordinary acci- 


| dent. And'we will pay you $25 a week, up to 52 weeks, 
| if you are totally disabled by sickness. Also hospital 


charges or for a surgical operation. 


losses named. a eee 

If you are killed by accident, we will pay your es- set Re see 
tate from $5,000 to $15,000, depending on the charac- Send this coupon today —, oe. gt 

ter of the accident and on the number of years you and let A=tna do the o Sto oe “ka 
have carried the insurance. If you losetwolimbsor worrying. Pp 4 ms “oF 2 
oe rere 
TNA LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY “cg 
Drawer 1341 HARTFORD, CONN. BE VERS 

The largest company in the world writing Life, Accident, ” a, _ oe “Z ve sae Ye 

Health and Liability Insurance “ee oF : < ss cao 


Agency opportunities for all Casualty and Bonding lines Ms 
Ap tna Agent has a national advertising campaign 


working for him all the time 


for Whooping Cough, 
Spasmodic Croup, 
Asthma, Sore Throat, 
Coughs, Bronchitis, 
Colds, Catarrh. 


Don’t fail to use Cresolene for the distressing, and often 
fatal affections for which it is recommended. 
It is a simple, safe, effective and drugless treatment. 


USED WHILE YOU SLEEP 
Established 1879 


Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of Whooping Cough 
and relieves Spasmodic Croup at once. 

Inasthma it shortens the attack and ensures comfortable repose. 

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor inspired with every 


breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore throat, and 
stops the cough, assuring restful nights. 

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of Scarlet 
Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the treatment of 
Diphtheria. 

Cresolene’s best recommendation ifs its 37 years of success- 
ful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet. 

For Sale by Druggists 
Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritated throat, 


composed of slippery elm bark, licorice, gugar and Cresolene. 
They can’t harm you. Of your Druggist or from us 10c in stamps, 


THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 62 Cortlandt St., New York 
or Leemiag-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada 









































for your children’s sake—now, 


both eves by accident, you will be paid the same 
amounts, 


One-half of these amounts will be paid to On 
you if you lose one hand, one foot or one g%, 
eye by accident, These payments are in “er ” 
addition to the weekly indemnity pay- ¢' ue 
ments while you are disabled, be- o se a1 
tween date of accident and time 4 a ee 
of death or any one of the other o ie 
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NEW CAR, JOHN? 
NIX, 1915! REFINISHED 
HER MYSELF WITH 


tfecto 


AUTO 


FINISHES 


Sold by paint, hardware and auto 
accessory dealers. Send for Color 
Card. Pratt & Lambert-Inc. 149 
Tonawanda St., Buffalo, N. Y. In 
Canada, 95 Courtwright Street, 
Bridgeburg. Ontario. 













MADE BY THE MAKERS OF 


PRATTE LAMBERT VARNISHES 
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YOU CAN HEAR! 


You see the canted improved Acousticon 
has now enabled 275,000 deaf people to hear, 
We are sure it will do the same for you; are so 
absolutely certain of it that we are eager to 
send you the 


1917 Acousticon 
On FREE TRIAL 


NO DEPOSIT—NO EXPENSE 


There is nothing you will have to do but ask 
for your free trial. No money to pay, no red 
tape, no reservations to this offer. Our confi- 
dence in the present Acousticon is so complete 
that we will gladly take all the risk in proving 
beyond any doubt that 


The Joy of Hearing Can BeY ours Again! 

The Acousticon has improvements and patented 
features which cannot be duplicated, so no matter 
what you have ever tried, just ask for a free trial of 
the New Acousticon. You'll get it promptly, and if 
it doesn’t make you hear, return it and you will owe 
us nothing — not one cent. 


GENERAL ACOUSTIC CO. 
1305 Candler Bldg. New York 








prices. Free IlJustrated Instruction Booklets 
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GLU E al al oh s 


BOTTLES 
WILL MEND IT 10¢ 


Bunion Treatment 


Treat that painful, unsightly bun- 
ion with scientific care. Follow the 


successful Scholl Method and your feet will soon 
be normal. 


Dr. Scholl’s Toe Flex corrects bunions 
by strengthening the crooked toe. Prevents 
overlapping or underiappingtoes, and hammer toes. 

Small, medium, large, 50c. each, $1. pair. 


Dr. Scholl’s Bunion Reducer. 

This soft rubber shield snugly 

fits the bunion or 

enlarged joint and 

Stays where put. 

Removes shoe pres- 

sure. Fills out hol- 

low places and reduces enlargement. Smail, 
medium, large, either foot, 50 cents each. 

Dr.Scholl’s Foot-Eazer“‘Eases the Feet”’ 

This scientific device gently supports the arch, 

relieving the pressure from the enlarged joint. 

Gives relief to aching, tired feet; 

weak ankles, - fallen arches, 

cramped toes, callous and bunions, 

Worn in any shoe, $2.50 a pair. 

a Sold by leading shoe dealers and 

-e 7 department stores. If not at yours, 

i write direct. Send for free 

booklet, ‘The Feet and Their Care.”” 

THE SCHOLL MFG. CO. 

215 W. Schiller St., Chicago, III. 


aS YOUR FEET” 








[AMAZING PROFITS 


IN MUSHROOMS. Anybody can add 
$10 to $40 per week to their income, in | 
spare time, entire year, growing mushrooms in cellars, 
sheds, barns, boxes, etc, 1 tell you where to sell at highest 


Se ee ee ee BARTON, 228 West 48th St., Spare 





Iam? I’m Matthew Bulger, of Borea. I 
think I’ve just about got enough of a hold 
on your gang to give you all the trouble 
you want . 

“Hold on!” said the fat man. ‘‘ No good 
in getting all stirred up. I didn’t recognize 
you, Mr. Bulger. This your daughter?” 

Ten minutes later, when they got into 
the surrey to drive out of Ashowoc, Janet 
and Alfred were unmarried. 

Back in Borea, outside the livery-stable, 
Mr. Bulger turned away from the two 
youths without a word of farewell, took 
Janet’s arm, and headed toward his home. 
Henry touched his arm. 

“Mr. Bulger 

“in?” 

“T didn’t quite finish explaining. You 
see, Anne Mayer Stelton, who was to be 
Phyllis in our show, is sick and can’t do 
it. We’re in a fix, as it is—” Mr. Bulger 
turned impatiently away. Henry hurried 
his pace and continued talking. “Janet 
knows the part, you see, Mr. Bulger, and 
we’ve simply got to have her for it. There 
isn’t a minute to lose. I ought to have 
her there now—rehearsal at four—they 
want to have that fat Handley woman— 
she doesn’t know the part and she’d look 
awful—I tell you, it’s serious, Mr. Bulger! 
We’ve got to have Janet. Don’t you see 
that’s why I came up here—I couldn’t do 
anything else—please listen to me a 

Henry became aware now that Janet’s 
slightly prominent hazel eyes were fixed 
on him and that they were very bright. 

“Oh, Henry!” she breathed. “‘ You don’t 
think I could really do Phyllis?” 
| “There ain’t any ‘think’ about it,” re- 
plied Henry, with feeling. ‘“You’ve got to.” 

Mr. Bulger was walking more slowly. 
He came to a stop. 

“T don’t know,” he mused aloud. 
“Mightn’t be such a bad scheme. Keep 
her busy this week, anyhow.” 

Henry turned on him. 

“Can she take the four-twenty-two with 
| me, Mr. Bulger?” 

The editor ignored this. 

| “Alfred,” he said, ‘‘you go around to 
| the Banner office and sit there until I come. 
| Chance to do a little thinking. You’re 
| going to stay up here for the present— 
| until Janet comes back, anyhow.” 

| “But I don’t know what mother—— 
| “T’ll attend to your mother. And 
| Janet’ll stay with her.” 

| Henry consulted his Waterbury watch. 

“Mr. Bulger,” he said, “there really 
ain’t much time. Can Janet come on the 
four-twenty-two with me?” 

“No,” replied that gentleman; 
me.” 
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Henry Calverly had not before been 
late at a rehearsal. On this occasion, 
members of the chorus and a few of the 
principals sat or stood about the lower 
hall of the country club in dispirited 
groups. Others were in the ballroom up- 
stairs; snatches of the music of ‘‘Tolanthe”’ 
floated down as one or another strummed 
the piano. At the end of the long lower 
hall sat John W.'MacLouden and the 
formidable Miss Heliotrope Handley. 

Henry and Janet appeared shortly after 
five o’clock. Mr. Matthew Bulger stood 
at the door and watched them across the 
threshold, then hurried off. 

Young women and their mothers rushed 
up to Henry, surrounded him. Twenty 
anxious questions came at once. 
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“What are we to do about the Phyllis?” 
“Is Miss Handley to sing it?” ‘Can she 
learn the part in time?” 

Henry Was a little tired now. But he 
responded to this greeting with a swelling 
heart. It meant something. No matter 
what old MacLouden might think he was 
doing, these people knew who was boss. 
He noted several members of the various 
committees about the room; two or three 
were in the group about him. William B. 
Snow, the head of it all, appeared in the 
door of the billiard-room, calmly smoking 
a big cigar. He joined the group. 

“No,” said Henry, answering their 
questions. ‘‘No; we can’t use Miss Hand- 
ley. Miss Janet Bulger will sing Phyllis. 
Up-stairs, please, everybody! We must 
get right to work.” 

As he walked toward the stairs, he found 
Mr. Snow at his side. 

‘Janet Bulger’ll sing Phyllis, eh?’’ re- 
marked the second-richest man in Sun- 
bury, speaking round his cigar. 

“Yes. It’s the only thing. She knows 
it. She can look it—and sing it.” 

“Been working with you all along, 
hasn’t she? Knows your ideas?” 

Henry nodded. 

““Well”—Mr. Snow’s eyelids twitched 
once, and he flashed one glance at the 
couple in the window-seat down the room; 
he saw MacLouden apparently catch sight 
of Henry and spring to his feet—“‘ well, it 
sounds like sense tome, Henry. Goto it!” 

Henry mumbled, with feeling, ‘‘ Thank 
you, Mr. Snow,” and ran up the stairs. 


The chairman shifted his -cigar, turned’ 


about, and received impassively the 
whispered but none the less violent assault 
of Mr. MacLouden. As Mr. Snow was 
competent to handle any angry Scot, also 
as what followed was purely committee 
business, we leave them there. 

Henry mounted a soap-box at the side 
of the room and rapped on his music- 
stand. Mrs. Arthur V. Henderson struck 
a chord on the piano. The chorus fell into 
place outside the chalk marks that 
bounded an imaginary stage. Janet, her 
color high, stood near at hand, looking at 
Henry almost meekly. The sight of her, 
now that his little battle of the afternoon 
was over, stirred uncomfortable thoughts 
to life within him, brought up disconcert- 
ing pictures. He saw a fat little man 
in a stuffy office, talking excitedly at a fat 
big man who chewed a cheap cigar. There 
was an angry, sulky girl, a weak, distress- 
ingly complacent boy. Not before this 
moment had it occurred to him that the 
picture would be a painful one in his 
memory. But it was painful. It was an 
ugly stab at romance. It hurt. 

Just then, coming in from the upper 
veranda, he saw Mary Ames, Ernestine, 
and a quietly dressed woman who must 
have been her mother. He thought Ernes- 
tine looked pale—a wan little figure. 

He was in an outrageous, wholly sudden 
confusion of thought. He couldn’t think. 
Worse, all at once, he couldn’t feel. A 
great "dread spread blackly over him. 
Doggedly he rapped again and raised his 
arms. Habit came to his aid. The re- 
hearsal began. 

On this late afternoon and on through 
the evening rehearsal, Henry had a wholly 
new experience. Sunbury had not yet 
begun aping the East in the matter of 
chaperoning its young. Outside of such 
free-and-easy affairs as straw-rides, when 
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a pretty young teacher of a free-and-easy 
sort (if such was available) might be taken 
along as a fender of possible adult criticism, 
the institution found no local recognition. 
Though, of course, there were a few ex- 
ceptional families. But the quietly smiling 
woman who looked’ so hauntingly like 
Ernestine had a purpose and a practised 
skill’ that baffled Henry. Every little 
device he attempted to bring about a talk 
with Ernestine was forestalled. Mrs. 
Lambert was pleasant and appreciative 
of his gifts, but she was always there. 

He went home, late that night, in the 
queerest condition of mind yet. He stood 
by his window in a dark room, gazing out 
at the trees and the stars until long after 
midnight. There were moments when he 
felt relieved, almost glad, that she had 
been there—was to be there, every minute, 
all the week. After each of these moments, 
he felt resentment. It seemed disloyal to 
Ernestine and to their common dream to 
entertain such thoughts. He was torn. 
He felt certain that he would be unable to 
sleep for thoughts of Ernestine and the 
bewilderments of life. 

As it turned out, however, he slept until 
half-past nine in the morning. His mother 
had to wake him then, because two ladies 
of the stage committee were waiting in 
feverish anxiety on the front porch. 

After dressing in violent haste and talk- 
ing (very crossly) to these ladies, he ate 
an enormous cold breakfast. 

These crudely physical facts—his sleep 
and his breakfast—he resented hotly, as 
he rushed over to the office of the Weekly 
Voice of Sunbury to correct proofs of the 
program. Ernestine must not know! 

At noon, he stole a half-hour from the 
babel of work in the Thompson’s Grove 
enclosure and walked down Chestnut 
Avenue past Mary Ames’ house, and his 
heart swelled. He even hung about the 
corner, keeping behind the trees. Then 
Mrs. Ames and Mrs, Lambert appeared 
on the porch, and he hurried off. 

All through Tuesday evening it was the 
same—not a private moment with Ernes- 
tine. Her appearance alarmed and touched 
him. Others were attentive to her as she 
worked through the evening rehearsal. 
Her mother kept close. She was brought in 
the Ames’ carriage. Though. the evening 
was not cool, Mrs. Ames put a wrap about 
Ernestine’s slim shoulders whenever she 
came off stage (they were rehearsing on 
the outdoor stage now, with orchestra). 

The opportunity finally came—between 
the acts on Wednesday evening. She stood 
behind the built-up Houses of Parliament 
at the rear of the stage. 

Out front, more than a thousand of the 
folk of Sunbury and the North Shore sat 
in the rows of undertakers’ chairs. The 
orchestra was playing the introduction. 
he curtain went up, just as he found her 
there, and Harry B. Hemper, who normally 





worked in the bank and was precentor at - 


the Baptist Church, his ample figure now 
in a British uniform, was bursting into the 
Sentry’s song. 
‘ When all night long a chap remains 
On sentry-go, to chase monotony, 
He exercises of his brains, 
That is, assuming that he’s got any.” 
_ His deep voice boomed resonantly out 
in measured rhythm. 
The paint on Henry’s face masked the 
paleness there. He looked very well in his 
black-silk knickerbockers. 
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~~ ~~ "The New Oliver Nine 


A TYPEWRITER 
REVOLUTION 


New Machines for Half the Former Price 


Was‘100 
Now*49 






At the very height of its success, The Oliver Typewriter Company 
again upsets the typewriter industry. Just as it did in 1896, when it 


introduced visible writing and forced all others to follow. 


Now this 


powerful Company—world wide in influence—calls a halt to old expen- 


sive ways of selling typewriters. 


A company strong enough, large enough 
and brave enough to do a big, startling 
thing like this, deserves a hearing. 


The full facts are set forth in our amazing 
exposure, entitled “The High Cost of Type- 
writers—The Reason and The Remedy.” 
One copy will be mailed to you if you send 
us the coupon below. 


| HOW WE DOUT 


Henceforth The Oliver Typewriter Company 
will maintain no expensive sales force of 15,000 
Henceforth it will pay no 


salesmen and agents. l ; 
There will be no idle 


high rents in 50 cities. 
stocks. 

You, Mr. User, will deal direct now with the 
actual manufacturer. No middlemen—no useless 
tolls. We end the waste and give you the savings. 
You get the $51 by being your own salesman. 


SAVE $51 


This Oliver Nine is a twenty-year develop- 
ment. It is the finest, costliest, most success- 
ful typewriter we ever built. It is yours for 
10 cents per day in monthly payments of $3.00. 
Everyone can own a typewriter now. Will any 
sane person ever again pay $100 for a standard 
typewriter when the Standard Visible Oliver 
Nine sells for $49? 






























Send today for your copy of our book and 
further details. You'll be surprised. 


BIG MONEY QUICK 


Learn latest authoritative way to make 

+ still bigger profits growing inushrooms, 

Make $10 to $75 a week. Anyone in city 

or country can do it in spare time; in base- 

ments, cellars, sheds, barns, etc. Demand 

enormous. Start now. Send for FREE 
expert book, ““Truth About Mushrooms.” 


Bureau of Mushroom Industry, Dept.385,1342N. ClarkSt. Chicago 





STUDY AT HOME 
Become a lawyer and big suc- 
one ae ally eal med 
men win pearyons u. 
and public fe. Greater 


soportunitice now than ever 
‘ore. Be a 
leader. Earn 
10,000 Annually 
‘ou can x a6 heme 
you to pass jo 
pper, refunded according 
if tisfied. 
. conferred. Thousands of euctegtel f= 


c le for them—now. ; 
LaSalle Extension University, Dept.ggs-— Chicago 
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*' THE OLIVER TYPEWRITER COMPANY 


i 

1145 Oliver Typewriter Bldg., Chicago. i 

Do not send a machine until I order it. Mail i 
me your book, ‘‘The High Cost of Typewriters— 

| The Reason and The Remedy,” your de luxe J 

catalogs and further information. 

j 
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It frees buyers of a wasteful burden. 


And we gain economies for ourselves, too. So it 
isn’t philanthropy. Just the new, efficient way of 
doing business to mect present-day economic 
changes. 


Note this fact carefully. We offer the identical 
Oliver Nine—the latest model—brand new, for $49, 
the exact one which was $100 until March Ist. 


THE LATEST MODEL 


Do not confuse this offer of The Oliver Type- 
writer Company itself of a brand new, latest model 
9 with offers of second hand or rebuilt machines. 


This is the first time in history that a new, 
standard $100 typewriter has been offered for $49. 
We do not offer a substitute model, cheaper, 
different or rebuilt. 


Read all the secret facts in our document, en- 
titled, ‘‘The High Cost of Typewriters—The Reason 
and The. Remedy.” The coupen below mailed 
today will bring you one copy. 









No money down—No C. O. D. 
After you read our book you may ask for 
an Oliver for five days’ free trial. Be your own 
salesman. Save yourself $51. You decide in the 
privacy of your own office or home, as you use 
the Oliver. Then if you want to own an Oliver 
you may pay at the rate of 10 cents per day. 
Mail the coupon now for ‘“‘The High Cost of 
Typewriters—The Reason and The Remedy.” 
It rips off the mask. Cut the coupon out now. 





The Oliver Typewriter Company 
1145 Oliver Typewriter Bldg., Chicago, III. 





A High School Course 


Learn in your 
In T wo Years own home. Here is 
a thorough, com- 
plete and simplified high school course that you can 
finish in two years. Meets all college entrance re- 
uirements. Frepared by leading members of the 
aculties of universities and academies. 
Write for booklet. Send your name and address for 
our booklet and full particulars. No obligations. 
Write today—now. 


American School of Correspondence, Dept. P-1045, Chicago, U.S. A 


BOATS for DETACHABLE MOTOR 


(Four Models) - - - = $25 andup 
CANOES, a 

ROWBOATS,20 “ “ 

FISHBOATS,22 “ “ 

MOTOR BOATS, 

16 to 24 ft. 

With or without engine. 

‘Catalog Free—Order by Mail 

Please state what kind of 


u boat you are interested in. 
THOMPSON BROS. BOAT MFG. CO. - 36 Elis Ave. - PESHTIGO, WIS 
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“A Train Load of Books’’ | 
® What Clarkson | 

is Doing for the 

Book Buyer |, 


N several hundred thousand Li 

braries in the homes of people in 

every walk of life—from the day 

laborer to the college professor and 

high government official, from the 

persons who buy a few books of popu- 

lar fiction to the persons who pride 

themselves on having the complete 

works of all the standard authors in 

De Luxe Sets artistically printed 

and bound —almost every book 

was bought from me. WHY? 

-cause | have no agents ani sell you just the bocks 

you want—all new—many at asaving of from 50 

to 90 percent. You examine the books in your own home 

for five days before paying for them. If not satisfied, return 
at my expense—and —owe m>» nothing. 


2 e | Library of Wit and Humor, $1.50. 
Sample Prices: | “yr 31 Ti" 
Whena Man’sa Man. Publisher's | Huckleberry Finn and Other Mark 
price, $1.35. My price, 90c. Twain Books. $1.75. My price, 
F yes of the World. . 91,23. 
Famous Pictures. $6.00; $1.45. 
Encyclopedia of Quotations. $2.50. 
My price, 8%. 
What All Married People Should Se 
Know. 00; 730. How to Develop. 85c. 
Buffalo Bill’s Own Story of His Life of Health, $5.50; My 
and Deeds. $1.50; 85c. 
Famous Urators. ¢ 95c, i 
law bout lawy Pub. price, 
$2.00. My price, 450. 
Shakespeare. vols. 24mo, Limp 
»mes to Himeelf— 
ison, 0c. New Americ: 
Jiu-Jitsu, or Art of Self-Defense. tionary, 5 vol 
1 60¢ lisher’s price, $21.00. 
$4.75. 


Key to the Bible. $3.75; 98c. ~ 

Here are De Luxe Sets, Morocco bound, complete works, many 
f them less than 25 cents on the dollar. Hugo, Kipling, Poe, 
Eliot, Dici ns, Thackeray, Stevenson, and scores of others. 


Get My Big, New Catalogue 


My new catalog, sent free for the asking, tells you how to 
gave SO to 90 per cent on thousands of books. It is a course 
fn literature, giving nationalities, date of birth and death of 
authors, the author’s life and standing in literature, etc. Hun- 
dreds of sets and thousands of single volumes listed. 

I sell more books direct to the booklover — the individual 
reader—the rich man who insists upon his dollar’s worth — the 
man who watches his pennies — and sell them for less money -- 
than any other man in America. Every book new and fresh, 
and eparanaped to please you — you to be 7 
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Ernestine saw him and lowered her eyes. 

He whispered slowly, with a little effort, 
as if a firm determination were moving him: 

“It’s been terrible—not having a chance 
to talk, Ernie. But I’ve been planning. 
The only trouble is your trunk. You must 
tell them, somehow, to have Peony Smith 
for expressman. I'll arrange with him. 
They probably would anyway, but you 
must think of a way to make sure is 

He saw her eyes—looking larger than 
ever with the black paint on the lids— 
come up uncertainly, glance past him, 
drop again. He felt the appeal in them. 
He turned. Mrs. Lambert was joining 
them. He tiptoed away. He was angry, 
in a confused way. In a moment, he 
would have to go out there for his big song. 
There was a pain at the pit of his stomach. 
Suddenly, he didn’t care. That great 
audience was nothing. It was the biggest 
moment of his life thus far, and he didn’t 
care. There was no thrill in him—nothing 
but a sort of death. He could have 
screamed out. But, instead, he went on 
as he should. “And he stepped down 
toward the footlights at the proper 
moment and sang, ‘‘When Britain really 
ruled” a little better than he had ever 
before sung anything. 

Voices were whispering out there among 
the rows on rows of dim white faces beyond 
the dazzling lights. Young girls, visitors 
in town, said: ‘“¥ think he’s just the 
handsomest thing!” ‘Don’t you think 
his voice is sympathetic!” “And he was 
director, too—drilled the chorus and 
everything! Just think!” 

Of all this, Henry heard nothing. He 
did hear the applause, of course, but his 
spirit had sunk beneath the point at which 
it was capable of responding to stimulus. 
Encores he could still respond to, if 
mechanically. He had to do this over and 
over, singing the third verse, and singing 
it better each time. Finally, he took to 
bowing. Six times he bowed before the 
performance could go on. 

After this, until Saturday night, Ernes- 
tine was guarded every moment. Try as 
he might, Henry could not speak with her; 
he could only join groups in which she hap- 
pened tobe. Always there was the mother 
or Mrs. Ames or Mary or all three. The 
situation wore deeply on him. He became, 
for the first time in his life, irritable. He 
fretted and chafed. He longed hungrily 
for a confidant, but none appeared (it 
would have helped). He packed two bags 
with all his clothes and treasures, carried 
them out of the boarding-house in his 
stocking feet after midnight on Friday, 
left them in the shed, under a pile of 
kindling, until day, and checked them at 
the station in the care of a baggageman 
who looked rather surprised, and remarked, 

“Well, Henry, leaving us?” 

All this in a blind drift of circumstance. 
He hardly knew, from moment to mo- 


ment, what he was about; yet he rushed | 


about town, talked} in the main, rationally 
enough, gave orders, went through the 
performances, sang better and better each 
evening. 

For a brief moment on Saturday evening, 
during the last performance, Ernestine was 
left unattended. Henry pounced upon her, 
caught her arm. Very gently she drew it 
away. 

“Ernie,” he whispered hotly, “‘it’s fierce! 
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I just can’t stand it!” She bowed her 
head. ‘Tell me—quick—did you arrange 
about Peony Smith?” Her mouth twisted 
rather painfully. ‘‘We’ve got to plan. 
It’s awful—this way! We've got to wait, 
I think, until they’re taking the train for 
New York—at the Lake Shore station. 
You'll have to slip away. They’ll be on 
their way east before they know——’”’ 

He saw now that she was softly crying, 
and became even more excited. 

“Oh, Henry,” she murmured, “I don’t 
know what to say ‘ 

“Ernie! You’re not giving up? You 
can mail me the check for the trunk. The 
post-office is open Sunday mornings.” 

““Henry—my mother—how can I——” 

Then Mr. Diehlman, the Lord Chancel- 
lor came up, very impressive in his wig and 
robe, and whispered: 

“Well, well! How’s my little Iolanthe 
to-night !”’ 

Henry swung on his heei, bit his lips, 
lingered, hoping desperately, blindly, fear- 
ing as well. 

Mrs. Lambert appeared, quietly smiling. 
Henry glared at her and rushed away. 

He sang ‘“‘When Britain really ruled,” 
savagely that night. There were claws in 
his heart. The audience cheered him. 
They brought flowers—the girl ushers— 
great made-up pieces of roses and carna- 
tions and greens—one a coronet, two feet 
through, from the fraternity he had _ be- 
longed to in high school. 

It was an ovation. It was success. 
Henry did not know it was success. He 
hardly knew what was happening outside 
his own turbulent breast. 

That night, later, for one mad moment 
he waited, skulking in the shadows while 
Ernestine, her arms, like his, full of flowers 
(among them the two dozen American 
Beauties he had sent), and her mother and 
the Ameses went out to their carriage. He 
followed this by walking down to their 
house and pacing, like a sentry, for an 
hour, behind the trees across the street, 
until all the Ames’ lights were out. 

On Sunday morning, he went to the post- 
office. There was nothing for him. He 
went on toward the old red railroad station 
and watched the nine-sixteen pull out. 
Ernestine and her mother and the Ameses 
were on that train. 

From the baggageman, who eyed him 
with some curiosity, he got his two bags, 
carried them through alleys to Mrs. Wil- 
cox’s shed. Late that night, he got them 
back into the house, locked his door, un- 
packed them. That night, he wept bewil- 
dered tears on his pillow. 

Yes; it was success. Later in his life, 
Henry was to learn that it comes usually 
at about the same price, and is usually 
about as empty. He was to learn, too, 
that the only real profit in any success is 
the reassuring discovery that you had it 
in you to do the thing at all. 

At any rate, moralizing aside, this is the 
story of Henry’s great moment in Sunbury 
(the later successes were elsewhere). His 
“Tolanthe”’ is still recalled by Sunburyites 
of that particular generation, who are given 
to saying that the sort of thing has not been 
so well done since Henry went away. 

Henry himself was, of course, incapable 
of submitting the experience to impersonal 
analysis. Asaconsequence, he did not, at 
the time, feel gratitude toward Ernestine. 


Easy Street, the next episode of The Loves of Henry the Ninth, 
will appear in June Cosmopolitan. 
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The Gray Hair 


(Continued from page 77) 


hold no secrets. 
study of Allaire himself. 
was nothing of importance. It was a coin- 
cidence that the young lawyer, who had 


stood well at college and law-school, and | 
was by way of beginning to do very well | 


in practise, should be rather intimate with 
Peter Courtney—at least, the dossier said 


that he called often upon Courtney’s niece | 


—who was one of Heenan’s clients that 
had telephoned for protection to-day. 
it was nothing extraordinary; it was merely 
coincidence. Heenan sighed heavily. Dex- 
ter, who was with him, locked up. 

“Stumped, Chief?” 

“Stumped; yes. 
ter,” growled Heenan. “There ain’t a 
blasted thing in these guys’ records to 


attach suspicion to any of ’em; but Al- 
laire was impersonated by a guy that knew | 


These are the only people that 
well. | Somewhere 


him well. 
know him 


murderer or murderers. 


on trailin’ their every move. The man 


who loses sight of one of these guys loses | 


his job. While they’re trailed they can’t 
commit murder. Put it strong to the boys.” 

“Then you still think it’s a newcomer? 
No old-timer puttin’ these things over?” 


“T don’t think it—I know it!” snapped | 
He fell into a brown study, mut- | 


Heenan. 
tering to himself and frowning. Dexter, in 
a little while, bade him good-night. 

“Better get some sleep, Chief,” he 
counseled. 

The great detective grunted an unintel- 
ligible answer. It was hours later before 
he went to sleep, and then it was com- 
pletely dressed and in his chair, his hands 
still gripping tightly, with the super- 
bulldoggedness so characteristic of him, 
the bunch of dossiers. 


XIII 


Tue sharp clang of the telephone-bell 
broke in upon the moment of understand- 
ing between uncle and niece. Allison lifted 
her tear-wet face from her uncle’s breast. 

“Don’t answer it,” she said; “don’t 
answer it!”’ Then the innate courage that 
was hers banished the dread that had held 


her. Shesmiled wanly. ‘I’m hysterical,” 
she said, “but I’m better now. Answer 
it, uncle.”’ 


Once again he patted her hair; then he 
picked up the telephone from the library 
desk. He spoke a few minutes, and Allison 
caught the purport of the conversation. 
She whitened, and dread came back once 
more. Peter Courtney set down the phone. 

“T must go out, Allison,” he said. 

“Where?” 

“Wilkins, Carman Wilkins, my broker, 
wants to see me.” 

“The Wilkins that 
to—”? 

“Deewald. Yes.” 
“Ts it about this—uncle? 
me in the dark. What is it?” 

He sat down on an old-fashioned couch 
and drew her down beside him. 

“You mustn’t be alarmed,’’ he said; 
“there is no danger; only—Wilkins is 
calling a meeting of all of us men who have 
been threatened by the society. We've all 


is brother-in-law 


Don’t keep 


So Heenan turned to the | 
But here, also, | 


But | 


But not licked, Dex- | 





in this | 
bunch’”—and he shook the papers on | 
which the dossiers were written—‘‘is the | 
We'll just keep | 
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' threatened?” 


received sudden demands from it. Wilkins 
wants us to meet to decide how to answer 
them 

**Sudden demands? Then the letter you 
got a week ago wasn’t the only one?” 

“One came by special delivery early this 
evening. I’d told Maggie’’—Maggie was 
the Irish maid—‘to keep anything like 
that from you, lest you be alarmed. So 
she placed it in my desk here. I just 
found it.” He handed her the letter. 

She read it. It was a demand that 
Courtney raise fifty thousand cash by 
noon of the next day, as an earnest of his 
intention to meet the society’s demand for 
half his fortune; he was to have fifty 
thousand in readiness, and would be 
notified when and where to send it. That 
was all, except for the signature of the 
dread society. 

“T didn’t want you to know,” he said, 
“but now— So you see, my dear, I must 
see Wilkins. He’s in a terrible state. He 
just told me that he’d communicated with 
the others who t ive been threatened, and 
they are coming.” 

“How did he know who had been 
she inquired. 

“Why, when I received my letter, a 
week ago, I thought it was a joke of some 
sort, and I showed it to him. He showed 
me one that he’d received, and, in the 
course of a day or so, he learned who else 
had received similar letters. But until this 
morning, when we learned of Hastings’ 
death—we who knew that he’d been threat- 
ened—we thought little about the letters. 
But to-day’s events a 

Allison shuddered. 

“But, uncle, you aren’t as rich as those 
men. Why should they think that you 
can afford so much?” 

“T deal with Wilkins,” he replied. “In 
fact, all those threatened, even Hastings 
and the others who are dead, traded with 
Wilkins. And as I do not know to whom 
to make my excuses”—and he smiled— 
“TI do not see how I can plead poverty. 
However, what little J do possess, I will 
not surrender tamely. And, now, good- 
night, my dear.” 

“T’m going with you,” declared Allison. 

“But, my dear—”’ he protested. 

“If you’re going out into danger—why, 
this telephone-message may be a trick, for 
all we know—I’m going with you.” 

Allison Courtney had a strong will. 
Demur and protest though he might, she 
insisted that she would not let him leave 
the house alone. And when he pointed 
out the fact that two of Heenan’s opera- 
tives were outside the house, she retorted 
by citing the killing of the three financiers, 
surrounded by policemen, that very day. 

And Courtney could not oppose her 
successfully. They left the house together. 
At the corner of Madison Avenue, Court- 
ney drew her attention to the two men 
who followed. 

“You see, my dear, I’m well protected. 
However, don’t think I’m not glad of your 
company this evening. I've had too little 
of it since Allaire— 

They fenced verbally, both determined, 
it seemed, to put behind them any more 
thought of the dread society, for the 
moment, at any rate. Allison felt her 
uncle’s well-meant efforts to put her at 
ease, and she responded courageously. 
They were both laughing as they ascended 
the steps of the Wilkins mansion on a side 
street, but a door from Fifth Avenue. 
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But laughter died from their lips as they 
entered the house. The man servant who 
admitted them was ashen of face. And in 
the large study to which he had conducted 
them sat nine men, all ill at ease, nervous. 
It was a house of fear. Allison felt a pity 
that was half contempt for these men; by 
contrast, her smiling uncle seemed the pink 
o: perfect courage. He introduced her with 
grave courtesy. 

“You see,” he explained, “my niece 
believes that she is a greater protection to 
me than Detective Heenan’s two men; so 
——-she is with me. The daughters of the 
Courtneys have always had more courage 
than the men. For myself. I confess to a 
slight trepidation. 

“Trepidation?” It was Wilkins who 
spoke. ‘I’m frightened half to death! 
And I’ve got too much sense to try and 
hide it.”” If Courtney felt a sneer in this, 
he did not show it. ‘I want to meet this 
society’s demands. Not to the extent of 
half of what I’ve got, but to the extent of 
fifty thousand dollars. That will pacify 
them for a while, and, in a day or so, 
Heenan——” 

“Ah, Heenan!” Half a dozen voices 
breathed that magic name. 

“But if Heenan can do nothing?” 
queried Courtney. 

Wilkins’ lower lip trembled. 

“Then—then—oh, let’s wait and see. 
The main thing is attending to this demand 
for half a million. That’s what it comes 
to. And I suppose that. if we’re shy a 
trifle, one of us, or all of us, will suffer, if 
Heenan hasn’t caught the devil. And as 
fifty thousand is a bigger sum of ready 
cash than is always available at a moment’s 
notice, I want to know just who couldn’t 
come across with it to-morrow, so that I 
could lend him the money. Heenan is all 
right, and will get the murderer, but if he 
gets him after we’re dead—what then? I’d 
rather lose a bunch of money than my life. 
Guess we all feel that way, eh? Now then, 
who’s not able to gather that much cash 
between now and to-morrow morning? I'll 
take reasonable security for the loan, if it’s 
needed.” 

There was a moment’s silence. It 
seemed that all these financiers present 
found fifty thousand dollars a small sum, 
and had that much lying loose in banks. 
But one of them found his voice; it was 
Eliot Tobey, a notorious speculator, who 
had often risked his whole fortune on a 
whim of the ticker-tape. A bit out of 
place among most of those present, he 
had, in recent years, forced his way into 
more conservative business circles by the 
sheer weight of the fortune he had amassed 
through speculation. Indeed, all those 
present speculated, but most of them on 
such sure things, because of inside informa- 
tion, that it might as well be called “‘in- 
vestment,” for all the risk they took. 

‘You know blamed well, Wilkins,” Tobey 
sneered, “that there isn’t one of us who 
couldn’t raise fifty thousand on a moment’s 
notice. You called us here to make sure 
that each one of us would pony up to this 
devil-society, eh? Well, put me down here 
and now: Not one nickel from Eliot Tobey 
to any gang of murderers that ever lived! 
Got that? That’s my final answer.” 

The others looked at him angrily. 
Wilkins spoke with a sneer. 

“In other words, Tobey, inasmuch as 
this society demands half a million, fifty 
thousand from each of us, you think that 
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than risk danger.” 


one of us will contribute your share rather | 


Tobey hated these men who, having, for | 


the most part, inherited their wealth, or, 
in the minor part, made it by unloading 
watered stock upon the innocent public, 
therefore looked down upon him—Tobey 
-who had made his money by defeating 
at the game of finance these men them- 
selves or others like them. Tobey was the 
pirate who prayed upon pirates. And his 
was the manlier vocation. 

“Tf you ask my opinion,” he said, “you 
rats would contribute my share ten times 
over rather than risk a hair on your heads. 
But I’m different from the rest of you. 
What’s mine’s mine—nobody else’s. Any- 
one that wants it can come down to the 
Street and take a chance at getting it 
away from me. They’ll never get it by 
blackmail if they come to me with murder 
in their hearts and guns in their hands. 
They ain’t much blue blood in me”—and 
he sneered at the rich men, who scowled at 
him—‘“but there’s plenty of red blood. 
If that’s all, I'll excuse myself.” 

He walked toward the door. 

“Wait a minute, Tobey—I’ll be with 
you!” cried Courtney. 

“You, too?” gasped Wilkins. 

“T, too,” said Courtney. “I agree with 
Tobey. I’m armed; if this society wants 
my wealth, let it come directly to me.” 

“That’s all right as a grand-stand play, 
Courtney,” said Wilkins, in a surprised 
voice. ‘But Tobey hasn’t any family at 
all, and you—here’s your niece. Your skin’s 
as valuable to you as ours is to us. We'll 
all get our money back when Heenan runs 
this devil down. But, just at present- 
you’ve been nipped in the market lately? 
That it? Man, I'll lend you fifty thousard 
on your note of hand without a bit of 
security. I[’ll——” 

“You gentlemen will make up the half- 
million, anyway,” said Courtney coldly. 
“T see no reason why I should burden my- 
self with an unnecessary debt.” 

“You mean you'll let us settle and 
avoid paying?” 

“You say that Heenan will recover it 


anyway. How, hen, shall I be avoiding 
payment? But that is neither here nor 
there. What is to the point is this: I 


better to be killed than 
I hardly expect to 
but 


igree with Tobey 

yield to blackmail. 
have you ge *ntlemen agree with me, 
good evening, gentlemen.” 

And while they cursed—under their 
breath, for Courtney’s face was hard, and 
they felt that any neglect of the courtesy 
due the presence of a lady might cause 
that hardness to become active resentment 
—uncle and niece departed. Tobey was 
on the steps outside. 


“Congratulate you, Courtney,” he said. 
“Going my way? » 
Courtney and Allison were not; so they 


bade each other good-night with respect. 
“Uncle,” said Allison, “if Mr. Tobey 
hadn’t refused, would you have?” 
‘““I’d made up my mind to refuse before 
I went there,” said Courtney 
$ut you aren’t frightened?” 
“N-not exactly. I’m a little alarmed, 
but—not frightened. And I'd rather be 
scared half to death than have you yield 
as the rest of those men are going to do. 
Unc le Peter, I’m proud of you!” 
‘And I, of you, my dear,” he answered. 
He pressed her arm affectionately as they 
went up the steps of their home on Thirty- 


quietly. | 
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sixth Street. But, once in the house, he 
noted her pale face and circled eyes. 

‘*No; no talk about what’s happened,” 
he commanded. ‘‘You’ve been through 
enough in the past few hours to put many 
a woman in the hospital. To bed with 
you!” 

There was a gruff tenderness in his voice 
that warmed the girl. She began to feel 
that she had misunderstood her uncle, that 
only her own reserve had kept him from 
taking her father’s place as chum and 
confidant. 

“You'll lock up the house carefully?” 
she questioned. 

‘And set the burglar-alarm,” he prom- 
ised@, ‘“‘The person that gets into this 
house to-night will have his troubles.” 

He kissed his niece and entered his 
library. Allison, from a warm bath, went 
directly to bed. She heard her uncle 
climb the stairs from the library, heard 
him in his room, and then she heard no 
more. 


She awoke with a start. She heard 
something. She listened. She heard the 
noise again. It seemed on this floor; and 
it did not come from her uncle’s room, the 
only other occupied chamber on the floor. 
Her bare feet swung to the floor, and she 
reached to a dressing-table; a small revolver 
nestled in the palm of her hand. She 
listened. 

Again she heard something; but it 
wasn't on this floor; her ears were keener 
now. It was down-stairs. She felt an 
inclination to scream, but she fought it 
back. The courage of the Courtney 
women had been praised by her uncle this 
very night; she must not give that praise 
the lie so soon. She strained her ears; the 
sound did not repeat itself. She must have 
been mistaken. Then a remembrance of 
all the day’s happenings came to her. It 
was this very carelessness, this cock- 
sureness, so to speak, that had caused the 
deaths of Deewald, Warrener, and Cole- 
man. Nothing could happen to them, 
and—they died. 

Her uncle had said that no one could 
get into the house; her hearing told her 
that no one was in the house now—no one, 
at least, unauthorized to be there. She 
had heard the faint squeak of a mouse; 
there were some in the walls, she knew. 
And yet—— 

She would not call her uncle; she would 
not lay herself open to the charge—though 
it would be unuttered. of course—of cow- 
agdice, or its weak excuse. hysteria. She 
would investigate. If her alarm were un- 
justified, all right. If it were not—her 
hand shook the least trifle. She shut her 
lips firmly together. 

She was in the hall now; her own room 
lay at the head of the stairs which led to 
the library floor, and so to the street floor. 
Her uncle’s room was at the front of the 
house, above the library. She did not 
have to pass the door of his room. She 
was on the stairs. 

A step at a time, cautiously, straining her 
eyes into the gloom, she descended. She 
reached the hall below. Light filtered 
from the chink at the bottom of the library 
door, closed though it was. Again that 
impulse to scream—but it might be her 
uncle, gone down for some reason or other. 
In that case— She swung the door open; 
a man knelt before the open safe at the 
farther end of the room. He wore hat and 
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coat, and they were not any that she had 
seen before. It was not her uncle. 

‘Put up your hands—high!” Before he 
had sensed her presence, she had uttered 
the command, in tones whose firmness sur- 
prised her. “Higher! Get up!” He rose. 
“Turn around!” 

She had not noticed how close were his 
fingers to the electric-light switch. She 
heard the click of the turned switch and 
could almost feel the darkness. 

“Uncle!” she cried. “Uncle!” Then 
she fired. She heard the safe door crash 
to, and backed into the hall. ‘‘ Uncle!” she 
cried again. Her fingers found the switch 
in the hall wall that also controlled the 
library lights. She turned them on; she 
stood on the threshold, gun in hand. But 
the burglar, emissary of the deadly society 
or whatever he might have been, was gone. 
She ran through the library into the room 
behind it. There, stairs led down to the 
kitchen. The midnight visitor had escaped 
that way; but she had not courage enough 
to go after him—alone. She felt faint now. 
She turned back into the library. In the 
doorway stood the maid, the cook, and 
the laundress, in various stages of dis- 
habille. They gaped the questions that 
surprise prevented them from uttering. 
They were pushed aside; in dressing-gown, 
below which protruded trousered and slip- 
pered legs, her uncle entered the room. 

‘Allison? What’s wrong?” 

““A burglar—some one—I heard him 

the safe door was open—he turned off 
the lights—I fired at him—he must have 
gone—the kitchen——”’ 

‘““You’ve not been dreaming?” 

“T saw him!” she cried. ‘‘Look—the 
kitchen——” 

He took the revolver from her hand and 
ran down the back stairs to the kitchen. 
The maids huddled close to their young 
mistress, and no one spoke until Court- 
ney, grave of face, returned. 

“You weren’t dreaming, Allison,’ he 
said. ‘‘He entered from the kitchen 
The electric alarm-wires were cut, and the 
kitchen window was open. Evidently he 
forced it—what a brave girl you are! By 
George, you have more courage—why 
didn’t you wake me?” 

She explained; he kissed her forehead. 

‘A heroine, Allison! But now—go back 
to bed. I hear Heenan’s men knocking at 
the front door—heard the shot, I suppose. 
I'll have them in to spend the night and 
see what they can do.” 

But, beyond discovering what Courtney 
had already discovered, Heenan’s men 
could discover nothing. But it didn’t look 
to them like the work of the deadly society. 

“He was at the safe,” said one of them. 
“Plain burglary, I guess. See if he got 
anything.” 

But Courtney, after a brief examination, 
announced that nothing was gone. 

“Scared away by the young lady, I 
guess,” said the detective. His friend 
agreed with him. ‘Some hero-ine, that 
lady!” he commented. Then he added: 
“Better go to bed now, Mr. Courtney. 
And I’m thinkin’ it would be wise if we 
stayed in the house right along now. This 
stayin’ outside is O. K., but it don’t seem 
to work against this society—if it was 
them, which I doubt. Anyway, it’s best 
to stay inside. I wonder the chief didn’t 
tell us to.” 

Heenan wondered that same thing him- 
self when, in the morning, he received not 
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only an account of the Courtney affair, 
which, despite its resemblance to ordinary 
burglary, he was certain could be laid at 
the doors of the society, but also the 
astounding information, conveyed by one | ¢ 
of the detectives detailed to guard Tobey, | 
that Tobey himself had been taken from | 
his bed sometime during the night, and 
spirited away to some unknown place by 
the deadly society, which left behind a 
statement to the effect that Tobey’s life 
was not in immediate danger but that he 
had been made prisoner merely to assure 
other persons that the society had not 
ceased its earnestness since yesterday’s 
events. Murder was bad enough; but 
a society that could take strong men 
from their beds and leave no trace! 
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NEW YorK was terror-stricken. In com- 
mon with the rest of the world, it has 
an almost idolatrous regard for great 
wealth. Property is sacred; it was more 
than mere murder that had been done—it 
was a tremendous series of tremendous 
blows against property. Did it presage 
revolution? Was there a great anarchistic 
society that had declared war upon civiliza- 
tion? Were the institutions founded by 
the fathers and brought to perfection by 
the present generation to be superseded 
by a power wielded by a conscienceless 
zealotry? 

Such were the questions propounded in 
the newspaper editorials which Heenan 
devoured with his hasty breakfast before 
setting out for the scene of the kidnap- 
ing of Tobey. 

Of coursg, the writers answered their 
own questions. No; Jaw and the pro- | 
cess of civilization would prevail. Let 
the city be brave and patient. Heenan | 
had been placed in command by the mayor. | 
He had promised that in forty-eight hours 
he would have the murderer or murderers | 
by the heels. Let New York not yield to 
alarm; let it realize that institutions which | 
had been centuries in the making were 
not to be destroyed by fanaticism. The | gauipped with sin- 
deadly society would be destroyed shortly. | gle achromatic lens, a 
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report which had been waiting for him 
when he awoke, compiled in the night by 
Dexter. It was brief, but served to show 
the thoroughness of the Heenan agency. 
Alderman Klitzky, patron of Casey Red, 
had been located by a Heenan operative 
| at three in the morning as he came out 
from the annual dance of the Klitzky 
Social and Benevolent Association for the 
Securing of Home Rule for Ireland and the 
Freedom of the Jew in Russia. Klitzky 
was a superb politician. 

Asked how it was that Casey Red had 
won the aldermanic favor, Klitzky had 
explained that Casey had once, at risk of 
his own skin, saved the alderman from a 
beating at the hands of thugs. The 
alderman would have explained the vile 
political animus behind the attempted 
assault, but the operative had shelved his 
verbosity on this subject, as it had hap- 
pened years ago and was certainly not 
germane to the point at issue. 

Questioned as to his knowledge of his 
protégé, the alderman answered that he 
understood that, as a small boy, Casey had 


-| run away from bis home, somewhere out 


West, and had been for a time upon the 
stage. He had never been an actor, but 
had assisted actors. At one time, the 
alderman had heard Casey boast, the ex- 
pugilist had been a dresser for Overton 
the Great, Impersonator of Great Men, 
Past and Present. After that, Casey had 
entered the ring as a light-weight, grown 
heavier, quit the ring, and taken up auto- 
mobiling. Then he had lost his license and 
become one of the people who manage to 
exist without work. The alderman had 
given him sums of money from time to 
time. And that was all. 

No thrill came to Heenan at mention 
of the name of Overton the Great, for 
Heenan knew of every crook in the coun- 
try. He knew that Overton had died in 
South Africa. If only that informer had 
told earlier of the drunken boastings of 
Casey Red! But Heenan was not one 
to mourn over spilled milk. He put the 
history of Casey Red out of mind, tem- 
porarily, as he entered the home of Tobey, 
the kidnaped buccaneer of Wall Street. 

Tobey, for all his wealth, for all his flaunt- 
ing about the gayer resorts of the night- 
loving city, lived in almost Spartanlike 
simplicity in his own bachelor quarters. 
Probably this very simplicity enabled him 
to retain strength and vigor for the cam- 
paigns of finance and of dissipation into 
which he plunged elsewhere. But he re- 
couped in this old-fashioned apartment- 
house, where a good third of his floor- 
space was devoted to a gymnasium. He 
kept but one servant, who valeted nim and 
prepared his breakfast. His other meals 
he ate in the glaring restaurants. The 
servant was a negro. Frightened half to 
death, he told what little he knew. 

His master had come home at about 
ten o’clock. He bad indulged in the gym- 
| nastic work usual with him when he had 
| not been dining or drinking heavily and 
| was home early. Then he went to bed, 
leaving word with the servant, Gabe, to 
ca'l him at seven. Gabe had come to his 
master’s door at seven, and his knock had 
not been answered. He had entered, and 
at once became aware of the sickly odor 
which yet hung heavily in the atmosphere 
of the bedroom. His master was gone, and 
so was the clothing which he had worn the 
|} previous night. And there was a note 








Cosmopolitan for May, 1917 


which Gabe did not understand, but which 
two men outside the apartment—Heenan’s 
men—had understood when, in answer to 
his cry of alarm, they had entered the 
apartment, which, by the way, was on 
the ground floor. The note had been re- 
placed where Gabe had found it, on the 
dresser. Heenan read it. 





To Wuom 1T May Concern: That certain 
persons may understand that our orders are 
not to be disobeyed, we are holding Eliot 
Tobey as hostage for the performance of 
certain demands. We do not wish to kill. 
The men we have executed deserved death 
because of their robbery of the people. Tobey 
is no better than they, but it is not our aim to 
shed blood; we wish to secure justice. If the 
demands of this society are obeyed, Tobey 
will be unharmed. 


It bore the well-known signature. 

Heenan said nothing for the moment; he 
walked to the window. It opened on a 
court; the court opened on the street, 
where his men had lounged. He turned 
to his operatives. 

“Anybody come into this court last 
night?” 

“Only a man drivin’ a car; there’s a 
garage in that court, Chief. He said he 
lived in the house here. He’d forgotten a 
robe, and he come back to get it.” 

Eloquently and painstakingly, Heenan 
informed his two subordinates of his opin- 
ion of their mentality. Then, in a milder 
tone, he asked: 

“Closed car, of course? And he shut 
the gate of the courtyard behind him?” 

“Not a limousine—had a top with the 
curtains buttoned, though,” answered one 
of the men. 

‘““And Tobey, drugged, was inside of it. 
Well—”’ 

Heenan feresaw the evening papers, 
which would be upon the street at nine; he 
foresaw that the confidence which the morn- 
ing editions had expressed in him would be 
withdrawn. He didn’t have second sight, 
but he didn’t need it to know these things. 
He cursed the fatuity which had made him 
consent to place his men outside the homes 
of his clients. If those clients had not 
expressed a fear that his men might be 
impersonated, and accordingly demanded 
that they stay outside their homes, this 
kidnaping could not have occurred. But 
his clients had had that fear. They had 
felt comparatively safe with the watch-dogs 
outside, but had feared that, inside, the 
watch-dogs might turn out to be the 
wolves, and so 

‘““Have you told anyone else about this 
matter?’’ demanded Heenan of the negro 
Gabe, vainly hoping that this affair might, 
after all, be kept from the press. 

Gabe was spared the necessity of lying, 
if he had chosen to do so. 

“The janitor came to him first,’’ said 
one of the operatives. ‘‘He saw the note, 
and it’s a cinch that he’ll earn some 
money by giving a paper a tip.” 

“Why didn’t you stop him?” 

But the janitor’s quick perception of 
marketable news had caused him to run 
to the telephone—as later transpired—the 
moment Gabe informed him of what had 
happened. Heenan questioned his two 
operatives; he learned that, aside from 
dining at a restaurant and then calling at 
the house of Carman Wilkins, Tobey had 
been nowhere and seen no one the past 
evening. He told his men to stay on 
watch—Tobey might be returned intact— 
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and started for the home of Wilkins. At 
least, he got into his taxi, but before he 


started, another taxi drew up, and Blais- | 


dell, one of the men guarding Courtney 
leaped out. First telling Heenan that the 
reliefs for himself and his partner had 
arrived, he related the burglarious alarm 
that had tested the mettle of Allison Court- 
ney in the small hours. 

As has been told, Heenan paid no atten- 
tion to his subordinate’s insistence that 
this affair must have been an ordinary 
burglary, in no way related to the society 
and its doings. The two things were 
inspired similarly; the same agency was 
behind both. At least, so Heenan believed. 
He gave a sharp order to the man. 

“Before you go home to rest up, you 
make the rounds of all the people the 
agency’s guarding. Tell the men to get 
close; no more hanging-around outside. 
They’re to stick like postage-stamps. And 
if there are any objections, the answer is 
that the agency will withdraw from the 
case and that uniformed bulls, walking 
advertisements of trouble, will take our 
men’s places. Get busy!” 

In five minutes, he was at the Wilkins 
mansion, where he was at once admitted 
to the breakfasting presence of the broker. 
Wilkins colored at sight of the great 
detective. Heenan had followed so closely 
upon the announcement of his name that 
Wilkins had not had opportunity to hide 
a letter which he had been reading. He 
put it in a pocket with an air of careless- 
ness that piqued Heenan’s curiosity, so 
plainly assumed was it. 

“‘What was the idea of the gathering 
last night, Wilkins?”’ he demanded. 

‘What gathering?”’ parried Wilkins. 

‘“‘Aw, forget it!’? snapped Heenan. 
‘* Ain’t my men been guarding you people? 
Don’t I know every move you make?” 

‘‘We discussed some protective meas- 
ures,”’ replied the broker coldly. 

“Oh, you did, eh? Leaving me out, eh? 
Well, just what were those measures?” 

“T know of no reason why I should 
inform——” 


Heenan struck the table until the dishes | 


danced. 

“You know of no reason, eh? Look 
here, Mr. Wilkins: This affair ain’t a per- 
sonal matter that concerns you and a few 
other rich men. It’s a public affair, and I 
want information from you. IfI don’t get 
it, I'll have you down to headquarters and 
in a cell, and I’ll lodge a charge against 
you of aiding and abetting this society that 
all the lawyers in the city won’t gét you 
clear of —not this week!’’ 

Wilkins realized that Heenan meant 


what he said. Also, despite the mighty | 
power of the society, the glamour of the | 


Heenan reputation had not yet been dis- | 
pelled, even though the letter which Wil- | 


kins had attempted to hide contained in- 
formation of the mishap to Tobey. The 


brokef’s air of defiance left him. He 
handed Heenan the letter. It wasfrom the | 


society and read: 


_ Eliot Tobey is our prisoner, taken as a 
further example of the uselessness of attempt- 
ing to cope with this society. He will be un- 
harmed unless there is a failure on your part 
to deliver the half-million dollars demanded 
by us. In the event of your failure, Tobey 
vill be executed, and the death of the rest 
ot you will be decreed. The society trusts 
that you will not be so foolish as to resist us. 
You will, therefore, meet at noon sharp in 











ina handsome touring car you. don't want to sit 
huddled under an ill-kempt and shabby top. 

The best way to insure a handsome car isto 
have a fop covered with 


Genuine 


Seniasote 


Pantasole, the most expensive of top materials, 
is used on the best cars and yet it is not out of the 
reach of the maker of moderale priced cars. 

The list of cars using Genuine Pantasote 
proves this beyond question. 

Do youwant the very finest or are you salisfied 
with a substitute ? The difference in cost fo the 
automobile manufacturer is not out of reason. 
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ONE-Button 


UNION SUIT 


EW YORK has 
$330,000,000 
invested in subways to save a few 






minutes in getting about town. Yet you can 


save time every day by wearing the HATCH | 
ONE-BUTTON UNION SUIT without pay- | 
ing a cent more than for the old-fashioned | 
kind of union suit. Its one master button at 
the chest does all the work that a row of eight | 
or ten used to do, and does it more comfort- 
ably too. This popular, sensible, stylish, unique | 
garment will appeal to you for its quality | 
fabrics and splendid workmanship. 





You can get these suits in knit goods or in 
the famous Keep Kool mesh at most good 
department stores and haberdashers’, but if 
you have the least difficulty send your size 
with remittance to the manufacturers at 
Albany, N. Y., and we will gladly supply 
you direct, delivery prepaid. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. 

PRICES: 
Men’s Suits—$1, $1.50, $2, $2.50 
Boys’ Suits—75 cents 
A catalog illustrating the complete line of | 


summer and winter weights will be sent 
free on request. 


FULD & HATCH KNITTING CO. 


Manufacturers 
ALBANY NEW YORK 


BARNES KNITTING CORPORATION 
Sole Distributors to Dealers 
303 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


Kervansene| 


Odorless Kerosene 


A scientific compound for preserving 
the hair and killing the dandruff 
germ, Kervansene 
makes the hair soft and 
lustrous, and promotes 
its growth. It has all 


1 









the beneficial qualities 
of kerosene but is odor- 
less and 
mable. 


non-inflam- 





1020 Westchester Av. 
New York 


| him the nature of the contents. 


the office of Jacob Curran. Each of you will 


| contribute fifty thousand dollars to the fund. 


If any refuse, let the others make up the sum, 
and also Tobey’s share, and the society will 
deal with the recalcitrants later. 

You will have the money in thousand- 


| dollar bills; you will do up these bills in a 


brown-paper package. You will then hand 


| the package to your chauffeur, without telling 


You will in- 
struct him to leave the office and go to your 
touring car, which you will have drawn up 


| outside. None of you will follow the chauffeur 


from the office on pain of the society’s dis- 
pleasure. 

Your chauffeur will drive straight up Nassau 
Street into Park Row, then into the Bowery, 
then into Fourth Avenue, then across Thirty- 
fourth Street to Fifth Avenue, up Fifth 
Avenue to Fifty-ninth Street, west along Fifty- 
ninth Street to Central Park West, then very 
slowly up Central Park West. 

At about Sixty-ninth Street, he will slow 
down to a crawl. He will then deliver the 
package to a person who will merely mention 
your name. He will then return and inform 
you at Curran’s office, where you will all 
remain, of the delivery. If any attempt is 


made to pursue the recipient of the package, 


or any attempt is made to prevent delivery, 
or if espionage is attempted, or any details of 
these instructions are violated, the society 
will knéw how to deal with you. 


Heenan permitted a contented smile to 
spread over his features. 

“Tf they make good on this—well, 
there'll be somebody in a cell to-night that 
belongs there. And you were going to 
hand over this coin without letting me 
know, eh? Why, it’ll beacinch! <A good 
thing for you you let me in on this,” he 
finished threateningly. 

“But he refers to Tobey.” Wilkins 
faith in Heenan was great, but fear got 
the better of faith for a moment. 

“Yes; they got Tobey, but—— 

“And Tobey was one of those who 
refused last night to contribute! The 
society must have known 4 

‘““What’s that? Tobey refused 

“He and Courtney.”’ Wilkins related 
the details of last night’s meeting. 

‘And they broke into Courtney’s house 
last night!” gasped Heenan. ‘‘Some one 
of you people last night is close to the 
society and—Tobey! Tobey!” 

‘“‘What do you mean?” asked Wilkins. 

But Heenan waved the question aside. 

“Has Tobey been hitting the market 
extra hard lately?” 

“Not through my 
heard——”’ 

“You know all right,” said Heenan. 
“Tell me: Is he a bear or bull?” 

“Bear.” 

“And the market—it’s a bull market, 
isn’t it? Plenty of money, big crops, lots of 
business?” Wilkins nodded assent. ‘“‘But 
didn’t stocks fall a bit yesterday—after 
Hastings’ death? And won’t they fall still 
lower to-day after yesterday’s events? And 
wouldn’t Tobey be the man to profit by this? 
And doesn’t Tobey disappear now? And 
wasn’t Courtney, the only other man to 
refuse to contribute, visited last night, and 
mightn’t he have been killed—only, his 
niece— Why, it’s plain as day!” 

“But why should Tobey refuse, and 


” 





> 


office, but I’ve 


| sneer at us for being willing to pay?” 


‘“‘To make the matter look good! He 


| had to be one to refuse, for he had to be 
| kidnaped 


“Why?” asked the dazed Wilkins, un- 
able to follow the swift, triumphant 
reasoning of the detective. 


‘the matter. 
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“Why? Because the murderer has to 
receive the money, don’t he? Half a 
million is too much to let an accomplice 
collect. One big brain is behind this. He 
may have helpers, but if he has, he isn’t 
letting them handle that kind of coin. 
Tobey had to be on the spot to get the 
money. So he plans his refusal, fakes his 
kidnaping— Why, to get Courtney scared, 
he visited him last night, and a 

But this was not the time for boasting. 
Heenan dropped the tone of self-laudation 
and got down to cases. He advanced 
threateningly upon Wilkins. 

“‘T want this matter to go through with- 
out a hitch,’ he snapped. ‘‘ You follow 
directions exactly as this letter orders. 
Understand? And not a word to a living 
soul about what I’ve said. Mind! And 
this afternoon I’ll turn back your money, 
and I'll have this bird Tobey behind the 
bars. Clever he is, but is 

Heenan smiled deprecatingly, as one 
who knew of a cleverer but was forbidden 
by modesty to give him a name. One last 
injunction to Wilkins to keep his mouth 
tightly closed and do as the letter 
commanded, and Heenan dashed out of 
the house. He spoke to the two men 
outside of the Wilkins mansion. 

“When Wilkins goes to Jacob Curran’s 
office to-day, I want you boys to beat it 
up-town—fast. Get on Central Park West 
near Sixty-ninth Street. A touring car 
will come along; a guy will stop it and get 
a parcel from the driver. That guy is the 
man we want. Use your guns—get him! 
And one of you make the rounds of all the 
other men we’re looking after. Give the 
same instructions to the operatives there. 
Have some of them sauntering in the park, 
some in areaways—” 

‘You want us to quit guarding them 
when they go to Curran’s office? Will there 
be reliefs down-town to take our places?” 

‘“We won’t need any,” said Heenan 
triumphantly. ‘The guy we want will be 
in the park. Now, mind—no loitering where 
you can be seen. Get into houses—hall- 
ways, some of you. But I’m leaving it to 
you boys to make the arrest. I’ll have a 
hundred plain-clothed bulls at every corner 
on the Columbus’ Avenue side; I'll have 
autos in the park; I’ll have— Get busy! 
Pass the word!” 

But Heenan never went off at half-cock. 
That Tobey was the mysterious murderer 
seemed conclusive to Heenan, but unless 
Tobey knew a lot of Allaire’s business, 
Tobey could not be the man wanted, and 
his kidnaping must be a genuine affair. 
Heenan drove directly to Allaire’s apart- 
ment, and roused that young man from 
the heavy sleep that had claimed him 
since Blake’s departure the night before. 

“Allaire,” he snapped at the pajama- 
clad young lawyer, “do you know Eliot 
Tobey? Does he know you?” 

Allaire rubbed his eyes with his knuckles. 

“Ves,” he answered; ‘‘Tobey was in- 
volved in that little litigation that I 
handled for Hastings. Why?” 

Heenan ignored the question. 

“Has he ever seen your handwriting 

“On receipts which I gave him and 
Hastings for money with which I settled 
Why?” 

‘And could Tobey, by any means, have 
known that you were going to the theater 
the night before last?” 

‘Why, of course; he saw me as I entered; 
he bowed to me, and I returned the bow. 
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Were they so disposed, Dodge 
Brothers could not lower the 
quality of this car. 

They are no longer free agents, 
because public opinion has estab- 
lished a standard for everything 
bearing their name. 

They dare not fall below the high 
estimate that-has been formed of 
them as motor car manufacturers. 
The American people are quick 
to detect deterioration. 


And what is much more import- 
ant—they expect the constant 
improvement of any product in 
which they repose complete con- 
fidence. 


They would be slower to forgive 
a fault in any car Dodge Brothers 
might build, than in one they 
esteemed less highly. 


Every dealer in Dodge Brothers 
cars knows that the customers 
who come to him, come with the 
highest possible expectations. 
He knows that the thing he is sell- 
ing primarily is Dodge Brothers 
word and their good name. 

He knows that he is not merely 
dealing in motor cars, but acting 
as custodian for Dodge Brothers 
reputation. 


. 





Touring Car or Roadster, $835 In Canada $1185 
Winter Touring Car or Roadster, $1000 In Candda $1420 
Sedan or Coupe, $1265 In Canada $1800 
All prices f. 0. b. Detroit 


Dooce BROTHERS. DETROIT 








A High Standard Made Higher Still 


Naturally, this knowledge of what 
is expected by the buyer breeds a 
deep sense of responsibility. 


In the Works, it has the effect of 
inspiring Dodge Brothers to a 
constant personal oversight of all 
of the manufacturing operations. 


Their own life-long zeal for good 
workmanship is sharpened and 
stimulated by a realization of what 
the public expects from them. 


The entire institution is honestly 
permeated with the idea that 
quality and performance are 
paramount and all-important. 


And so, a standard which was nat- 
urally high, has been made higher 
still, by the bestowal of complete 
confidence on the part of the 
public. " 

It is a mutual contract which 
offers constant inspiration to the 
manufacturer and constant insur- 
ance to the customer. 


With the interests of buyer and 
seller so closely knit together, the 
result, everywhere, is what might 
have been expected. 


It is impossible for Dodge 
Brothers, with all their great 
facilities, to build enough motor 
cars to satisfy the public. 






































































ELECTRIC 
| HOME NEEDS 


Bz a . Boils, Broils 
1 Fries, Toasts 


Will do all manner 
of ccoking in quantity 
suficient for 
three or four 
) people and is 
~ always ready 
at the turn of a 
switch for im- 
mediate use. 4 
heats available. 













Universal 
Electrie > 
4 Heat Grill 


No. E934 $6.50 







' Iron stays hot 


When the 
weather is scorch- 
ing hot it is a 






j) work with com- 
yy fort in any room 
# in the house by 
versal Electric 
Iron. 





Universal 
Electric 





Golden brown 
delicious 
toast 


table and served 
hot just as it is 
wanted when it 
is wanted. 
Evenly browned 
over the entire 
suriace with no 
fumes of the fuel 
to mar its flavor. 







| Universal Eleetrie 
| 


Toaster No, E946 $4.00 





al Ss | <> Full flavored 
.3 “-/ perfect coffee 


clear, fragrant 


1h 
t 
=~ 
| 
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matter of a few 


versal Urn. 


lation is insured 


There are many other 
Universal Electric Home 
Needs designed to lighten 
the work and increase the 
comfort in the kitchen, 
\ dining room or boudoir. 

Inquire for them at 
your dealers, or write 


Dept. 902 for free booklets. 





Universal 
Eleetrie Urn 


No. E9196 $16.00 
} 
This on every 
Trade UNIVERSAL Dice ot 


Mark 
! Landers, Frary & Clark 


New Britain, Conn. 








you stay cool | 


simple matter to | 
keep cool and | 


the aid of a Uni- | 
||| thing like that. 


Made at the | 


The making of | 
coffee is but the | 


ia, minutes for the | 
J SEES owner of a Uni- |} 


Thorough perco- |} 


by the Universal. |} 
pumping device. |} 
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| vestigation at Jepner’s. 
| to think that he’d forgotten to use such 


|| the day. ~“ 
|| loaking for him, you might be able to spot 











He was there alone, waiting for a friend, 


I imagined. Why?” 

But Heenan’s exultation had mastered 
him now. How simple, how absurdly sim- 
ple the matter was! 

Allaire guessed much from the detec- 
tive’s manner. 

‘‘Good Lord, 
that Tobey 

“IT don’t mean to say anything,” 
snapped Heenan; ‘I’ve said too much. 
And you forget what I’ve said. Hear me? 
Not a word from you!”’ He made for the 
door, but Allaire called him back. 

“T want to tell you what Blake and I 
did last night,” said the lawyer. 

Heenan restrained his impatience long 
enough to listen to the account of Allaire’s 
search of the Star’s files and Blake’s in- 
He was angered 


you don’t mean to say 





reasoning, useless though it had proved 
to be. 
** Amateurs!” 


he sneered. ‘But keep off 


| now; I’ve just about got my man landed!” 


Then that conceit which was his failing 
prompted him to tell Allaire what had 
happened last night and was planned for 
You know Tobey; if you were 


him in a disguise. No man can disguise 
himself. from people that know him, if 
they’re looking for him. The guy Tobey 
knows that; he only wears a disguise when 
he knows that no one is expecting any- 
But if you’re watching 
for him, you’d spot him. You might go 
| up to the Plaza for your breakfast and 
from there sort of saunter over to Central 


Park West. You might help. But carry 
|a gun. You have my permission.” 
Allaire, excited, agreed, and won 


Heenan’s reluctant consent to have Blake 
accompany him. Heenan wished to share 
none of the glory that would accrue to 
him from the’ capture of the murderer, but 
| he realized that the murderer was clever, 
and that he might escape from the cordon 
of detectives which would be around the 
neighborhood named in the society’s letter 
to Wilkins, and that Allaire, alone, single- 
handed, if he happened to see him, would 
not, perhaps, be able to handle him. 
Then the commissioner left for headquar- 
ters, first telling the operatives shadowing 
Allaire to cease the work. 

On the way down-town, it occurred to 
him that, for such a clever man as the 
murderer —Tobey, Heenan preferred to 
call him now—the plan for the receipt of 
the half-million dollars was fraught with 
danger. A doubt came to him. Was 
there something fishy about it? But, no; 
the murderer didn’t know everything. 
Furthermore, the murderer, Tobey, must 
count on the fear he had inspired; he 
would not dream that, after the specimen 
of his power shown yesterday and the day 
before, his victims would dare attempt to 
thwart him. Like every other criminal, 
Tobey had made a4 mistake. He needed 
quick money—probably the upward ten- 


|| dency of the stock-market had crippled 


him—a quick half-million, to be used in 
taking advantage of the bear market sure 
to ensue to-day, and Tobey would be rich 


at once. Yes; fancied security had ren- 
dered Tobey careless. Heenan smiled 
happily. He was still smiling when he 


| found the mayor awaiting him at head- 
| quarters. 
The next instalment of The Gray Hair will appear in June Cosmopolitan. 
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Mayor Phinney’s dislike for Heenan 
was accentuated by the new commis- 
sioner’s rudeness to his predecessor and 
friend of the mayor yesterday. And a 
reporter had informed Phinney at his 
house of the just discovered . :unaping of 
Tobey. Heenan, then, had failed! The 
mayor was cold in his greetings. 

“Heenan,” he said, ‘‘ you don’t seem to 
do any better than Blake. I understand 
that one of the men you were guarding was 
kidnaped last night. Your men let the 
kidnaper take Tobey away under their 
eyes. Understand that they were men of 
your agency, not of the police force.” 

Heenan glared. 

“Hold your horses, Mr. Mayor. I 
couldn’t assign real delectives to guard 
those men. That would take twenty 
detectives—real ones. Why, how many 
real detectives do you think there are in 
this whole country?” 

“None,” answered the mayor promptly. 

Heenan winced at the thrust, but cov- 
ered it up with a sneer. 

“T’ll show you one before the day’s 
over,” he answered. “But I can’t be 
blamed because my men fall down.” 

““That’s what Blake said,” retorted the 
mayor. ‘“‘And you have the same excuse. 
I’m going to telegraph the governor, ask 
him to put the militia in control 

““And gum the game when I’ve got my 
man ready for a cell,” snarled Heenan. 
“T’ll have him behind the bars inside of 
twenty-four hours; maybe this afternoon.” 

“You know him? His real identity? 
Who is he?” 

“I’m not telling that,’’ snapped Heenan. 
“You take my word for it; you hold your 
horses. I said yesterday it’d take forty- 
eight hours; that’s all the time I want. You 
give me until to-morrow—that’s all I 
ask.” 

And as the mayor had no desire to call 
out the National Guard; indeed, didn’t 
deem it probable that the governor would 
accede to such a request, he yielded to 
Heenan’s request. He left headquarters, 
and Heenan called into conference his sub- 
ordinate officers on the force. To them 
he gave swift and clear orders. 

Policemen in plain clothes were to be 
stationed in houses all around Central Park 
—a thousand of them. Word was to pass 
from mouth to mouth as soon asthe 
Wilkins car containing the money entered 
upon-Central Park West. From then on, 
no person was to be allowed to leave the 
neighborhood of the park. Everyone 
coming from it was to be detained for ex- 
amination. Autos, with officers, were to 
be stationed at every other corner be- 
tween Fifty-ninth Street and One Hundred 
and Tenth, on Madison Avenue and 
Columbus Avenue. Also, there were to 
be autos with armed men on One Hundred 
and Tenth Street, stretching over the 
section of the street fronting the park, and 
on Fifty-ninth Street also. The whole 
park would thus be surrounded by men 
on foot and in autos, those on the east 
and west so disposed, a block from the 
park, that their careless presence might 
arouse no suspicion in the mind of the 
murderer, now, so Heenan figured, blinded 
by success. And then Heenan telephoned 
his agency, gave further directions as to 
the part in the capture to be played by 
his private operatives, and set himself 
impatiently to wait the coming of noon. 
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rong ure WHITE ENAMEL 


HE porcelain-like 
white of Vitralite, the 
Long-Life White En- 
ame/, is more than beautiful 
in any room. Its perma- 
nence is such that it lasts 
longer than ordinary paint 
on exterior work. Imagine 
then the 4g “fe of its beauty 
when used inside the house! 
The smooth, pure white surface 
of Vitralite will not crack, peel off 
nor turn yellow. It is water-proof 
and may therefore be washed again 


and again with soap and water. 

Vitralite is not expensive, as it covers 
so much surface, whether you just 
‘‘paint-up’” the porch furniture or em- 
ploy a painter to do your whole house. 

In addition to the white, Vitralite is 
being made in a number of authoritative . 
tints, now so much in vogue. 


9 FLOOR 
VAIRNISIA 


- in Vitralite, ‘‘beauty is 

















more than skin deep’” 

‘“61’’ Floor Varnish — “‘the 
floor varnish that stands abuse.”’ 
It is water-proof, and more — it is 
heel-proof and mar-proof. On 
your floors it will demonstrate its 
superb resistance to the constant 
tramp of many feet and the bois- 
terous play of the kiddies. The 
only care a 61’’ floor requires is 
an ordinary washing whenever you 
feel it needs it. 

Send for Descriptive Booklets 
and sample panels finished with Vitralite 
and ‘‘61’” Floor Varnish. 

The quality of P@L-Varnish Products has aleways 
been their strongest guarantee. Our established policy is 
full satisfaction or money refunded. 

Pratt & Lambert Varnish Products are used by painters, 
specified by architects, and sold by paint and hardware 
dealers everywhere. 


Pratt & Lambert-Inc. 


Varnish Makers 68 Years 
99 Tonawanda Street, Buffalo, N. Y. 
In Canada, 41 Courtwright Street, Bridgeburg, Ontario. 


PRATT & LAMBERT VARNISHES 


Pratt &4 Lambert Varnish Products are made in great variety for the following, and many other: purposes. Write us about your varnishing problems. 


Aeroplane Mfrs. Boat Mfrs. Desk Mfrs. Gas Meters Lithographers oa Buildings Refrigerator Mfrs. Trunk Mfrs. 
Ammunition Mfrs. Cabinet Work Factory Walls Hospitals Mantel Mfrs. ‘aint Mfrs. Residences Vehicle Mfrs. 
Automobile Mfrs. Cement Walls Fixture Mfrs. Hotels Metal Trim Piano Mfrs. Safe Mfrs. Wood Trim 
Billiard TableMfrs. Coffin Mfrs. Furniture Mfrs. InteriorDecorators Metalware Mfrs. Railroads Schools Wall Board Mfrs. 
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Copyright Hart Schafiner & Marx 


Style and quality in clothes 


OU want style and quality in your clothes; the best of both; they * 
ought to go together, but sometimes they don’t. Our label is 
evidence of all-wool quality as well as of style; when you see it, you're 


sure of both. 
A small thing to look for, a big thing to find. 


"k’Marx 
Clothes Hart Schaffner & Marx 
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